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“THE BIGGEST, THE BEST, 
OR THE FIRST . . 


I N THE SUMMER of 1962, when I decided to collect and enlarge the 
stories composing this book, I wondered what title I might give to 
the result. At once, a favorite little anecdote that I had heard about the 
great actor and wit John Barrymore came to mind. A friend of the actor's, 
long ailing, had finally died, and Barrymore had reluctantly attended 
the funeral. Barrymore had stood apart from the deceased’s other cronies 
and had observed the burial ceremony in the cemetery with a jaundiced 
eye. When the service was ended and the mourners had begun to de- 
part, Barrymore noticed that one remained behind, a doddering old 
man who stood near the grave, staring down into it. Barrymore con- 
sidered the old man, then slowly sidled up to him, leaned over and whis- 
pered, “I guess it hardly pays to go home.” 

Since the book I had in mind was meant to be, in a sense, a valedictory 
to my magazine-writing career, a fond and nostalgic farewell to another 
time, when writers could write about subjects while not living under the 
cloud of Russian-American nuclear oblivion, I thought that I might call 
my book “It Hardly Pays to Go Home,” adding the explanatory sub- 
titie “One Last Look at Some Strange People, Places and 'Tilings Around 
the World Before the Deluge.” 

But when I began to work on this book, I soon realized the title that 
had first come to mind would never do. For the oddities and the curiosi- 
ties, human and institutional, that I had observed and investigated in a 
span of twenty years were for the most part, not of another era but still of 
our time, and as alive as I was. Clearly, nostalgia and farewell were not 
the right notes. And then, happily, I realized what the right note was, a 
note less grand, less jiessimistic, more personal — and I named this book 
The Sunday Geritleman. 
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»« 

Under the severe criminal laws of seventeenth-century Eng^nd, a 
man in debt was liable to arrest and trial. If found guilty, and if his credi- 
tors demanded that he be incarcerated in debtor’s prison for his insolvency 
and financial default, he could be taken into custody by the police any 
day of the week save one — Sunday, tiie Lord’s Day. 

As a consequence, a man wanted for debt would usually go into hid- 
ing six days of the week— but on Sunday, iimnune from seizure, he 
would appear proudly in public as safe as any solvent gentleman. He was 
free to breathe the free air, to mingle in the streets and aldiouses with 
his fellows as their equal, suffering no threat from the Throne or fear of 
being flung into Newgate. 

There were many such Sunday Gentlemen, as they came to be called, 
in that period, and among the foremost of these was Danid Defoe, the 
pioneer newspaperman and pamphleteer, and the author of The Life 
and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, of York, Mari- 
ner. In 1692, when his hosiery trading company was £17,000 in debt 
and on the verge of bankruptcy, Daniel Defoe was forced to hide from 
the law six days a week in a section of Bristol, emerging in public only 
on Sunday, to be again his own man and to stroll with dignity “accou- 
tred in the fashion of the times, with a flowing wig, lace ruffles, and a 
sword by his side.” This role of one-seventh gentleman was maintained 
until his creditors were satisfied, and then, and only then, could he be his 
own man and the compleat gentleman every day of the week. 

During my own twenty-year career as a free-lance contributor to na- 
tional magazines in the United States and Great Britain, that long ap- 
prenticeship before I could become a full-time writer of books, I too was, 
in a symbolic sense, such a Sunday Gentleman as Defoe had been. I 
would, in those lively and trying years, develop and write formula articles 
and stories to the best of my ability during six days of each week, to es- 
cape our modem version of debtor’s prison. 

I would write, in that time, short nonfiction pieces skillfully created to 
fill in the blank spaces between advertisements in popular periodicals, to 
enlighten busy and harried Everyman superficially, and to earn money 
for my keep and the support of my dependents. The hours were long and 
the pay short and uncertain. For my first published article, sold when I 
was fifteen years old, I received five dollars. For one of my last, when I 
was thirty-five, I received three thousand dollars. That was the high and 
the low of it, although the real low was when I received nothing at all for 
my speculative efforts. I recall even now, with a stab of pain that has 
never quite disappeared, a Wisconsin morning when I was seventeen or 
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ei^tteen yean old and went out to the mailbox to find in one delivery 
twenty manuscripts of mine that had been rejected by twenty magazines. 

When I was very young, I would study various periodicals, try to de- 
termine the kind of subjects that seemed to inters dtem, and then 
dream up suitable stories — researching, organizing, and submitting the 
stories directly to the publications that were my targets. As many of my 
stories sold as did not sdl, and I was sufficiently encouraged by the small 
payments I received, by the appearance of my name in print, by the va- 
riety of knowledge I acquired through my firsdiand interviews and re- 
searches, to go doggedly on and on. In this way, I earned spending money 
when I was a high school student in Kenosha, Wisconsin; I supported 
myself in an attic room when I attended collie in Berkeley, California; 
I managed to survive in a dingy hotel room in Los Angeles; and along the 
way paid for a nine-month trip of writing and exploration through Mex- 
ico, Guatemala, Honduras, Panama, Colombia, and Cuba. 

Later, with more knowledge, experience, and a growing and soon ob- 
sessive desire to write well, I produced less, but struggled no less steadily, 
and I wrote my magazine stories with more depth of research and more 
care in their creation. As the important magazines began to buy and pub- 
lish my articles, I changed some of my methods, but only the mechanics, 
not the principles behind them. Where formerly I had submitted my arti- 
cles directly to editors — ^which was young, unprofessional, and slow, and 
placed me at the mercy of their autocratic decisions on what I should be 
paid and what I should rewrite — I now had sufficient stature to acquire 
a New York literary agent. He became my retailer, my middleman in the 
marketplace. Where I used to write an article simply because I felt it was 
suitable for a certain market, upon my agent’s advice I began to submit 
one- or two-page outlines of story ideas before researching and writing 
them. In the end this extra step, the outlining of an idea, proved eco- 
nomical. It saved me days and weeks of time and energy that would have 
been wasted if I had written about subjects that the magazines had al- 
ready published or had taboos against, or in which they were not inter- 
ested. 

Only when a periodical approved an outline I had submitted did I 
tiien research and write it. But even this new approach did not guarantee 
me a sale and an income. If the article did not live up to the promise of 
the outline, it was returned and I received no payment for my work. Not 
until the last seven or eight years of my magazine-writing carcCT, when I 
had achieved a modest reputation and was being published by The Sat- 
urday Evening Post, Reader's Digest, Collier’s, Esquire, Cosmopolitan, 
did I receive guarantees of payment for approved outlines. Several maga- 
zines would promise full payment, whether the article I produced was ac- 
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o^ted for publication or not. Most magazines would promise full pay- 
ment if the article was accepted, but perhaps only one-fourth payment if 
the article was rejected, with travel exp>enses in connection with re- 
search guaranteed in either case. 

At the peak of my magazine-writing career, nine out of ten stories that 
I researched and wrote six days of the week — ^more for my livdihood 
than my pleasure, although I cannot remember ever writing a single ar- 
ticle diat did not give me some pleasure — ^were based on ideas I had cre- 
ated, and then slanted to suit the editorial peculiarities and special read- 
ing public of specific magazines. In short, 1 was inventing ideas which 
were tailor-made for a specific periodical, ideas that might have been ex- 
actly what its editors would have thought of and desired had they been 
inventive enough to do so. 

One out of ten story ideas would come directly to me from the editors 
of a magazine, an assignment devised by them and one that drey felt 
was suitable for my talents. For example. Collier's magazine decided, in 
1946, that it would like a series of three stories on Princess Elizabeth, 
now Queen of England, and asked me if I would undertake the assign- 
ment. I went from Paris to Buckingham Palace to research and write the 
stories. On the other hand, in that same period, I suspected that Col- 
lier's magazine would be interested in an up-to-date article on the 
French Foreign Legion, an article showing that ex-Nazi Germans then 
dominated the French L^ion’s rank and file. When I suggested this idea, 
CoUier’s approved it with as much enthusiasm as if they had conceived 
the idea in their own Manhattan offices. 

The point I am making is this: No matter how I obtained my assign- 
ments, the stories that I wrote six days a week were stories designed to 
sell to certain markets, to be published, and to earn me enough money to 
avoid poverty, bankruptcy, masculine failure, the twentieth-century ver- 
sions of the seventeenth-century debtor’s prison. Nor did I ever feel that 
this was literary prostitution, any more than magazine writers, newspa- 
permen, television and radio writers and commentators today feel that 
they are committing prostitution. It was a respectable job to be done, 
just as magazine writers and journalists today are fulfilling a job in com- 
munications. It was an accommodation to a mature necessity of lif^ a 
way to survive and seek security for one’s self and one’s dependents. I 
still remember the legend on a glass paperweight, an insurance company 
gift, that my father used to have on his desk when I was a boy. It read: 
‘The world owes no man a living.” And so those of us who wrote on or- 
der did so because it was man’s work, and we tried — as others in this po- 
sition try today — ^to earn our daily bread with as much honor, integrity, 
and individual creativity as possible within the confines of the restrictive 
commercial world of magazines and newspapers. 
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There were moments of mean compromise, and aftermaths of bad 
conscience;, of course. I often remembered a character of W. Somerset 
Maugham’s remarking that a true artist would let his poor motho' starve 
to death rather than write potboilers. Apparently William Faulkner 
read this, or subscribed to this tenet on his own, for in 1956 he told a 
reporter from the Paris Review that a writer’s only responsibility in life 
was to his art, adding, “Everything goes by the board: honor, pride, de- 
cency, security, happiness, all, to get the book written. If a writer has to 
rob his mother, he will not hesitate the ‘Ode on a Grecian Um’ is worth 
any number of old ladies.” 

It was because I believed in this responsibility of the writer to his art as 
much as I believed that he had other responsibilities beyond writing, it 
was because of this ambivalent feeling toward my work, that I deter- 
mined that six days a week were enough to give of myself to avoid 
debtor’s prison. The seventh day of the week, I felt, belonged to me. 
And so almost every Sunday, during those twenty magazine years, I de- 
voted to factual articles and stories that were more honest, if less com- 
mercial, because they were entirely my own. On Sundays, I wrote with- 
out any periodical or reading public consciously in mind, wrote only 
those articles and stories that interested me totally and interested me 
alone. I hoped that they would appear in print, and that I would be 
paid for them, but if they were not accepted and published, it did not 
matter. At least one day a week, I could appear to myself, and perhaps 
before the world, as a Sunday Gentleman. 

This book then is a partial product of my twenty years of Sundays, and 
half of it found its way into magazines and half did not, and while it may 
not represent art, it does represent those rcportorial and observation 
pieces that I wrote simply because they interested me and I wanted to 
write them. In these pages you will meet one writer as he wrote when 
he was a Sunday Gentleman — ^and by “gentleman” I do not mean the 
gentleman of the dictionaries who is “a well-bred man of fine feelings, 
good education, and social position”; I mean the gentleman Defoe was 
on Sunday, by my definition “an honest man, full of sensitivity, racked 
by insecurities, determined one day to be a free and independent soul, 
to speak and write what is in his mind and heart without fear and com- 
promise, to write in concert with truth or his own desires.” 

Eventually, there came a time in my life when Sundays were not 
enough, when being a gentleman only once a week galled me. When that 
time came, I gave up writing for magazines and began writing books, 
because books represented to me that last refuge for the writer who 
wished to write as he pleased, alone, without compromising with com- 
mittees, without concern for pleasing any special public. If one could 
write the books he wished without making concessions, and somehow 
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derive a livdihood from friem no matter how meager, I reasoned, then 
such a one could be a gentleman, a freeman, an indq>endent man, not 
merely one day a week but seven days a week. 

When I b^an my book-writing career, my fight for seven days of Sun- 
day a week, I was told by book writors who had been published that I 
was seddng a utopia that had no existence. Few writers in America, very 
few, wrote books and only books and yet stayed out of debtor’s prison. 
There were, I was told, men who wrote bools and taught in schools or 
had working mates or mates who possessed an inheritance; and there 
were housewives who wrote books and had husbands with regular em- 
ployment; and children who wrote books and had free board and room 
and weddy allowances. But any dream of an unsubsidized author writing 
books without compromising them, and yet surviving, was impractical 
and foolish. I did not believe my veteran part-time author friends. I 
thought that they were merely speaking out of bitterness, out of a cyni- 
cism bom of defeat. I was wrong. 

Actually, when I quit magazines in the hope of devoting myself en- 
tirely to books, believing it could be done, I should have known better. 
For, to be quite frank about it, I had never not written books. I had writ- 
ten them while hardly out of puberty. I had written them in high school, 
in college, in the army, and in the Sundays of my magazine years. But I 
had never had a single book accepted for publication. Looking back now, 
I still find myself astonished, and frightened, at the number of books I 
wrote in the loneliness of so many small and strange rooms, and by how 
thoroughly and totally (despite occasional encouragements) my books 
were rejected. The gravestones on my stillborn are imprinted indelibly 
on my memory, and when I think of them, I buy another bond, overeat, 
and knock wood. 

When I was seventeen, I wrote half a book. Heroes of Today, recount- 
ing the lives of men I admired, who ranged from Clarence Darrow to 
Walter Reed. It was rejected, never published. When I was eighteen, I 
wrote half a book. Sorry, but You’re Wrong, exploding the fallacies of 
popular folk beliefs. It was rejected, never published. When I was nine- 
teen, I wrote my first complete book. My Adventure Trail, an enthusi- 
astic recounting of a journey I had taken into the Honduran jungles. It 
was rejected, never published. When I was twenty, I wrote another com- 
plete book. The Sunday Gentleman — yes — a biography of Daniel Defoe. 
It was rejected, never published. When I was twenty-two, I wrote one- 
third of a book, Roman Holiday, a biographical account of the first 
twelve Caesars. It was rejected, never published. When I was twenty-two, 
I compiled and rewrote a book. Etcetera, a collection of some newly 
written articles together with many I had already had published in maga- 
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zincs. It was rejected, never published. When I was twenty-five, I wrote 
Japaris Mein Kampf, a documentary account of the infamous Tanalca 
Memmial. It was rejected, never published. When I was twenty-seven, I 
wrote a full-length book. With Their Pants Down, a candid memoir of 
cdebrities I had met and interviewed in my writing career. It was rejected, 
never published. When I was tiiirty-four, I wrote two chapters of a book, 
Cabriette, a detailed history of the pretty French murderess, Gabrielle 
Bompard. I was discourage^ never submitted it. In those years, I wrote 
at least one or two chapters of a half-dozen novels, but became doubtful 
about each, and never finished them or submitted for possible publica- 
tion what I had finished. 

This was my illustrious record when, at the age of thirty-seven, I so 
cavalierly left magazines to write books seriously seven Sundays a week. 
Actually, I had always written books “seriously.” But at the age of 
thirty-seven, the effort was more “seriously” because I intended that my 
new career not be an avocation but a vocation, and I felt that I was 
bringing to it more experience, more understanding, more wisdom, and 
more passion than I had possessed when I was younger. 

Between the years 1953 and 1959, I wrote and had published four 
books: three nonfiction books of biography and one novel. All were 
minor critical and minor financial successes, and combined they did not 
earn me as much money as I had earned, or was able to earn, in one year 
from other writing sources. My friends were right, after all. I could not 
make a living from the writing of books — a week was not meant to be 
made up only of Sundays — ^yet I had found that if I could not live from 
books, I certainly could not live without them. 

From tlie first book to the fourth, I did everything I could to buy time 
for the next one, and to keep my wife, my two children, and others of 
my relations alive. I scrounged through every literary and pseudoliterary 
alley I could find in search of money that could buy Sundays that could 
mean books. I had turned my back on magazines, and so I went else- 
where for sustenance. I wrote countless tricked-up idea outlines and 
present-tense original screen treatments, on speculation, to submit to the 
film studios. I wrote numerous screenplays, on salary, for every major 
movie studio. At my lowest point, I wrote ten television scripts for six 
producers on order. 

I am not complaining about this. It was a plush hell, an infernal region 
dominated by doubleriealing, politics, feuds, pettiness, thievery, cretin- 
ism, where the writer suffered indignity, disrespect, disdain, and where he 
could make more money than he could possibly make in any other sal- 
aried medium of writing. There were also, in this region, good people, 
honest people, highly creative people, and sometimes the product of 
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their collective talents produced a motion picture or tdlevision film that 
equaled or exceeded in artistic value the best current books or plays. But 
these talented ones, and their best products, were in the minority. 

In those days, for that money, for that survival and books-in-tiio> 
future money, 1 worked harder and longer than 1 had ever worked in my 
magazine years. But for me, for one like myself who likes to create on 
his own rather than adapt, and who prefers to work alone, and rise or 
fall by his own efforts rather than collaborate with other writers, direc- 
tors, producers, actors, it was a miserable period. I found that the big 
money was too costly to earn, emotionally. In the magazine world, at 
least, I could do a s^led craftsman's work six days a week, and know 
that the seventh day would be Sunday. In this frenetic, competitive 
world of celluloid, at least for me, there were no Sundays, none at all. 

But somehow, out of all of this, some victories were gained. I did find 
the time (mostly nighttime, not Sunday time) to write my first four 
books. And I learned a good deal that I had not known before about 
dialogue, about scenes, about story construction (althou^ there was 
also much that had been lost, and that had to be learned anew, like sub- 
jective writing, descriptive writing, inner monologues, and the necessity 
for story to emerge from character rather than appending characters to 
story) . I came away with this knowledge, and the four hard-earned books, 
and a new determination, almost blind and mvage, to write books and 
nothing else. In fact, I came out of this world with everything except the 
one thing I had gone into it for — ^money. 

More impractical and foolish than ever, I returned to writing books 
with no more security than a house of my own that was not paid for, a 
small savings account, and a fierce desire to write a fifth book, a novd 
that possessed me and engaged all my senses. I wrote this fifth book. It 
was an immediate international best seller. 

Here was the miracle I had dreamed of in my youth. At last, free, inde- 
pendent, confident, I wrote my next book, and my next, and my next, 
and my nect, and each was an international best seller. By wildest luck 
and unbelievable good fortune, combined with a love of what I was 
doing and a love of the stories I had to tell, and the freedom to tell them 
in my own way, I had won my seven days of Sundays. 

In the years since I quit magazines, and then motion pictures and tele- 
vision, and ever since I began to work entirely on my own as a novelist, I 
have become even more desirable to executives in those entertainment 
mediums. No month passes that I do not receive some inquiry from New 
York or Hollywood asking if, with few imposed restrictions, I will not 
write a series of articles or short stories, or produce motion pictures based 
on my own ideas, or create and supervise my own television show. I 
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lutve always been flattered, and always dedined, because my wedc of 
Sundays has been toohaid-won ever to forfeit it for more money. 

I might add at diis point that I do not mean to say that in the various 
fidds of writing only authors who write books are free and independent 
men. Usually, there are two conditions under which a man’s life can be 
free and independent — ^the first is to have youth without rdponsibilitj^ 
the second is to have maturity with sufficient savings in the bank, or earn- 
ing power, to make him bdiolden to no one on earth. There are a hand- 
ful of magazine, saeenplay and television writers, I am sure, who may 
write as they please^ but only a small handful. There are undoubtedly^ 
playwrights who are wholly Aeir own men, too, although many of the 
ones I know have told me that their control of Aeir material exists as a 
dause in their contract but not in its execution. If a playwright requires 
a big-name actor or director to get his play produced on Broadway, or 
needs either of these to assure his play’s success, this actor or director 
may demand major excisions or revisions. The playwright must then 
choose between doing what others want him to do in order to see his 
play produced, or refuse to bend to compromise and ffice having no play 
performed at all. But again, in exceptional cases, if a playwright is an im- 
portant name himself, and possessed of a bull’s head and a badcbone of 
iron, he may dominate the actor or director, and ultimatdy see his work 
produced exactly as he wrote it. 

In the publishing world of books, there is less necessity for the creative 
person to bend to the wishes of others. The author has neither actor nor 
director to contend with, only a publisher and/or editor. Unlike the 
play producer, who must gamble a large financial investment, the book 
publisher can bring out a novel at relatively small cost, and so can afford 
to be less nervous about investing in a work that may be in a form that 
does not please him entirely. 

Yet, in all honesty, I must state ffiat complete integrity can be main- 
tained by a book author only when die publisher needs him more than 
he needs the publisher. If an author has written a biography or novel on 
his own, and his publisher or publisher’s editor insists that he radically 
change portions of it to suit the publisher’s or editor’s own critical and 
creative ideas, the author must often comply in order to see his beloved 
book in print. Of course it is usually not quite that cut-and-dried: Writ- 
ers are often permitted to retain material the publishers do not like 
simply because of publishers’ traditional respect for the individuality 
and mystique of the creative artist; and often writers will eagerly make 
most changes suggested to them because they are insecure about the 
quality of what they have written, or because they feel that an experi- 
enced editor’s suggestions may actually improve their work. 
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Compromises in tlie publishing fidd, minimal though diey be;, do ex- 
ist, for reasons of an editor's personal prejudices or a puUisho's eco- 
nomic concerns. After spending years preparing and writing my first pub- 
lished bool. The Fabulous Orifftials, and receiving an advance of $r,ooo 
and a beribboned contract horn Alfred A. Kiu^f, I was stunned when 
he forced me to surrender a degree of my creative autonomy before my 
bool went to press, a surrender demanded on economic grounds only. 
I was stunned because I had regarded Mr. Knopf as entirdy a creative 
publisher with respect only for the well-written word. I had not realized 
that he was of necessity al^ a tough and shrewd businessman, lile most 
other publishers. Even though oiy bool was not unduly long, Mr. Knopf 
insisted that he wanted it considerably shorter, in order to nule its pub- 
lication cheaper and its profits (foe equivalent of qVt percent of foe re- 
tail price was to be mine; I was reminded) greater. It was my first about- 
to-be-published bool. Fearful that it might not reach foe printer if I 
defended foe Word against foe Profit Ledger, I conceded. Of foe vol- 
ume’s nine chapters, I was forced to pull out one chapter in its entirety, 
and cut out two-fiffos of another. In short, I needed this publisher more 
than he needed me, and against my better judgment, I compromised. 

Years later, when I had a good number of bools in print and they 
were being widely read, and numerous publishers desired me more than 
I desired them, my new publisher suggested that my novd. The Prize, 
might be improved if I made two major changes in foe manuscript before 
it went to press. These were not arrogant demands, but well-intentioned 
suggestions for literary improvement. After giving foe two changes con- 
siderable thought, I rejected foe first because 1 felt it was wrong, that it 
tampered with my own vision of foe story, that the concession would 
male foe bool less the novel I had conceived. However, I agreed that 
foe publisher’s second suggested change was an intelligent one, worth 
considaing as a definite improvement, and I agreed to do some rewrit- 
ing. The important difference is that I was not being forced to compro- 
mise a single paragraph as a condition of publication, and foe decision to 
rewrite was, in foe end, my own. In no other field of visiting have I ever 
encountered such absolute freedom. 

Because full-time creative independence was a primary drive in my 
writing career, once I had achieved it with bools I never again, as I have 
said, had any desire to return to magazine writing. Since foe writing of 
my first published bool, I have written only four magazine articles, 
but none of these are articles such as those I used to write six days a wedc, 
or such as those in this collection that I wrote on foe seventh day. My 
recent articles are subjective rather than objective, and they concern foe 
creation of my bools and were inspired by an occasional need to defend 
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or ojdain toy novels. Hie only exception, peiliaps, is the most recent ar- 
ticte I have vvritten, which is about a personal experience and forms the 
final chapter of this book. Hiis article was motivated less by a desire to 
ei^lain how I had researched my novel, The Man, than to set down on 
paper, more for mysdf than anyone ds^ my memory of several visits to 
President John F. Kennedy* s Office in the White House shortly be- 

fore his assassination. 

Looking bade now on twenty years of writing for marines as a llvdi- 
hood, I think I can fiiirly evaluate the pleasures I derived and the diffi- 
culties I endured in that {nofossion. I have already spoken of the most 
disagreeable aspect of my magazine career, the lack of opportunity to 
write as I pleased about subjects that pleased me. There were several 
other aspects of this field of writing that irritated me. There was the edi- 
torial attitude that the magazine article or short story must always be 
subservient to the advertisements. Of course, interesting stories were re- 
quired to attract a large reading public, which, in turn, would attract 
advertising accounts. But if an abundance of last-minute advertising was 
received for a certain issue, then the stories scheduled for that issue 
would be coldly re-edited and slashed, without r^rd for the adverse 
literary effect or story damage ffiis caused, to accommodate ffie profit pic- 
ture. The last article I wrote as a full-time magazine writer — an interview 
I had in Essen, Germany, with Alfried Krapp — ^was reduced from a thor- 
ough piece to a half-intelligible pygmy of reportage due to this sort of 
commercial emergency. When the article appeared, I winced with pain 
at what had been done and what readers whom I respected would think 
of such an incomplete, superficial story, never knowing that I had origi- 
nally written it quite differently. 

Another annoyance, infrequent but terrible when it did occur, was 
censorship. Sometimes I would submit an article that ran counter to the 
magazine’s editorial policy, or contained material that might be offensive 
to an important advertiser or to a prejudiced publisher or his wife. Then 
either the article would, be rejected without appeal, or the offending 
material cut out, no matter how inaccurate this made the story or how 
much it threw the story out of balance. One classic example of censorship 
occurred to me in the summer of 1949. With a firm assignment based on 
an idea I had suggested, I wrote a two-part article on the controversy 
surrounding tilie Nobel Prize awards made by Sweden and Norway. In 
one portion of this article, I attempted to evaluate the impartiality of 
the Nobel Prize judges from foctual voting records, and I concluded that 
the Nobel judges had unreasonably favored candidates of Scandinavian 
and German citizenship, but boycotted Russian writers and scientists, 
because Russia (under botii the monarchy and Communism) was Swe- 
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den’s historic enemy. I pointed out that Sweden had given the Russians 
only one and a half medicine prizes, no diemistry prizes, no physics 
prizes, and only one literary prize (to a White Russian, Ivan Bunin, liv> 
ing in exile— while Tolstoi was voted down nine times, and Chddiov 
and Gorki wore ignored) in the first forty-eight years of prize-giving. 
While the editors of Colliet^s accepted this as objective reporting, die 
passage came to the attention of a non-editorial executive of the firm, a 
man who saw Red at an early age and who had never recovered. He de- 
cided that the writer of this article was a Communist sympathizer (let 
alone a Czarist lover) and that the article, assigned or not, must be re- 
jected. Only after his staff prevailed upon his sense of fair play did he re- 
lent, permitting the two-part article to be accepted and published — on 
the condition that the factual section on the Swedish judges being anti- 
Russian be obliterated. It was unreasonable censorship, clear and simple, 
but I bowed to it in order to salvage the rest of my article and the income 
it would provide after months of work. Not until I entered the freer 
world of books was I able to tell the whole of the Nobel story, to inter- 
weave the omitted facts with a fictional plot, in my novel The Prize. But 
that was fourteen years later. 

Another form of censorship sometimes came from the subject about 
whom one wrote. I remember interviewing the late Raymond Chandler, 
the brilliant writer of hard-boiled mysteries and the creator of private 
detective Philip Marlowe, in 1946 . 1 enjoyed and admired him without 
reservation, and found him refreshingly candid in his opinions of him- 
self, his craft, his fellow authors. As I finished my story, about him, I 
was particularly pleased by the following passage: - 

“(handler’s favorite conversational topic is the mystery story and its 
practitioners. He spares neither himself nor his fellows. 

“S. S. Van Dine? ‘I can’t read him. Philo Vance is utterly detestable. 
He’s just a second-rate imitation of the stage Englishman.' Dorothy Say- 
ers? ‘I like her as a writer, but her mysteries are lousy.’ Agatha Christie? 
‘Her stories are phony, and worst of all, they cheat. Though The Murder 
of Roger Ackroyd was a good stunt' Ngaio Marsh? ‘I read her for a while, 
but now I find her tiresome.’ Freeman Wills Crofts? ‘A plodder.’ R. Aus- 
tin Freeman? ‘Strictly gaslight and hansom cab, but one of my old favor- 
ites.’ Rex Stout? ‘Enjoyed The League of Frightened Men, then got 
weary of his work. Always liked Archie, but Nero Wolfe’s eccentricities 
are beginning to bore me. Of course, it’s hard to maintain eccentricities 
through a long series of stories.’ Ellery Queen? ‘I don’t like him at all.’ 
A. Conan Doyle? ‘I never shared the great admiration everyone has for 
Sherlock Holmes.’ Erie Stanley Gardner? ‘I like the books he’s written 
under the name of- A. A. Fair, but his own Perry Mason stinks, and you 
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can quote me. Erie is touchy, and he probably won’t ever speak to me 
again after this.’ Dashidl Hammett? He probably influenced me. He’s 
tops, but I think he can be done better.’ j^ymond Chandler? ’His spe- 
cialty is insulting people. He’s a poor plotter, a bad constructionist, and 
he finds it easier to criticize than to create.’ ” 

While my article on Raymond Chandler was bdng readied for publi- 
cation, a New York columnist heard about this explosive passage and 
mentioned it in print. The next day. Chandler was on the telephone. He 
insisted that I kill that overly frank passage in my story at once. He ad- 
mitted that he had said what I had written, and had said it all for publica- 
tion, but now some of his fellow writers had been in touch with him and 
had convinced him that complete candor, in itself, was not a virtue. Re- 
luctantly, I agreed to this censorship, and was forced to present a less 
candid Raymond Chandler to the magazine public. 

One of the unhappiest aspects of magazine writing, a subtle but per- 
sistent dishonesty that was necessary for survival, was that of giving al- 
most every article a strong angle. 'The necessity of having an angle in ev- 
ery article still survives in the magazine field. But it was more widely in 
demand, although less harshly used, during the time when I wrote for 
magazines. It was not enough to think of a likely subject to write about, 
and then write about it as one truly found it (since this might invite 
waste, dullness, lack of instant audience appeal) . To secure an assign- 
ment, the writer had to find in advance something in a prospective sub- 
ject’s life that was unusual or bizarre — a "narrative hook,’’ an “attention 
grabber’’ — ^and ^homise to prove it true and to build the story around it, 
as well as use an ofhieat point of view or theme. Once the assignment was 
obtained, with this prefabricated angle pledged for delivery, the writer 
had to research and interview to prove the validity of the angle, to build 
it up, so that it could support all the remaining fects. If the writer then 
found that the angle really existed, and did have the importance he had 
claimed for it, he could use it in his prose creation and present it in full 
honesty. If the writer found that he had been misinformed about the 
troth or the importance of his angle, he could risk developing another 
angle (even though it did not conform to his assignment) and hope to 
get by with it, or as was more usually the case, he could weight the em- 
phasis on certain facts, at the sacrifice of all his findings, to shore up his 
original angle. Worst of all, the magazine writer gave himself little room 
in which to move about during his search for truth. He had already set- 
tled upon a troth, and wearing his angle blinders, he obsessively sought 
it at the sacrifice of the more important facts. This partnership in sin be- 
tween editor and writer usually did not produce a story that was outright 
dishonest, but rather one whose accuracy was distorted by reliance on 
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piedetennined opinion, by emphasis on what was desired rather than 
what existed. 

I was, in my magazine-writing career, as guilty as my peers and col- 
leagues of participating in this technique of angling. I offer no excuses, 
only apologies, and bring up one feet to mitigate my guilt. Like the ma- 
jority of my colleagues, I never stayed with an angle or used it in my 
writing, if I found it to be utterly felse. I angled my stories only when 
my researches proved the angles were true. But even though they were 
true, my angles, like those of my colleagues, were frequently distorted 
by editors suffering countless pressures of their own. 

This happened when I wrote an article for a leading magazine about 
the Basques, an unusual and mysterious race (‘They are neither Spanish 
nor French nor anything known. No one has any firm idea where they 
came from. Archeologists can find no clues scratched on stones or monu- 
ments; historians can locate no written records; philologists can find out 
little about their ancient guttural language — a frog in die throat of Eu- 
rope”) . This defiant people had an active underground in Spain, working 
out of France, batding to gain independence from Francisco Franco’s 
oppressive Fascism. My angle was that these Basques were Catholics, yet 
they had defied the Vatican when they joined left-wing groups in an ef- 
fort to overthrow Franco’s Catholic r^;ime. In Paris and San ^bastfen, I 
found proof that this angle was true. I wrote about it, and submitted 
what I wrote, along with my proof of the angle, to the editors who had 
assigned the story. 

'The editors accepted my angle and evidence, even liked it, but ap- 
peared to be worried about international Catholic reaction. After much 
soul-searching, the editors began to cut and condense the material per- 
taining to my angle. What remained, after the article had been pub- 
lished, was not a story devoted mainly to a unique people who were a 
part of Spain and who were 99 percent Catholic, yet fought Catholic 
Franco, but a story concerned largely with the oddity and strangeness of 
the Basques as a race. The primary point of my story. Catholics in revolt 
against a Catholic leader, had b^ reduced to a passing mention in 
three paragraphs. 

Actually, in fairness, I must add that the periodical had displayed con- 
siderable courage in publishing even that much. Still, commercial timid- 
ity had, by omission, sorely diminished the factual completeness of the 
Basque story. In this case, the sin, if sin it had been, was largely that of 
an editorial policy. But in permitting the bowdlerization, I suppose I was 
a minor partner to the vitiation of what had started out as balanced 
rqiorting. 

But I was to learn that sometimes our compromises come home to 
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roost We have sinned in even the smallest ways are occasionally 
made to realize the import of our tran^essions when we, in turn, are 
sinned against. Recently, by chance, such a tumahont hai^>ened to me. 
With passing years, my life had changed. As I had once written stories 
about other men, I found others now writing stories about me. I had 
created controversial novels. They were being read and discussed, in 
different editions and many languages, by millions of people. I was feir 
game for the new magazine writers and editors — ^and their angles. 

Late in 196^ my New York agent telq>honed me that a leading maga- 
zine was interested in researching and publishing a biographical article 
about me. Would I cooperate? I agreed to cooperate because the request 
to be so publicized as an important personage or a zoo animal was flatter- 
ing, and moreover might be valuable in acquainting many more people 
with my books. However, my agreement to receive the magazine’s writer, 
who was being flown from New York to Los Angeles, was tinged with 
apprehension. For the magazine in question, like so many similar ones,' 
was noted for creating stories that were sometimes based on inner edito- 
rial prejudices and half-substantiated rumors. Yet the same magazine 
had featured many excellent biographies of contemporary authors, and I 
decided that a publication so devoted to the popular novelist could not 
be all bad. It was my wife, more realistic than I, who first spoke the un- 
speakable. “What’s their angle?” she said. “They must have an angle.” 

The magazine’s young writer spent three days with me and my friends 
— a marathon of questions and answers — and after the first day, I could 
discern no angle. It was only after the second day, after he had begun to 
interview my friends, that the gleaming point of his angle became vis- 
ible. His angle, or the magazine’s angle, was to show an example of the 
new writing phenomenon, product of, catoer to, the new commercial 
age: an unliterary pasha feasting on exotic peacock tongues, caviar, 
diampagne, sunounded by unsheathed concubines, served by relays of 
uniformed attendants, occasionally consulting his indexed card file of 
best-seller formulas in order to dash off another book on his cash register. 
Yet, ffie visiting writer confessed to me, neither I nor my mode of living 
fitted his publication’s preconceived notions, derived from the contents 
of several of my novels and the publicity about my income in their files. 
The young writer faced the magazine writers’ classic dilemma. What to 
do? l^op the story? Stick to the original angle and write the lie? Strike a 
compromise between feet and wish? 

I was in France when I received a copy of the magazine that contained 
the article about me. My friends regarded the article as generally favor- 
able, even afifeetionate in tone. Despite this, the hard angle was obvious: 
A group of authors existed, of which I was one, who had found the 



MEET THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN 


means of making a fortune from novels by writing them aftor a commer* 
dal formula. While this made an eye-catching angle for the story, it was 
(and the magazine knew it was from what I had told them) the sheerest 
nonsense. 

If successful novelists had a formula, they would not have failures, and 
I know of no novelist who has not had a ^lure at one time or another. 
If successful novelists had only the acquisition of money for their goal, if 
they were motivated by royalties instead of a need for honest self- 
expression, they would find it expedient to give less time, less care, less 
inner agony to a single work, and in that way be able to produce three 
novels in foe period that it ordinarily takes them to suffer over one. 
Thus, if lucky, they would enjoy two or three times foe amount of in- 
come they obtained from a single carefully created book. Yet I know of 
no instance where an author has been influenced by this economic theo- 
rem. 

In short, the angle, based on preconceived opinion, manufactured to 
titillate its readers, was fanciful, with absolutely no basis in fact. As a 
result, when my next novel appeared, about one-third of foe critics, in- 
fluenced by the angle in foe magazine biography of me, incorporated 
discussions of a so<alled best-seller “formula” in their reviews. While 
not all of this minority of critics were gullible enough to be taken in by 
the angle, foe fact that they had even repeated it in print did have the 
effect of putting off some serious readers. 

Neither a largely favorable press, nor foe enormous circulation that 
this novel of mine finally achieved in foe United States and abroad, 
could fully undo the temporary harm committed by a popular periodi- 
cal’s angle. As a magazine writer, I had always been uncomfortable with 
the demands of my employers for an angle. As a novelist, my resentment 
of it has been acutely intensified. 

This persistent necessity for using an angle, then, as well as the lack of 
respect for and censorship of a writer’s words that came from both mag- 
azine publishers and story subjects, and above all, the almost constant 
lack of freedom to write as one wished, were reasons why I left the mag- 
azine field, and I have never regretted my decision, even for a day. 

Still, it would be unfair, even dishonest, of me to say that I did not 
derive considerable pleasure and excitement from my two decades in the 
magazine field. Between 1931 and 1953 , 1 published around five hundred 
articles and short stories, perhaps one piece of fiction for every nine 
pieces of nonfiction. I suppose I also wrote an equal number of articles 
and short stories that remained unpublished, although some of them 
represented my better Sunday writing. As a youngster, before 19^, I 
would write for whoever would publish me: Horse and Jockey Maga~ 
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zine, American Farm Youth Magazine, Catholic Digest, Current Psy- 
chology and Psychoanalysis, For Men Only, Ken, Modem Mechanics, 
TkrUUng Sports, Modem Screen. Later, my markets, while still as di- 
verse, improved in prestige and circulation: The Saturday Evening Post, 
American Mercury, Esqtme, Uberty Magazine, Collier’s, Coronet, The 
Rotarian, Saturday Reriew of Literature, American Legjion Magazine, 
Cosmopolitan, Literary Cavalcade, Pageant, Reader’s Digest, This Week, 
True. 

In quest of stories for those publications and others, I travded widely, 
collect adventures, knowledge, renowned and bizarre personalities, 
knew hours and days of thrills and experiences that would probably have 
been impossible to acquire in other fields of endeavor. I remember inter- 
viewing Huey Long while he, clad in silk pajamas in a New Orleans 
hotel suite, told me that his forebears had been blessed with great lon- 
gevity, and that he expected to live until ninety-nine (this, a year be- 
fore his assassination). I remember spending two grueling days climbing 
17,000-foot Mount Ixtaccihuatl, outside Mexico City. I remember accom- 
panying an expedition into the heat of the Honduran jungles to discover 
a freak of nature called the Fountain of Blood, and being received by 
the President of El Salvador for performing this feat. 

I remember, the year before Pearl Harbor, seaetly interviewing an 
American in Nanking, China, an authority on Japan's vicious pmlicy of 
drugging the population of occupied China with heroin and opium, and 
being interrogated by the Japanese Dangerous 'Thought police for my 
curiosity. I remember, also months before Pearl Harbor, a long meeting 
with Yosuke Matsuoka, the Foreign Minister of Japan who had signed 
the Axis Pact with Hitler, and his outburst which warned me that Japan 
was prepared to go to war with the United States — and the reactions of 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt, Secretary of the Navy Frank Knox, 
and United States Army G-z (waiting for me when I returned to San 
Francisco). 

I remember Alexander Kerensky, and our conversation in a Los An- 
geles hotel room, and his bitterness about his failure to thwart Lenin and 
Bolshevism in revolutionary Russia. I remember Leni Reifenstahl, who 
was amiable enough to lift her skirt to her navel to display a surgical scar, 
and who became angry only when I suggested that she had been Hitler' s 
mistress. I remember an afternoon with W. C. Fields at his home, and 
his showing me framed caricatures of celebrities he hated, several of 
them pornographic, each covered with chaste little curtains, and one be- 
ing of Eleanor Roosevelt, and the comedian then passing out in mid- 
sentence from excessive drinking. 

I remember tiie pugilist. Kid McCoy, a few weeks before he killed 
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himsdf, tdling me how he had put die tenn "the real McCoy^ into 
the language. I lemember Diego Rivera, xesentful and brusque because 
I had intermpted his painting of a nude in his studio, later coming in the 
rain, sweet and coqierative^ to submit to an interview in Mexico Git/s 
Rite Hotel. I remember a hushed confdence with diree members of the 
anti-Franco underground in a shaded restaurant in a suburb of Madrid, 
and the Resistance lookouts on the watdi for headli^ts of the Falangist 
police cars. I remember Pablo Picasso’s guided tour through his atdc 
studio at 7 Rue des Grands-Augustins in Paris, as he ("looking like a 
prosperous Italian shoemaker wearing a beret," my notes remind me) 
explained his work in progress in an undertone, his eyes brimming b& 
cause of the death of the wife of a friend in Switzerland that morning. I 
remember a Nobel judge in Stockholm, a special room inside Buddng- 
ham Palace in London, a croupier in the basement of the Gasino in 
Monte Garlo, a monsignor in the editorial offices of UOsservatore Ro- 
mano in the Vatican, a legendary madam in a Montmartre bistro in 
Paris. 

All of this is but a small portion of what I remember as the best of my 
two decades of magazine writing. And many of the other persons, and 
places, and institutions that I have not mentioned, but were a part of my 
magazine years, I have included in full detail in the pages of this book. 

In this collection are those factual stories which I decided were the 
most interesting and durable of my Sunday Gentleman narratives. There 
are twenty of these stories in all. Of these, nine were previously pub- 
lished, but in abridged form. Here, they appear re-edited and in their full 
original length. The remaining eleven stories, which I have also re- 
edited, have not previously appeared in print. Of these, three were sold 
to magazines, but for one reason or another were never published in 
America. 

To each of these chapters I have added an afterword or postscript 
which I call What Has Happened Since, and these vary in length from 
750 words to 7,500 words. For when I began to reread these magazine 
articles, I became intensely curious to know what had happened to my 
subjects with the passage of years since I first wrote about them a decade 
or two ago. What had happened to die two old ladies who, in their 
youth, had managed the most spectacular house of ill fame in American 
history? What had happened to the young man who had undergone a 
prefrontal lobotomy? vhiat had happened to the great sleuth who lived 
in Lyons? What had happened to toe Nobel judge who worshiped Hit- 
ler? What had happened to toe head of toe geisha union? What had 
happened to the greatest art forger in modem tones? to my fovorite 
train, the Orient Express? to my favorite advertising column in The 
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Times of London? And so from 1963 to 1965, 1 traced and tracked down 
liie subjects of my articles, to find out how they had fared from the time 
I had originally written about them until to^y. This proved to be a 
fascinating detective job in itsdf. My findings, described in twenty post- 
scripts, add up to approzimatdy 40,000 words written to complete this 
book. 

For die mos^ these stories are a miscdlany of my personal adventures 
with, and topical soundings of, unusual people and places that aroused 
my curiosity in recent years. Since subjective writing is little desired in 
the artides that popular magazines publish, many of die short pieces in 
this book are factual and objective in style. These stories are interviews, 
reports, impressions, made at home and abroad, on subjects that in- 
trigued me at the time and interest me shll. Why did I select these 
subjects at die time I did? I do not know, exacdy. Perhaps my choices 
were always based on instinct. Or perhaps I never quite forgot what die 
editor of a great weddy magazine once told me. I had asked him, in the 
office of my literary agent in New York, to tell me what measuring stick 
might be used to determine whedia a subject might qualify for his au- 
gust periodical. He replied: “We are interested in anj^ng that is die 
biggest, die best, or the first.” I inquired, “Or the most unusual?” To 
whidi he replied, ‘Tes, or the most unusual.” 

While I did apply these criteria to most of my workaday articles, I did 
not apply them stricdy to the Sunday ones in ftis book, unless I did so 
unconsciously. I wrote these stories because the subjects fascinated me 
and because it was fun to write about diem, and now it is my hope that 
they will give the reader equal pleasure. 

Here, then, two decades of Sundays, when one uncertain man walked 
“accoutred in the fashion of the times, with a flowing wig, lace ruffles, 
and a sword by his side,” from daybreak to dusk, so briefly his own man, 
so briefly speaking of what he pleased and what pleased him. 
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TWO NICE OLD LADIES 


I N LATE February of 1902, when Prince Henry of Prussia arrived in 
New York City to accept the yacht built for his brother, Kaiser Wil- 
helm II, then ruler of Germany, he was asked by members of the press 
what sight in America he would most like to visit. Bored reporters waited 
for the expected official reply: the White House, Niagara Falls, or the 
Grand Canyon. Instead, Prince Henry answered, “The sight in America 
I would rriost like to visit? I would like to visit the Everleigh Club in 
Chicago.” 

The members of the press were stunned with disbelief, and then alive 
with delight. And thereafter, they took the prince to their bosoms. For 
as they knew, and the more sophisticated male population of the United 
States (and apparently Europe) knew, the Everleigh Club was neither 
an attraction ordinarily discuss^ openly nor was it a men’s club in the 
ordinary sense. It was, as one periodical kindly pointed out, a club that 
“no one ever joined ... or resigned from” but it was “a Chicago 
‘mustn’t’: a house of ill — but very great — fame.” 

After presenting the United States government with a statue of Fred- 
erick the Great, Prince Henry of Prussia received his gift from flie 
United States government in return. He was escorted to Chicago, and 
there, after depositing a wreath on the Lincoln monument, taking a 
guided tour of the Loop, and sufiFering a reception at the Germania 
Club, he was granted his one wish. At midnight, March 3, 1902, Prince 
Henry of Prussia was the guest of honor at a great party — ^the local news- 
papers called it an “orgy” — given by two Southern sisters, who were the 
madams of the Everlei^ Club, and their retinue of thirty beautiful and 
uninhibited hostesses. 
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It was a long and raucous nig^t Ten dancing girk, attired in fawn 
skins, wildly striking cymbals, amused the Prince while he solemnly dis- 
cussed Schiller with Aida and Minna Eveileigh, the proprieton of the 
internationally renowned resort. Later in the proceedings, during a mo- 
ment of high hilarity, the Prince toasted the Kaiser (and the Everleighs) 
by drinking champagne from a girl’s silver slipper, thereby popularizing a 
custom that would know its full flowering in the 1920’s. For the Prince, 
the occasion had been extraordinary and memorable. For the Everleigh 
sisters, the royal visit had been enjoyable — and routine. 

During the nearly dozen years in which it flourished, the Everlei^ 
Club rarely went a week without the appearance of some celebrity, 
either American or international. In the two years before Prince Henry’s 
visit, and for almost a decade after, femous foreigners from every nation, 
after making their official rounds of the stockyards, lakefront, and mu- 
nicipal monuments, climaxed their sightseeing with an evening in the 
Everleigh Qub. 

The club’s popularity was well deserved, because few bordellos had 
ever existed, or existed then, that could compete with its opulence and 
lavish hospitality. In the time of its greatness, the Everleigh Club en- 
joyed constant comparison with other competing maisons de joie in 
America and abroad, but almost always to its own advantage. Typical 
among domestic competitors was The Castle in St. Louis, a three-story 
brick house managed by the plump and affable Negress, Babe Connors, 
whose teeth were inlaid with diamonds. In this sporting house, Paderew- 
ski once accompanied the entertainers’ bawdy songs on the piano, and in 
its rooms a Republican national platform was once written, and from 
within its walls “Ta-Ra-Ra-Boom-Der-£” swept on to plebeian accept- 
ance. Here, the young girls, octoroons, “girls in long skirts, but without 
underclothing, would dance on a huge mirror.” Typical among the Ever- 
leighs’ foreign competitors was the House of All Nations in Budapest, a 
$100, (X)0 house of ill fame on Andrassy Street, where a reception parlor 
featured “portraits of the women, nude, from which you made your 
choice. You then touched an electric bell-push under the photograph 
and it was covered, so that the next visitor would know the lady was 
engaged.” 

Yet, despite such unique and imaginative competition, the Everleigh 
Club of Chicago, from its rise in 1900 to its fall in 1910, was the most 
renowned and unusual brothel in the world, overshadowing all similarly 
exotic establishments before — ^and since — from Paris to Shanghai. 

The founders of the club— “the most famous madams in American 
history,” Polly Adler called them — ^were two daughters of a successful 
Kentucky attorney: Aida (although the press often referred to her as 
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Ada) Evcddgh, born in February, 1876, and Minna Everleigh, bom in 
July, 1878. As adolescents, the sisters were enrolled in a Southern finish- 
ing school, where both excdled in docution and playacting. 

Because of their respect and affection for each other, the sisters were 
almost as close as Siamese twins. "Sibling rivalry” was not yet a part of 
the common language. And so when Minna, at the age of nineteen, fell 
in love with a Southern gentleman and was married to him in an expen- 
sive ceremony, it was not surprising that Aida, aged twenty-one^ manied 
the Southern gentleman’s brother shortly afterward. Minna’s marriage 
was of brief duration. "Her husband was a brate — suspidous and jeal- 
ous,” observed a friend. A few weeks after the honeymoon, Minna left her 
husband and her old Kentucky home and fled to Washington, D.C. It 
was only natural that within a week, for the same reasons, Aida left her 
husband to join her sister. 

Since the Everleigh sisters had inclinations toward theatrical careers, 
and were attractive, they auditioned for several stock companies going 
on the road, and were accepted by one such company. At the time, the 
younger of the sisters, Minna, was the more aggressive of the pair. She 
was a blue-eyed redhead, slender, lively, and ambitious, with a keen busi- 
ness mind and a love of reading. Aida was a quiet and trim blonde, and 
she worshiped her younger sister. 

For several months the sisters were on the road as actresses, touring 
the country from New York to Texas. Disenchanted by the exhausting 
and uncomfortable life of the road-show player, discouraged by die lack 
of chances for advancement, they began to look about for a more stable 
and ladylike means of existence. Then a series of events occurred that 
would soon cast them in new roles. 

En route to appearances at the Trans-Mississippi International Expo- 
sition in Omaha, they learned that their father had died and had left 
them an inheritance of $35,003. While wondering if they could become 
independent by investing this money in some lucrative field, they over- 
heard an actress friend one day drop a remark that gave them the idea 
for a business. The actress had complained that her parents considered 
the stage no better dian “a den of iniquity” and the career of actress no 
better than that of prostitute or madam. Although the Everleigh sisters 
joked about it at first, they sewn began to discuss more seriously the 
possibility of investing their inheritance in a career which, if it was con- 
sidered no more respectable than acting, nevertheless might be far more 
profitable. 

However, before investigating this new business, they decided to meet 
more people and learn what else was possible. In Omaha, they quit their 
theatrical troupe and determined to become a part of the city’s commu- 
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nity life. Using family connections, tiliey got Aemsdves minted to din* 
nets and soii^ in some of Omaha’s better homes. But their beauty and 
gaiety were not appreciated by their married hostesses. Soon th^ found 
thonoselves ostracized by the upper-class wives, and Minna b^n to 
speak darkly of avenging herself on diese wives by establishing a home 
that their traduceis’ husbands would be only too glad to visit. 

But it was not alone a desire to even the score with a handful of 
snobbish wives that turned the Everleigh gi^b to prostitution. According 
to one who was to become their closest friend and confidant, Charles 
Washburn, a pohce reporter on the Chicago Tribune in that period, 
what turned the Everleighs to their real career was their deq> bitterness 
toward males in general. “It is .loubtful if Minna and Ada Everleigh ever 
forgave the brutal treatment they had received from their husbands,” 
wrote Washburn in an early biography of the sisters; “theirs was a stored- 
up bitterness toward all males from which they could not escape. Even 
though they refused to admit it, riieir every action indicated a score to be 
settled. The way they studied men, their insight into the whims of men 
and their determination to make men pawns in their parlor were the 
antics of the spider and the fly.” 

In Omaha, Minna Everleigh made a hasty but shrewd study of the 
attractions available to male customers attending the mammoth two- 
million-dollar Trans-Mississippi Exposition, and she found these attrac- 
tions limited indeed. She determined to improve upon the amusements 
available. She bargained for, and purchased, a brothel that was doing 
poorly but was situated near the exposition grounds. With what remained 
of their inheritance, she enhanced the run-down house of prostitution by 
adding new interior decorations, the best of foods and wines, and the 
most attractive and talented of females, many of the latter recraited from 
among road-show actresses she had met. Then she and Aida threw open 
their doors. 

The big spenders, attending the exposition in droves, quickly found 
their way to the Everleigh boudoirs. By the time that the exposition 
ended, Minna and Aida had increased their capital worth from $35,000 
to $75,000, a considerable sum for two young girls at any time, but a 
fortune at the turn of the century. 

With the closing of the exposition, the Everleighs realized that they 
had lost their more affluent clientele. Big money men, among the natives 
of Omaha, were too few. The Everleighs looked elsewhere for a site 
worthy of their knowledge and gifts. Studying their atlases and their 
private notes, they could find no community not already serviced by a 
house offering what they had to offer. At last, they returned to Washing- 
ton, D.C., and there they sought the advice of Qeo Maitland, the most 
prosperous madam in the capital city. Without hesitation, Madam Mait- 
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hnd advised tibe ycmng Everleig^ to do their prospecting in Chicago. 
The metropoUs—Herh^ Ashuty's "gem of the prairie”— had a safe and 
sc^isticated red-l^ht district^ of considerable dimensions, in a hedonis- 
tic political district, the First Ward, known as the Levee. For courageous 
investors, the growdi possibilities were limitless. And above all, added 
Madam Maitland, tone just happened to be a house she had heard of 
that could be had for a song. 

The house available in Chicago was really two adjoining three-story 
stone mansions, with fifty rooms, and a broad flight of steps from the 
street. It was located at 2131 SouA Dearborn Street. It had been built in 
1890 at a cost of $125,000 by one Lizzie Allen, madam, as a supplemen- 
tary sideshow for visitors in search of culture at the Chicago World's 
Columbian Exposition of 1893. After die foir, and shortly before her 
death, Lizzie Allen, nudam, had leased the house and sold its furnish- 
ings and inmates to Effie Hankins, madam. Now, Effie Hankins, full of 
years and wealth, was ready for retirement. She was also ready to deal 
with die Everlei^. She of^ed the huge seraglio at her bottom price— 
$55,000 for the furnishings, the girk on die premises, the good will, and 
a long-term lease at a rental of $500 a month. 

On February 1, 1900, the Everleigh Club of Chicago had its grand 
opening— and on that day, for connoisseurs of joy and students of earthy 
Americana, its legend began. It was also the debut of Minna and Aida 
under the name of Everleigh. Their family name had been common- 
place. Now, on the eve of history, they sought something uplifting and 
appropriate. One of their belov^ grandmothers had always ended her 
letters to them, "Everly yours.” So Everly it was, spelled Everleigh. 

For its grand opening, die house had undergone a drastic transforma- 
tion. EfiEe Hankins’ white servants had been replaced by colored help, 
and Madam Hankins’ hmtesses (uncouth and used wendies in abbrevi- 
ated costumes) had been replaced by Aida’s hostesses (“comely and 
skilled ... no amateurs . . . the choicest talent in the country” 
garbed in cosdy evening gowns). The kitchen was of the best, the wines 
were imported, the dishes and hospitality Soudiem, and the furnishings 
and decorations were unmatched by any similar brothel on the face of 
the earth. 

To help make the opening night a festive one, a Washington senator 
sent flowers. The Midwest’s leading wine companies and packers sup- 
plied gifts of their best food and drink. The first customers were million- 
aire Texas cattlemen whose party spent $300 in a few hours. Despite 
breezing weather, the Everleigh sisters grossed $1,000 on that historic 
initkl evening. For fle^ling madams, aged twenty-two and twenty-four, 
it was an auspicious beginning. 

During the nearly dozen years of its heyday, following its opening 
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night, the Everleigh Club achieved a worldwide reputation largely be- 
cause of the brilliance and good taste of its proprietors, the extraordinary 
abilities of its prostitutes, the distinction of its service and the splendor 
of its interior. 

To each male seeker of escape tibrough fleshly indulgence, this was no 
mean house of ill fame. Once inside its doors, the customer was quickly 
divested of any reservations he might have held of crass commercialism. 
This was at once a men’s club and a great lady's home that offered cul- 
ture, beauty, domestic warmth, gracious living — and expert sex encased 
in the thinnest chrysalis of exotic romance. 

From the moment of a customer’s entry into the Everleigh Club, 
every effort was made to seduce his senses. The fifty rooms, in buildings 
rising three stories high, were decorated by Minna Everleigh to represent 
a Midwestern Mohammedan paradise, captivating a client’s eyes, ears, 
palate, and emotions. The rooms, decorations, niceties were not ex- 
pected to satiate every facet of every man’s taste. There was simply 
something available for every man, no matter what his peculiarities or 
needs. 

On the main floor, there were twelve spacious soundproof reception 
parlors, and these were the Gold Room, the Silver Room, the Copper 
Room, the Moorish Room, the Green Room, the Rose Room, the Red 
Room, the Blue Room, the Egyptian Room, the Chinese Room, the 
Japanese Room, the Oriental Room. The Gold Room featured gilt fur- 
niture, gold-trimmed fishbowls, eighteen-karat cuspidors that had cost 
$650 each, golden hangings, and a $15,000 gold piano. The Copper 
Room was paneled in copper and brass; the Moorish Room had thick 
and priceless Oriental carpets and incense burners; the Blue Room had 
blue divans with leather pillows on which were sewn prints of Gibson 
Girls, and there were college pennants hung on the walls. 

TTien, still on the first floor, there was an art gallery with a reproduc- 
tion of Bernini’s ApoUo and Daphne, a library with shelves holding one 
thousand books (mainly classics of biography, history, poetry, and fic- 
tion, all to Minna’s taste), a vast dining room with silver dinner service, 
and a great Turkish ballroom with a towering water-spouting fountain 
centered on a parquetry floor whose woods formed mosaic patterns. 

To reach the boudoirs of love upstairs, guests were led through pot- 
ted palms and Grecian statuary, and up one of the two thickly carpeted 
mahogany staircases. In any one of the thirty boudoirs, the customer 
and the beautiful girl of his choice could enjoy quiet privacy and incred- 
ible luxury. 'The basic boudoir was furnished with a marble-inlaid brass 
bed, a mirrored ceiling, a shower or a gold bathtub, freshly cut roses in 
vases, imported oil paintings, concealed push buttons that rang bells for 

38 



TWO NICE OLD LADIES 

diampagne. Yet each bedroom had its individuality. One had an auto- 
matic perfume spray over the bed. Another had a silver-white spotlight 
directed upon the divan. A third had a genuine Turldsh mattress on the 
floor, covered by a white cashmere blanket. And on special occasions, 
Minna Everleigh, who was partial to butterfly pins on her gowns, loosed 
live butterflies to flutter disconcertingly about the boudoirs and parlors 
below. 

After his first inspection of the opulent palace. Jack Lait, who was to 
become editor of the New York Mirror, exclaimed passionately (if sacri- 
legiously) to reporter friends, “Minna and Aida Everleigh are to pleasure 
what Christ was to Christianity!” 

A visitor at the Everleigh Club was never rushed from the entrance to 
a bedroom on the second floor. He was given the illusion — at least until 
he received his bill — of being the guest of honor at a dinner in a wealthy 
home. Edgar Lee Masters, author of Spoon River Anthology, recalled in 
1944, six years before his death, what it had been like to call upon the 
Everleighs. Masters, who was in his early thirties when the club was at its 
peak, described a visit to the brothel. He noted that, of the two sisters, 
Minna was “somehow the larger personality, the more impressive fig- 
ure.” Often, he said, “she came to the door when the bell rang. Her walk 
was a sort of caterpillar bend and hump, pause and catch up. She was 
remarkably thin. Her hair was dark and frizzled, her face thin and re- 
fined. ‘How is my boy?’ was her cordial salutation.” 

Minna's boy was soon fine. He had been given to understand that he 
was expected to spend no less than fifty dollars during the evening. In 
the Turkish ballroom, near the splashing fountain, or in one of the col- 
orful parlors, he would order a bottle of French wine for twelve dollars 
(later, if he wished another bottle sent to a boudoir upstairs, the cost 
would rise to fifteen dollars). After exchanging pleasantries with friends 
he recognized, he would listen to one of the three four-piece orchestras 
playing, most often, “Stay in Your Own Back Yard” or the miserable 
tune composed by the alderman of the First Ward and one of the two 
dominant political figures of the Levee, John Coughlin (endearingly 
known as “Bathhouse John”). This song was “Dear Midnight of Love.” 
The customer was waited upon, hand and foot, by colored valets and 
maids, and flirtatiously but decorously engaged by one of the club’s 
thirty attractive girls. 

If he came to the club for dinner, as well as for more desired pleasures, 
the guest was next escorted into the dining hall. There, on damask linen, 
with music still echoing in his ears, he would partake of pheasant or roast 
turkey or guinea fowl, served with more wine. Dinner, without wine or 
feminine companionship, was fifty dollars minimum. If he had brought 
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along business assodates and engaged hostesses for tiiem, his dinner 
party might cost him fifteen hundred dollars. 

Finally, at a much later hour, all appetities sated save one, the male 
guest would make his choice from those girls who were still avaiilable. 
The price for the enjoyment of the girl and her boudoir was fifty dollars, 
to which he was expected to add a generous tip. The girl gave half of the 
fee to the madams, and retained the other half. There was rardy, if ever, 
according to the documents availably any complaint from the paying 
customers. 

Evidently, satisfaction was constant because the thirty Everleigh girls 
were satisfying in every way. In his 1936 biography of the sisters. Come 
mfo My Parlor, the Everleighs' old hiend, Charles Washburn, quoted 
Aida on her method of recruiting the club’s girls. 

“I talk with each applicant myself,” said Aida. "She must have 
worked somewhere else l^fore coming here. We do not like amateurs. 
Inexperienced girls and young widows are too prone to accept offers of 
maniage and leave. We always have a waiting list. 

"To get in a girl must have a pretty face and figure, must be in perfect 
health, must look well in evening clothes. If she is addicted to drugs, or 
to drink, we do not want her. There is no problem in keeping the club 
filled.” 

Actually, the Evaleighs left little to chance. To possess beauty, good 
health, experience at lovemaking, was not enou^ to become an Ever- 
leigh prostitute. Weekly, the Everleigh sisters gave their girls instruc- 
tions in nukeup, dress. Southern manners, and required that they read 
books drawn from the club’s library. 

According to Charles Washburn, it was Mirma who delivered foe 
standard good-conduct lecture to new female arrivals. 

"Be polite, patient and forget what you are here for,” Minna would 
explain. “Gentlemen are only gentlemen when properly introduced. We 
shall see that each girl is properly presented to each guest. No lining up 
for selection as in ofoer houses. . . . Remember that foe Everleigh 
Club has no time for foe rough element, foe derk on a holiday or a man 
without a check-book. 

“It’s going to be difficult, at first, I know. It means, briefly, that your 
language will have to be lady-like and that you will forgo foe entreaties 
you have used in foe past. You have foe whole night before you and one 
$50 client is more desirable than five $10 ones. Less wear and tear. You 
will thank me for this advice in later years. Your youth and beauty are 
all you have. Preserve it. Stay respectable by all means. . . . Well sup- 
ply foe clients; you amuse them in a way they’ve never been amused 
before. Give, but give interestingly and with mystery. I want you girls 
to be proud that you are in the Everleigh Club.” 
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The ghls fdt like ladies, and (hey were proud— and so were the cus- 
tamm uho had an opportunity to be with them. As a result, their cus- 
tmneis came horn the highest edidon of every profession and business. 
Understandably, some of the most edebrated customers— “a certain 
mous actor, a certain fomous dramatic critic and a certain hunous novel- 
ist,” as w^ as a renowned aviator of the period— did not wish their 
names made public, and they never were. But many others were as de- 
lighted to speak of their adventures in the Everleigh Club as they were 
to reminisce ova: their best days at Harvard or Yale. 

Edgar Lee Mastas remembered one highly regarded Chicago attorney 
who spent his annual two-week vacation in toe club. “Colonel MacDuff, 
a mighty Chicago lawyer, used to stay for days in the Club. Grown 
weary, to the point of madness, of trying cases, he would go to see 
Minna and her girls. Handing Minna $500 or so, he would retire where 
he could drink wine and eat fried chicken, and discuss toe perplexities of 
life wito Maxine or Gertrude or Virginia.” 

There were numaous other front-page figures who occasionally visited 
or were habitu^ of toe Everleigh Club. Among these wae celebrities of 
the literary world such as Ring Lardner, George Ade, and Percy Ham- 
mond; celebrities of the sporting world such as James ]. Corbett and 
Stanley Ketchd; celebrities of the toeater such as John Barrymore; 
celebrities of the gambling world such as “Bet a Million” Gates; celebri- 
ties of the circus such as The Great Fearlesso. 

The club was a haunt for millionaires. In 1905, toe thirty-seven-year- 
old Marshall Field, Jr., was found alone in his Prairie Avenue mansion, 
dead from a shot in the abdomen. Headlines, based on rumors, shouted 
that he had been murdaed in the Everleigh Club and then removed to 
his own quarters, although Minna vehemently denied that he had ever 
visited her house and police officials stated that the ffital shot was self- 
inflicted and accidental. 

The club’s clientele tanged from gangsters to government officials. Pat 
Crowe, a bank robber who also kidnaped young Cudahy, was often a 
guest. Once, toe members of an august Congressional committee arrived 
in Chicago from Washington, D.C., bent on investigating something or 
other of national interest, and after their daytime researches, the con- 
gressmen did all of toeir nighttime homework inside the club. 

For toe Everleigh sisters, it was a profitable and gay life, but it was not 
an easy one. Persistently, they were troubled by rival bordello owners, 
criminals, and reformers. In 1910, Nathaniel Moore, son of toe Rock 
Island Railway magnate, was killed in anotha brothel through the use of 
knockout drops, and then he was robbed, and an effort was made to 
plant his corpse in the Everleigh furnace. But toe Evaleighs, forewarned 
of the plot by some admiren, prevented the act in the nick of time. 
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Onc^ the proprietors were held up by a dope addict whp had entered 
the club, and only quick thinking by Aida saved their jevi^. On another 
occasion, a guest in flannel underwear tumbled down the stairs to shout 
that the house was on fire. When the Chicago Tribum learned of this 
blaze, the night editor desperately tried to locate reporters to cover the 
story. The editor discovered that his three top reporters were already 
occupi^ in the dub at that very moment. 

But reformers created the greatest problem for the sisters. Some were 
harmless. Once, Lucy Page Gaston, head of The Anti-Cigarette League, 
burst into the club and cried out to Minna, “You alone can stop yoiu 
girls from going straight to the devil!" Cooperativdy, Minna inquired, 
“How, Miss Gaston?" And Miss Gaston shouted, “Make them stop 
smoking cigarettes!" 

Other reformers were more dangerous. Gipsy Smith, the London evan- 
gelist, invaded Chicago, gathering crowds, and entreating them with fer- 
vor, “A man who visits the red-light district has no right to associate 
with decent people in daylight!" To acquaint Chicago’s young men widi 
the evil that was rampant in their city. Smith led a march of twenty 
thousand persons into the Levee for a glimpse of hell. After the march 
ended, at least a fourth of the males, who had never been in the Levee 
before, stayed behind, and the greatest number made their debuts in sin 
at the Everleigh Club tiiat same evening. “We are glad for the busi- 
ness," Minna told the press, “but I am sorry to see so many nice young 
men coming down here for the first time." 

In order to survive the attacks of their enemies, the Everleigh sisters 
openly bought police and political protection. Minna once told the po- 
lice that in twelve years, the houses of prostitution in the First Ward 
had paid $15 million in graft. Of this sum, the Everleigh sisters had paid 
$i20,ocx}, plus special assessments needed to buy off state legislators in 
Springfield and encourage them to vote against bills unfavorable to 
brothds. Most of this money had gone to two colorful aldermen on the 
City Council, John Coughlin and Michael “Hinky Dink” Kenna, who 
were the political powers of the First Ward. The aldermen, in turn, had 
bribed the city police force and the legislators. 

Despite this continuing drain on their resources, the Everleigh sisters 
made an annual profit (in a day when the income tax was negligible) of 
$120,000. While they dwelt amidst luxury, it was a business-required 
luxury arranged primarily for their guests. As for themselves, they were 
careful with their money, and invested it wisely. Before their middle 
years, if their business had continued as usual, they could have expected 
to be millionaires several times over. 

But business did not continue as usual. There was a new mood in the 
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land, a mood of growing community pride, and this infected the citizens 
of Chicago deeply. Churches of all denominations united to exert pres- 
sure, and the Chicago City Council was forced into establishing a Vice 
Commission and into allocating the sum of $^,ooo to pay the investi- 
gators on this commission. In 1910, the commission issued its 399-page 
report. In Chicago, alone, said the report, there were 1,020 brothels oc- 
cupied by .4/X)o prostitutes, and managed by 1,880 madams, and among 
the foremost of the madams were Minna and Aida Everleigh. The com- 
mission unequivocally damned this trafBc in flesh, stating, ''Is it any 
wonder that a tempted girl, a girl who receives only six dollars a week 
working with her hands, sells her body for twenty-five dollars per wedc 
when she learns there is a demand for it and men are willing to pay the 
price?” 

Little was done about this report until a new election placed in office 
as mayor the reform-minded Carter Harrison. At first he moved slowly, 
issuing a general ukase that ordered “disreputable women” moved from 
their places of activity and “disorderly fiats” closed. He was still reluctant 
to shut down one of the city’s most favored attractions. But then, one 
day. Mayor Hanison was shown an illustrated brochure that the Ever- 
leighs had published. With disbelief, he read: 

“While not an extremely imposing edifice without, it is a most sump- 
tuous place within. 2131 Dearborn Street, Chicago, has long been famed 
for its luxurious furnishings, famous paintings, statuary, and its elaborate 
and artistic decorations. . . . Steam heat throughout, with electric fans 
in summer: one never feels the winter’s chill or summer’s heat in this 
luxurious resort. Fortunate indeed, with all the comforts of life sur- 
rounding them, are the members of the Everleigh Club.” 

The blatancy of this advertising, a blot on his fair city and his regime, 
infuriated and finally prodded Mayor Hanison into action. He sum- 
moned his police chief and aldermen, and they came on the run. He 
demanded that the Everleigh Club be closed at once. He would listen to 
no reason, no entreaties. The Everleigh Club must vanish from the Chi- 
cago landscape and the sisters must be banished forever. 

'There could be no reprieve from this executive order. On October 24, 
1910, Minna and Aida wae informed that the end had come. Their 
protectors could no longer protect them . . . although possibly, just 
possibly, a $20,000 assessment, wisely distributed, might stay the closing 
order, at least temporarily. Minna would not have it. If it was over, she 
was ready to quit. She and Aida took the bad news philosophically. Their 
thirty girls dissolved in tears. And so the front door was locked to “mem- 
bers,” the shutters fastened, the furniture draped, the servants dismissed, 
and the girls packed off to lesser houses in more hospitable communities. 
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Minna and Aida decided to go to Europe, mainly to visit Rome; and 
relax and absorb culture and see if the bluenoses of ChicagD ivould 
meanwhile change their minds. After six mondis Aey returned, and 
hearing that they would have protection once taoas, they opened a new 
Everleig^ Club on Chicago’s West Side. This was in August of 19x2. 
But when, to thdr normal protection fe^ another sum of $40,000 was 
added, and when tiie city’s reform government appeared more intrac- 
table than ever, die Everleighs agreed that a comebadc was impossible. 
They auctioned o£E their luxurious furnishings— 4II except Aida’s beloved 
piano, and Minna’s own beloved marble-inlaid brass bed, leather-bound 
books, favorite paintings, and several other sentimental ornaments— and 
they left Chicago forever. 

They did not go empty-handed. In addition to furniture and artifacts 
worth $150,000, they departed from the Midwest with $1,000,000 cadi, 
$200,000 in jewelry, and $25,000 worth of unpaid bills run up by trusted 
clients. They also took with them happy memories, no residue of bitter- 
ness, and an intimate knowledge of the opposite sex. Minna had learned, 
for one thing, tiiat most men preferred to gamble widi dice or cards 
rather than to make love to a woman. “Real men, we found,” said 
Minna, “would rather gamble any day than gamble with women.” This, 
she felt, was because dice were less unpredictable and less risky than 
women. Both sisters believed that they owed their success to married 
men who attended their club, and that they would have earned another 
million “if it weren’t for the dieating married women” who competed 
with the club’s girls. Had the madams ever indulged themselves in love 
a&irs with their clients? Minna remained silent on this subject. Aida 
was always ready to speak of one wealthy young lover, who had wished 
to take her to New York as his wife, '^^y had she refused to legalize 
their affair? “My sweetheart took a terrible dislike to our gold piano,” 
said Aida. “He said it was unbecoming. I couldn’t forgive him for that” 

In 1913, when they embarked upon retirement Minna Eveilei^ was 
thirty-seven years old, and Aida Everleigh was thirty-nine. They wanted 
only peace and anonymity. At first they could find neither. The recent 
past trailed after them, wherever they fled. When a dose friend and a 
former dient — ^Big Jim Colosimo, an amiable gangster— was murdered 
in his Italian restaurant in 1920, supposedly by a former aid^ Johnny 
Torrio, or by the young A 1 Capone, fte Everlei^ were found and ques- 
tioned. When a skdeton was dug up behind their dd property in 1923, 
the Evetleighs were again intenogated by the police. V^en a prostitute 
who had worked for them for six years was found murdered in New 
Orleans, her hands cut off and her jewels stolen, the Everleighs woe 
once more visited by the police. When Mrs. W. E. D, Stokes tried to 
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divoroe ho: mOlionaiie husband, and he countercharged that she had 
once been an £mlei|^ girl, the sisters were hound^ by the sensation- 
seddng press. 

Peace, they realized at las^ could be gained only through complete 
anonymity. And so, having given up the Everleigh Oub, they now gave 

its name and their name forever. Burying their past, their old identi- 
ties, and calling themselves by yet another name, they became two re- 
tired, indqjcndently wealthy ladies, dwelling ofiE Central Park in New 
Ymk City. 

The Everleighs disappeared from public notice so entirely that after 
several decades it was assumed that they were dead. And except for 
alumni of the old club, they were fo^tten. But from time to tim^ 
there a|q>eated in print a hint that they might still be alive. In 1936, 
Charles Washburn stated in his book. Come into My Parlor, that the 
sisters were very modi alive and that he had visited them. He had seen 
the remaining marble-inlaid brass bed, the gold piano, the books and ofl 
paintings, and the statue of Bernini’s ApoUo and Daphne. The sisters 
travded extensivdy, he wrote, they attended the Broadway theater, and 
they read books and newspaper columnists. They had lost a good part of 
their invested fortune in the stock-market crash of 1929, but they still 
retained most of their jewelry. They rarely had visitors. They had pur- 
chased a radio, but except for that, they usually avoided outside com- 
panionship — and there were no gentieman callers. "They own a home in 
New York, free and clear,” Washburn reported. “All they ask for the 
remainder of their lives is a roof and one quart of champagne a week.” 

Eight years later, there was a suggestion that they might even then still 
be alive. In a 1944 issue of Town and Country magazine, Edgar Lee 
Masters stated: “[Minna and Aida] knew too that the people who were 
throwing stones at them might well have been stoned for sins of their 
own. Still they kept their peace. They disappeared with smiles upon 
Aeir faces, and, when last heard of, were living lives of unobtrusive gen- 
tility in New York City.” 

/md so it was in 1944 that I made up my mind to learn whether the 
Everleigh sisters were really alive, and if they actually were, to learn ex- 
actly what names they had assumed and precisely where they were resid- 
ing. Perhaps I was inspired by the adventure of a Bostonian, Captain 
Edward Silsbee, the ardent Shelleyite, who had learned, fifty-seven years 
after Shelley’s death and fifty-five years after Byron’s death, that Shel- 
ley's friend and Byron’s mistress, Claire Clairmont, was still living at the 
grand old age of eighty-two in Florence. Silsbee had determined to meet 
her. And he had met her, and this, in turn, inspired Henry James to 
write his novdette^ The Aspem Papers. In this, the hero-publisher learns 
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the mistress of a great romantic poet, long dead, is still alive in Venice, 
and resolves to meet her. As Henry James’s hero reflected, ''The strange 
tiling had been for me to discover . . . that she was still alive: it was 
as if I had been told Mrs. Siddons was, or Queen Caroline, or the 
famous Lady Hamilton, for it seemed to me she belonged to a genera- 
tion as extinct. 'Why she must be tremendously old — at least a hun- 
dred,’ I had said.” 

Hius, I, too, was inspired, and determined, to meet Minna and Aida 
Eveileigh, almost a half century after they had reigned as two of history’s 
foremost caterers to the pleasure of the human male. 

»« 

In April of 1944, while I was a sergeant in the United States Army 
Signal Corps, I was ordered to Washington, D.C., and New Yorlc City. 
Before that special assignment, I had been excited by the idea of doing a 
three-act play loosely based on the lives of the Everleigh sisters and their 
club. Nights, when I had time, I had jotted endless notes on the con- 
straction of this play. The notes were fragmentary, but among them 
were: 

“Setting of Act I is the Golden Room of the Everleigh Club in 1905. 
. . . Problems and conflicts for sisters: Attractive gentleman wants to 
marry Aida Everleigh and take her away from it all. . . . Fictional 
judge, based on real Chicago attorney who took his annual vacation in 
club, has vacation interrupted when given information that he has been 
picked to head Vice Committee investigating club. . . . Minna trying 
to help a married client who is having troubles with his wife. . . . New 
and dangerous madam down the block trying to get club raided and steal 
Everleighs’ best girls. . . . Enemies in Levee, or single reformer outside, 
pressing to pin responsibility for a murder on Everleighs. . . . 'Then last 
straw: Everleighs’ respectable and chaste niece arriving, accompanied by 
her older brother, from Kentucky, to stay with her respectable aunts, the 
Everleighs, while she meets family of rich young man who wants to 
marry her (his father is a meat-packing millionaire). . . . Sisters des- 
perate to keep little niece from knowing what they do and desperate to 
keep truth about their house a secret from her. Sisters must figure out 
how to disguise brothel and girls, maybe set up a Potemkin fa$ade. . . . 
Act I curtain is, of course arrival of niece in midst of tumultuous and 
embarrassing situation in club. . . . Act II curtain is when niece’s po- 
tential father-in-law, the meat-packer, an occasional visitor to house, dis- 
covers the niece there among the girls. . . . Act III Minna must save 
impending marriage of niece as well as solve a municipal political crisis, 
thereby saving the club from being closed.” 

Since I wanted to use the Everleighs as characters, their club as the 
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setting for the play, and some episodes &om their lives, it was imperative 
that I discover if they were alive. If they were, I would have to obtain 
their pomission to do this play. More important, as I have indicated, 
play or no play, I simply had to meet them to satisfy my own curiosity. 

Now, knowing that I would be in the East on an army assignment 
shortly, I bestirred myself to locate someone who had known the Ever- 
leighs personally in the good old days, and who could tell me if they were 
stfll around, and if so, how they could be reached. I wrote to Charles 
Washburn and Edgar Lee Masters, and received no response from 
either. Then I remembered that Jack Lait, editor of the New York Mir- 
ror, had known them, and perhaps still knew them. But it would not do, 
I suspected, to confront Jack Lait as a stranger. If he knew the Ever- 
leighs' secret, he would be loath to share it with someone whom he did 
not know. And so I sought for a go-between, a friend of mine who might 
also be a friend of Lait’s, and I found this necessary link in the person of 
a well-known public relations man, the late Mack Millar. 

A week later, in New York, I telephoned Lait at ’the Mirror and in- 
voked the name of our mutual friend. I told him that I’d like to see him 
for a few minutes about a personal matter. He invited me to come right 
up. I found Lait at his desk, pencil and copy in hand, looking busy and 
suspicious. 

Tbe moment that I mentioned why I had called upon him, he smiled 
and became more affable. But he was careful, also. I had to explain what 
I wanted of the Everleigh sisters, and what I would do with it. Lait 
listened, but remained noncommittal. 

"Tell me one thing,” I asked. “Are both of them stfll alive?” 

"Sure they are alive. Their neighbors think they’re two eccentric and 
retired clubwomen, with independent means. No one knows about their 
past. To everyone around — they’re just two nice old ladies.” 

“I wish you’d tell me how I could get hold of tiiem.” 

Lait considered me a moment longer, and then he suddenly sat up in 
his swivel chair. “Okay, Sergeant. You’ve got an honest face, sort of. Just 
be secretive and discreet about the whole thing, remember.” 

"I promise.” 

"Okay. 'Their names are Minna and Aida Lester — got that? — Lester. 
'They own a brownstone at 20 West 71st Street, right here in New York. 
You want their telephone number, too? Okay. It’s Endicott 2-9970. But 
look, I wouldn’t just call them up cold. I don’t think you’d get any- 
where. Here’s what Td suggest. Write them a letter. You can use my 
name. Write them, introduce yourself, and tell them what you have in 
mind. And then, sit back and hope. There you have it. Now you’re on 
your own.” 

I thanked Jack Lait profusely, and left. The following day, before I 


47 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN AT HOME 


could dtfaer write or telephone the Everleis^ Ae Army Sgnal Corps 
recalled me to my station in Los Angeles. 

During my first firee evening in Los Angeles, I sat down and composed 
a long and friendly letta to Miss Minna Everleig^ and Miss Aida Ever- 
leigh, and I addressed the envelope to “Miss Miima Lester, Miss Aida 
Lester, 20 West 71st Street, New York City 25, New York.” 

Less than a week later, I had my answer. It came, as all the Evetlei^ 
letters I subsequently received would com^ packed bulkily into a long 
manila envelope, secured by silver sealing wax. The letter that was con- 
tained within was written in blue ink, in a wild and almost indecipher- 
able scrawl, each letter of each word an inch high. This first Everlei^ 
letter, like the conespondence to follow, was unrestrained and extrava- 
gant in its phrasing^ and highly original in its punctuation. Minna, the 
letter writer of the pair, showed contempt for periods, commas, and semi- 
colons, but was much devoted to dots, dashes, and exclamation points. I 
reproduce her first letter exactly as it was written. What follows actually 
covered twenty good-sized pages when written in Minna Everleigh’s gen- 
erous hand: 

Sunday — May 7 — 194 ^ — New York — 

Sgt Irving "Wallace 

Dear Sir 

Your letter addressed to my sister Aida Lester and to me — lies on my desk 
. . . There is truth in the axiom that asserts “A Letter Mirrors the Soul of 
the Write/’ . . . Your letter portrays culture, courtesy, intellect, literary and 
dramatic genius . . . Therefore this candid heart-prompted response . . . 
Dear Sgt Wallace — 

Aida and Minna Lestefs past is not linked with the Evedeigji Club on 
South Dearborn Street — Chicago— Illinois . . . Aida Lester and I lived in 
Chicago during the first decade of this Twentieth Century — but in a fashion 
far remote from the famous sister/ exotic lives . . . Your time is precious— 
“brevity is the soul of wit” — suffice it to say that many times false rumors 
linked our puritan lives with the sensational career of the sisters referred to 
in your letterll 

Aida and I travelled in Europe prior to World War I — fimdly returning to 
our own dear Land — rrutde our home since 1915 m New York at our present 
residence 20 West jist Street New York . . . Meantime rumors linked our 
names with the sisters of the Dearborn Street resortUl 

Fimdly we took action — Aida Lester and I — we located the sisters of Dear- 
born Street — Chia^oUl They proved their innocence of linking their names 
with ours — I w 3 l not take time explaining — plotters of the South Side Levee 
— their enemies— had sou^t to cause them trouble— prompted by poUticd 
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Levee gangster feudsUl These sisters reside in New York City!!! still fearing 
their foes they live isolated lives — Since the panic of 1929 they have sus- 
tained severe losses from defaulted mortgage investments . . . 

After receipt of your letter yesterday I visited the sisters to whom you had 
addressed it .. . They recdl the honor of having known Mr. Jack Lait of 
the New York Mirror — gifted columnist — journalist — famous author . . . 
Sister Aida Lester and I have not had the pleasant privilege of meeting him 
^hope some day to have that pleasure ... To make a long story short — 
dear Sgt Wallace — the sisters you addressed desire to avoid all publicity . . . 
(The Everleigh Sisters) — Interested in your plan to dramatize the Everleigh 
Club they yet ask to be forgqttenUl 

I asked them if they would consider pecuniary considerations for such 
assistance as they might concede to you for the setting and background of 
their club on Dearborn Street — Chicago?? — Their Answer was that they 
have an Album of photographs of the parlors and rooms of the Everleigh 

Club — They might part with those — but they must shun publicity 

Finally the Sisters agreed that they might sell their Album — for cash sum — 
not for financial percentage of profits after the play is produced: 

Dear Sgt Wallace — I have given you a candid account of my visit to the 
Everleigh sisters with whom my name and my sister Aida Leste/s has so 
often been linked ... I enclose clippings that suggest the past should be 
forgotten in this swift epoch!! Forget the Everleigh Club and the haunted 
past portrayed in the photographs of its vanished splendor shown in the al- 
bum the sisters possess!!! Did not Byron declare **The past is nothing and at 
last — the future can but be the past*'!! 

However if you still wish to have those Everleigh Club photographs — let 
me know / / / / Remember — the Everleigh Sisters names were Marie and 
Alice!!! The names Aida and Minna were borrowed from my name — and 
Aida Lestefs when we were socialites in Chicago long ago!!! 

And now — forgive this long letter — dear Irving Wallace!!! Pardon my hav- 
ing no writing paper that is proper size for your chic airmail envelope — so 
beguiling — ^with its special stamp!!! If you still desire that Everleigh Club 
Album — state so in reply dear Sgt Wallace . . . Were it mine to give it 
would be freely given!!! 

May your heart's desire be granted!!! Let me know this message reached 
you!!! Truly your friend and admirer 

Minna Lester 

The eleven clippings that Minna enclosed consisted of an Associated 
Press story about a warrant officer in the South Pacific who wanted to 
hear the voice of his four-day-old son on the long-distance phoney and 
heard nothing until he instructed his wife to spank the infant; a news- 


49 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN AT HOME 

paper photograph from a Mickey Rooney film; a sexy advertisement for a 
“Shar-Loo” slip; a newspaper photograph of Major Jinuny Stewart being 
decorated by a lieutenant colonel; a newspaper photograph of a radio 
actress; an advertisement for a newly published book on the Marines; 
newspaper photographs from a film called The Hitler Gang; a political 
cartoon of Adolf Hitler; three more cartoons about Himmler, Coebbels, 
and Hitler facing defeat; and a picture from The New York Times drama 
section showing the sheet music and the casts of five musical comedy 
successes aeated by Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein II. 

I was strangely moved by this first letter from a sixty-six-year-old for- 
mer madam of the world’s most elegant house of rendezvous in recent 
times — amoved by her elaborate and pathetically transparent story of hav- 
ing been a “socialite” who had known the real Everleighs, and knew 
them still. And I was touched by her lovely, banal quotations, and by her 
need to sell the precious album of photographs of the Everleigh Club. 

I wanted to write her immediately, write her anything, but write her 
nicely, yet I did not — ^and soon I could not. I found myself traveling 
around the country to various army installations, researching and writing 
material for top-priority military films. I had neither time nor energy to 
devote to Minna Lester, friend of Minna Everleigh. Too, I began to 
have misgivings about my play project, about the possibility of securing 
clear-cut legal rights to use the Everleigh Club from one who was an 
Everleigh and yet denied it. How much of what Minna had written me, 
I wondered, was conscious pretense based on elementary caution and 
how much was the sublimation of an old lady who had come to believe 
in a dream identity that she had invented for herself out of Wish? Did I 
want to become seriously involved with such a penon? I did not know. I 
had no time to think it out. I was on army time. 

But suddenly, late in 1945 , 1 knew. I was being transferred from Los 
Angeles to the Signal Corps post on Long Island, New York, and I 
would be very close to 20 West 71st Street and to the “socialites” named 
Aida and Minna Lester. The play that I had in mind was one thing, but 
the lesser one, I decided. If I could reach the real Aida and Minna Ever- 
leigh, and from them secure the rights to their story for my play, that 
would be fine. More interesting to me, to that persistent curiosity built 
into every writer, was the desire to know firsthand more about those 
remarkable and legendary sisters, those sweet relics of the bawdy past. 

And so, shortly after my arrival in New York, on my first free Sunday 
— December 16, 1945 — I sat down at the desk in my room in the Royal- 
ton Hotel on West 44th Street and addressed myself to “My dear Minna 
Lester.” I had made my decision. I would join their game, on their 
terms. 


so 
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“Perhaps you will not remember my name,” my letter began. “Cer- 
tainly, it is with a sense of guilt that I write you now. But if I may, 
permit me to refresh your memory. Early in May of last year, while I 
worked as a writer for the United States Army, I was briefly in New York 
where I obtained your address through the kind offices of Mr. Jack 
Lait . . Then, for four pages, I went on to explain why I had not 
been able to write the sisters in almost twenty months, how much I stfll 
wanted to create the play based on their lives, how eager I was to pur- 
chase the album of photographs of their club (“if the price is not prohib- 
itive”), and, now that I was back in New York, how much “I should 
enjoy the pleasure of meeting you and talking with you.” 

The following evening at seven o’clock — I had just returned by sub- 
way from my army chores, and was preparing to go out for dinner — ^the 
telephone in my room rang. I lifted fte receiver, and then I forgot about 
dinner. The voice on the other end was that of Minna Everleigh. I still 
have my notes, jotted down immediately after our half hour’s conversa- 
tion. “Minna sounds very old,” I had observed. “Her voice is quavery, it 
goes up and down, very much the way Joseph Jefferson sounds on those 
pioneer recordings Linguaphone puts out. Sometimes she speaks in a 
shriek, but her sentences are clipped and distinct, often punctuated by 
shrill laughter. Her speech is staccato.” 

“We have your marvelous letter,” Minna Everleigh was saying, “and 
we went to thank you for it — ^the most perfect letter I have ever received. 
Aida read it and she agrees with me that it is perfect. Now, about that 
matter you referred to, the Everleigh sisters — I must tell you, tliey just 
left for Florida, they are there now and will be there for several months. 
But Aida and I will be in constant touch with them, and we’ll let them 
know of your requests and we’ll keep in touch with you.” 

I told her I was deeply appreciative of the time she was giving to act as 
an intermediary between the Everleighs and myself. 

She listened, and then she asked, “You’re not a Catholic, are you?” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“I thought not. Well, the Catholics and Puritans in this country 
would be against such a play as you have in mind. The Catholic Church 
is powerful, you know, and it’s gaining strength. It has control over 
everything. It is against such women as the Everleighs, yet, Irving dar- 
ling, when I lived in Chicago, some of the finest women I met socially 
were of the same class as the Everleighs, some of the very finest. . . . 
All this condemnation of the Everleighs. They do not merit it. I know. 
The whole thing is like those Nazis on trial for their war crimes. Many of 
those Nazis followed orders. I don’t mean that they’re not guilty. TTiey 
are guilty. But they followed orders, you understand. They had to do 
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what they did. And the Everleig^ sisters had to do what they did, too.” 

I began to tdl her that I had nothing but admiration for the Everleig^ 
sisters, but she interrupted me. 

“You know, Irving,” she said, “there have been duree books written 
about the Everleigh sisters. One is Conte into My Pador. It should have 
been called "The Club.' Another is The Gem of the Prairie. And there is 
also Lords of the Levee. Most all of this is a bunch of untruths and lies. 
But Come into My Parlor is the best. ... As to your play, I know 
something else you can do meantime. I’ve been reading four volumes 
writ^ by Paul Eldridge, published by Haldeman-Julius who puts out 
those Little Blue Books in Girard, i^nsas. Eldridge's books are not 
books really, but pamphlets — still, real literature you could adapt for the 
stage. I wrote Eldridge my opinion of his work, sheer genius, nothing 
hke that awful novel. Strange Fruit. He teaches Ronumce languages 
right here in New York.” 

Then graphically, if somewhat confusingly, Minna acted out, over the 
tdephone — ^reciting various characters’ speeches with appropriate voice 
changes — ^the plot of one Eldridge book, and concluded by relating to 
me, briefly, the plots of the other three. 

“You know, I have been writing a book of my own for seven years,” 
she went on. “It is called ‘Poets, Prophets and Gods.’ I have read a lot, 
you know, all of the three thousand books which I have here in my 
home, and I went around the world twice, once in 1909 and again in 
1912. 1 am absolutely a freethinker, no nursery stories for me. You are a 
freethinker, aren’t you?” 

“Well, yes, but— ” 

“My book would be heresy. I think I will have Haldeman-Julius pub- 
lish it. They publish that sort of thing. I will finish it next year and you 
shall have an autographed copy.” 

“That’s very kind of you.” 

"You may yet have your play, Irving. But really, you don’t think it 
could actually be don^ do you? Did you ever see a photograph of the 
Everleigh sisters?” 

“No, I haven’t.” 

“One had warm brown hair, and the other had natural golden hair, 
and it would be difficult to find anyone to portray them on the stage. 
They were very strange, not happy girls. There was so much tragedy in 
their lives. They left Chicago in 1911 with over a half-million dollars. 
They lost most of it later through investments, but don’t think they are 
poor, because they are not. They live well, and have their jewels still. 
TTiey are not poor, thej- are not dependent on anyone.” 

I was relieved about that, and wanted to let Minna know, but she was 
rambling on. 
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''We had sevoal large parties in this house in the thirties, but in June, 
1937, when the war came, we swore off parties. We only go out to the 
theater sometimes now. you think that's strange? But I do want to 
finish writing my book. Women friends are always calling about parties, 
about dub meetings, about teas, but I have to refuse them. . . . We 
ordered eight more copies of Eldridge's books, something different for 
the reader, really, and I shall send you four in January of the new year. 
Eldridge is the modem Guy de Maupassant. ... I saw that movie, The 
DoUy Sisters, did you? I couldn’t help laughing at the picture, at Betty 
Crable and that other girl — I forget her name — oh, yes — ^June Haver. 
Yes. Oh dear, they were too lustful. Women in our day just weren't like 
that at all, but I suppose men want to see that today. Remember the old 
saying, 'What a man sees in a woman, he gets.’ Well, nowdays, Irving, 
he certainly wants a hot number, that’s what he wants today!” 

She broke into a great peal of laughter, then suddenly sobered. "How 
old are you?” she asked. 

"I’m thirty.” 

"Thirty?” She laughed nicely. “What a wonderful age.” She paused, 
and then she said, “I will speak to the Everleigh sisters. You may yet get 
what you desire. But meantime, work on other things, lliere are more 
fish in the sea than are ever caught. Best wishes for the new year, darling, 
and thank you for the most perfect, most charming letter we have ever 
received, darling, and good-bye for now.” 

Dazed, yet stimulated, by my first personal contact with Minna Ever- 
leigh, I wondered when we would speak to one another again. The week 
passed without another call from Minna. But the sisters were on my 
mind, and so was Christmas, then fast approaching, and three days be- 
fore Christmas I went to a bookstore on Fifth Avenue and bought de- 
luxe editions of Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s Sonnets from the Portu- 
guese and Dickens’ A Christmas Carol and ordered them gift wrapped 
and sent to Minna and Aida Lester. 

The following day, a Sunday, the sixth day since Minna’s first call to 
me, I was downstairs in the lobby of the Royalton purchasing pipe to- 
bacco, when I was summoned to the telephone. A Miss Lester, I was 
told, wished to speak to me. While this conversation was briefer than 
our first, it was as meaningful to me, because, at last, I met Aida of the 
golden hair and gold piano. 

At once, Minna said that she had just mailed a package to me. Her 
latest shipment of Little Blue Books had arrived from Girard, Kansas, 
and she was sending me several by Eldridge which she hoped I would 
consider for dramatization. 

Before I could thank her, she bepn to reminisce about her sister and 
herself. “Aida and I were of a family of five,” she said. “Everyone wants 
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to be something in their life, and I was no different. Like that young 
actor in California we’ve been corresponding with. He wrote us, just as 
you did, under the erroneous impression that we were the Everleigh sis- 
ters. I corrected him. He now sends us snapshots of himself and baskets 
of fruit. He wants to be a writer as well as an actor. He writes well. I 
suspect he has a Semite strain. I believe the greatest poets, writers, actors 
were Semites. Unfortunately, Aida and I are Aryan. I wish we weren’t. 
What are you, Irving? Are you a Semite?” 

“Definitely,” I said. 

Minna laughed. “I love that word ‘definitely.’ I have a feeling you’re 
going to go far. . . . Look, Irving, I want you to talk to my sister, Aida, 
also. She’s ninety-nine percent more worthy than I am. I’m going to call 
down to her, and she’ll go into the library, among all our books, and talk 
to you on that phone, while I stay on this one. I hope you two get along 
without having met. Well, hold on — ” 

I waited, bracing myself for Aida, the unknown, and suddenly a voice 
much younger than Minna’s, a voice soft-spoken and well-modulated 
and faintly Southern addressed me. This was Aida Everleigh, and she 
was charming. After an introductory exchange, I mentioned the play I 
hoped to write. Aida said that her sister Minna usually took care of busi- 
ness matters. She wondered how I was enjoying my winter in New York, 
and she listened with interest as I related my reaction to the city. 

When I was through, Aida gave me her own impressions of New 
York. ‘We’ve been in New York for twenty-five years, and we’ve seen it 
change. It’s far too crowded now. I'm sure that’s all right for the young. 
They like crowds. But it’s difficult for us. I’ve been out to your Los 
Angeles many times. I love that climate. The last time I was there I went 
to see my brother. He died right after, in 1935.” 

Minna, who had been listening to us on the other telephone, now 
entered into our conversation. She did not like Los Angeles because 
Hollywood was in Los Angeles and Hollywood was full of actors. “I 
don’t like actors, as a rule,” said Minna. “You’re not on^ are you?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“Well — ^actors — they all have a little of Jack Barrymore in them, you 
know, all of them assuming a hundred different guises. I was something 
of an actress myself in my youth. But now I’m writing, and I hope some- 
one will publish what I write. Irving, you will become known with your 
own writing. I suppose — I suppose we all want to leave something be- 
hind. . . . Anyway, I have a feeling that a new literature is going to grow 
out of this war. You know, just as Hemingway and the rest came out of 
World War I, this second war will produce something completely new.” 

After a while, it was Aida Everleigh who closed the conversation. She 
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said, “You have a lovely voice, Irving. Do you have a snapshot of youp- 
self? If you have, please send it to us. It's wonderful to see people you've 
never met, people you've just spoken to or conesponded with. ... Be 
sure to have a merry Christmas, and the main thing to watch out for in 
the new year is your healtii. We've managed quite well vnth ours. You 
look after yours.” 

Christmas Day, of that year, fdl on a Tuesday. Many of us in the 
army were given a leave, and I had decided to spend my holiday in my 
hotel room, resting and reading and catching up on correspondence. At 
one o'clock in the afternoon my telephone rang, and as I went to answer 
it, I hoped that it would be Minna Everleigh. My wish was granted. She 
was cheerful, and she spoke to me for more than thirty minutes, and it 
was mostly a monologue. 

“I've just finished breakfast with Aida,” said Minna. “We only had 
coffee. We don't eat on sacred days, not even between meals, which is 
perhaps why I feel so good today. But on December twenty-ninth we 
begin to celebrate New Year’s. I have a bottle of wonderful 1926 cham- 
pagne, and we open it and drink it. ... I was reading at breakfast when 
we received your two Christmas presents — Sonnets from the Portuguese 
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning and A Christmas Carol by Charles Dick- 
ens. By God, sweetheart. I'm wild about those editions. I really must 
apologize for the books I sent you because they’re only Little Blue 
Books. That Haldeman who publishes them is a queer, eccentric old 
man. He’s published one million books, and I’ve bought at least one 
thousand of them. . . . Aida came to me at breakfast, after I opened 
your gifts, and I said I must call you, and she said, ‘Minna, you’re not 
going to bother that Sergeant Wallace on Christmas Day.’ I said that I 
wouldn’t promise not to. But I just don’t talk to anyone. I talk to you, I 
give you my time, Irving, because I like you. Anyway, thank you again 
for the books. 'They're cast in such a beautiful dye. I’ll treasure these 
books until the last day of my life.” 

I asked her if she was going to call on anyone or have visitors this 
Christmas Day. 

“No,” said Minna, “I won’t see anyone. I determined that until my 
own damnable book is finished and published I would live in a castle of 
silence. . . . Have you reread the Jesus Christmas story? You know, I 
believe that the two thieves that were hanging from crosses beside Jesus 
were really his followers who wanted to steal from the rich to help the 
poor. ... I do not mind mankind’s crimes, but I do mind its hypoc- 
risy. . . . Have you been following what is going on in Europe? An- 
ardiy is one thing, revolution is another thing, but nihilism is too much. 
And when people are starving and frozen — 
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Bat suddenly, she was in an autobiographical mood. “Irving, did you 
know my hither was a lawyer who spoke seven languages? It’s true. And 
as for myself, I was able to read before I was five years old. When I was 
very young I got married, before I was seventeen. I married a wealthy 
devO of a man, but then we wete divorced. Nevertheless, I have always 
felt that all men are my brothers, and you are one of my younger broth- 
ers. . . . Aida and I come from Virginia, you know, way back, and I 
consider you a brother. I lost one real brother. Aida told you, didn’t 
she? ... In 1679, after the Restoration in England, Charles II granted 
fifty-nine acres of land in Virginia to two brothers, and these two mi- 
grated to the New World. That was the beginning of our family. Those 
ancestors of mine, they all died of drink, insanity, and the Civil War. 
My grandmother was Welsh. She had a couple hundred slaves, but she 
loved Negroes. Yet, she would say to her N^o overseer, T don’t believe 
in shipping niggers down the river, selling them off, but if I ever catch 
you mistreating your fellows. I’ll ship you off!’ . . . The last one of our 
famUy was bom while my mother was dying.” 

In another abrupt transition, Minna began to discuss books, motion 
pictures, and censorship. 

“I like Eldridge because^ even though he is risqud, he does not use 
dirty language like so many of the writers after World War I. I don’t 
believe in using coarse words, do you? . . . Still, I suppose the big fault 
of Hollywood is censorship. You can’t censor literature and you can’t 
censor ideas. But you can censor bawdy words, and I believe that the 
stage will come into its own yet and the creative artist can do more on 
the stage than in Hollywood. . . . Now, Irving, I’m going to do some- 
thing for you that I would never do for any other man. I’m going to send 
you a copy of a book called The World’s Oldest Profession. I’m going to 
place it at the bottom of the package. Read it — ^read it carefully. It’ll 
help make you an even more tolerant and understanding person.” 

Ibe following day, I was still on holiday leave and working in my 
hotel room when Minna Everleigh tdephoned again. She and Aida were 
busy, she said, because they had received over one hundred Christmas 
car^ from relatives and friends, and these had to be answered. But she 
was delaying this task because she still had books and writing on her 
mind, and she wanted to discuss the subject at greater length. 

“Did you read Lillian Smith’s Strange Fruit?” she asked me. “It’s all 
wrong, just as that play. Deep Are the Roots, is wrong. I know colored 
women, and th^ would kill white women who took their men. Have 
you read the Ajnsterdam News? It’s a paper for colored folks. There’s 
fire there, Irving, and a new day’s a-coming. I can tdll you something 
plainly, and I know it for a foct. In his heart; every colored man hates 
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white men. That's a reality. I don’t believe in illusions. ... I remember 
reading a recent novel published by Harper and Brothers. In it, the man 
enters the woman’s room, strips off his clothes, pats his stomach, and 
says to the woman what you’d expect him to say. The very words, and in 
a Harper bookl When I showed it to my typist Clara, she said, ‘Good 
heavens, mercy, that wordl’ But, when you think of it, what’s wrong with 
that word? . . . TTie newspapers I read and recommend are the New 
York Herald Tributte for the morning, and the Joumal-American for the 
evening. That Cholly Knickerbocker is pretty bold. Every evening, for 
one hour, I read aloud to Aida. Reading reviews, I notice that Holly- 
wood is shallow. What we want today is realism. Remember de Maupas- 
sant’s line, ‘Oh, how pale thou art compared to life.’ ... Do you know 
I’m related to Edgar Allan Poe? I am. You’ll laugh like hell, but it’s true. 
On my mother’s side we’re the same breed as Poe’s mother.” 

Her mention of her mother brought Minna’s mind to memories of 
other members of her family. 

‘‘I had a sister, Lula, who played the violin. Her arm became paralyzed 
at nineteen, and later she died. I was fifteen then. I wanted to kill my- 
self, but Aida wouldn’t let me. When I was fifteen and Aida was seven- 
teen, Lula was nineteen, back in Virginia, and Lula started playing her 
violin at midnight, and she played until morning, and after that she was 
paralyzed. In the hotel a N^o had burned to death, and across the 
street in the church the white children and people laughed at his chaned 
bones the next day. Since that time I have never been in a church, and 
when I die, I won’t allow my body to be taken to a church. I tell this 
story in a part of my book called ‘Realm of Dreams,’ only I call Lula by 
the name of Lucy. Each chapter of my book ends with someone’s favor- 
able criticism of Shelley. The best is Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s quota- 
tion. . . . But I was speaking of not going to church. When people tell 
me I ought to go to church, I say to them, ‘I’ve read the Testaments, 
Old and New — but I’ve also read the Inquisition!’ . . . Aida and I have 
wonderful relatives, and through them we sort of have grandchildren, 
too. Some we try to help financially, even though we have so little. I 
have one sister-in-law who is a French-Mexican girl in Los Angeles, and 
when she gets our allowance, she always writes me, ‘You have come to 
me on a magic carpet again.’ Someday, if I no longer have any money, if 
I’m broke, rather than let them put us in some Old Ladies’ Home, I’ll 
turn on the gas in this house.” 

Now Minna’s mind darted to many subjects. She remembered the 
beginning of the First World War. “On August i, 1914, in Charlottes- 
ville, Virginia, Aida and I passed a newsstand, saw the headlines, and I 
exclaimed, ‘My God, Europe is at war.’ Aida said, ‘Oh, it’ll be over in a 
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couple of months.' I said, ‘No, Aida, it’ll be over in a couple hundred 
years.’ " Minna spoke of her devotion to music. "I prefer orchestral mu- 
sic to the human voice. Look what time did to Caruso’s voice, and then 
look what time does to a violin, improving and mellowing it. And the 
guitar, voice of love and passion, I worship it above all others.” She 
spoke of her social life. “Aida and I belong to ten women’s societies in 
New York, but since the war we have attended none of them.” And 
finally, she spoke of men. “Irving, I love men. I esteem your sex highly.” 

After that, New Year’s Day came and went, and so did my holiday 
leave, and soon I was deeply involved in my army activities. Two and a 
half weeks passed without a call from Minna Everleigh, and then, one 
evening in mid-January of 1946, returning to my hotel, I found a manfla 
envelope in my box addressed in an unfamiliar hand. I opened it and 
read the following: 

New York 
Saturday 
Jan. 12, 1946 

ToSgtIrvingWallace ... 

Greetings from Aida and Minna Lester with cordid best wishes. Since our 
last phone tcdk I have been very ill with Influenza— with severe lung conges- 
tion! Sister Aida is taking my dictation this afternoon, as I am still in bed 
very ill . . . 

Sister Aida went to the Post Office yesterday and mailed you the promised 
volumes by Paul Eldridge, and the story of “the world’s oldest profession ” — 
by “Joseph McCabe." I am enclosing in this the Haldeman-Julius card and 
address . . . Editor and Publisher of The American Freeman . . . Devote 
your sophisticated mind to Eldridge’s books if they appeal to you — Pardon 
my scrawl — I am nervousll 
Dear Irving 'Wallace — 

You can see by the above that I am no good taking dictation!! You can 
phone us some day when you have received the package that I mailed you 
yesterday, when I hope to be able to teU you that my dear sister is quite con- 
vcdescentU 

From yours 
Aida Lester 
Phone End a-9970 

As soon as I could, I telephoned Minna Everleigh to learn if she had 
fully recovered (she had), and to inform her that I was leaving New 
York City in less than a week to be discharged from the army. 

She was pleased that I would soon be a civilian again, and only regret- 
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ted that I would be leaving her city for California. She sounded weaker 
than usual, and when she settled into her monologue it was clear but 
disjointed. 

"Even if I am a Virginian,” Minna Everleigh said, “I am not intoler- 
ant. But I do know that every colored woman hates every white woman. 
And as for Desdemona kissing Paul Robeson in Othello, that I don’t 
wish to see. ... I have nineteen volumes of Chinese poems in my li- 
brary, and I have committed seven hundred poems to memory. My fa- 
vorite poet was also the favorite of Emperor Ming. . . . My mind often 
goes to the Boxer Rebellion, and the siege of the Embassy, when beauti- 
ful women were stripped naked and ravished by Mongols. Chiang Kai- 
shek is a miserable fiend, a demon. I have his entire record, that vile 
Tartar. Of course, you know that Stalin told F.D.R., ‘I do not share your 
esteem for Chiang.' Hitler’s father was another devil. ... A woman 
needs a man’s guiding hand, especially in business afEairs. In 1929 and 
1931 we lost a fortune in mortgages. On a half-million dollars we had 
invested, we got back only three cents on each dollar. I took our jewels to 
bolster our credit, but I was scared to go up in a skyscraper, because I 
feared people were following me to steal the jewels. . . . I’m glad W. 
Somerset Maugham is one of your favorite writers. He has a sophisti- 
cated mind. He is the grandfather of style. But I saw Rain on the stage, 
and I didn’t like it. His portrait of Sadie Thompson as a cheap little 
prostitute, that was all bunk. And the minister who killed himself after 
falling into bed with her, that was bunk, too. . . . Well, Irving, so 
you’re going to be a civilian again. What can I say, except I’ll be with 
you in spirit next Saturday when you get your honorable discharge. Good 
luck, Irving, good luck.” 

Two weeks later I was back in California, and seven months later I 
was in Europe, and it was not until a year and a half later that I found 
the time to get in touch with the Everleigh sisters once more. I wrote 
them a long letter about my trip abroad. I made no mention of the play 
project. I mailed the letter, and waited. Almost two weeks passed, and 
then there arrived the bulging manila envelope addressed in Minna’s 
fantastic scrawl. The letter inside read as follows: 


Monday — August 4, 1947 — New York 
Dear Irving Wallace 

Your charming letter from Hollywood — dated July 2^th received . . . 
Your cordial message came as a surprise ... I supposed you had forgotten 
sister Aida and me ... I remember you and various topics we discussed 
over the telephone when you were in New York in . . . 
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I read to my sister Aida your most interesting letter . . • We were im- 
pressed and thrilled by your eloquent recitd of your adventures since last 
we heard from you . . . Summit^ these up briefly — after our last phone 
talk — you were demobilized from the army — you were sent out of New York 
— and in three days became a civilian again — You returned to your home on 
the Coast — rejoined your wife Sylvia — you decided to take a trip to Europe 
. . . You received assignments to write stories for Saturday Evening Post 
and Cottier* s — then you left by boat for Sweden~a long and thrilling trip 
. . , You were in Europe nine months — started in Stockholm — down by 
train through occupied Germany — and then to Paris — you were in Paris four 
months — then you went to Spain — you drove up from Madrid to the French 
Riviera — then drove on to Pisa and Rome . . . After that you went to 
Switzerland — Berne and Lausanne — then back to Paris — and finally to Lon- 
don . . . Sister Aida and I appreciate history and literature — dear Irving 
Wallace — we have travelled in Europe and Asia — we are amazed that through 
such exciting adventures you could as you state write stories — for magazirtes 
. . . And now you have returned home to Hollywood with your wife Sylvia!!! 

Sister Aida and I read your classic serial — on the Princess Elizabeth — 
presumptive heiress to the British Throne and Lieutenant Phillip Mountbat- 
ten in Cottiefs Magazine — issued in March 1947 . . . This serioTs style 
was superb — colossal — dear Author — congratulations!!! You have literary 
genius . • • 

We fondly prize — two snap shot photos of yourself — dear Irving — taken 
on your journey — one in Paris — the other beside Raphaels painting of his mis- 
tress in Rome . . . We like them very much . . • They are handsome . . . 
The photo showing you smoking a cigarette resembles Jacob Weiss — whose 
picture I enclose [Weiss was a young member of the Jewish Irgun who was 
hanged by the British in Palestine] . . . 

How damnable the persecution and martyrdom of the Semite peoples — 
earth * 8 noblest race It is the handwriting on the wall for this so<aIled 
Christian civUizationU! Satonic Russia Kipling termed — ‘The Bear that 
walks like a Man** — will destroy England and America . . . 

Forgive — dear Irving Wallace — my gloomy pessimism — I have followed 
the Semites through five thousand years of demoniac persecution — twenty 
million perished in the fiendish inquisition — if the human race cannot over- 
come primeval savagery — let atom bombs blot out such bestiality . • . For- 
give my bitter mood!!! 

I meant to conceal my sadness — to answer your inspiring letter— with 
cheerful response — to thank you for remembering my sister and me so cor- 
dially — I felt we were forgotten — in your engrossed^ absorbed life — When 
you visit New York again — in September or October — to consult with your 
various editors — you may phone me as often as you wish • . • 


60 



TWO NICE OLD LADIES 

Concerning parties referred he in your phone conversations in 1^6 — I 
counsdled you then not to waste your literary gifts on plays or books about 
them — however, if still resolved to write magazine serials telling stories of 
their Uvee—they stiU reside in New York — 1 will let you know their attitude 
to publicitylll 

Meantime — rest assured that you have our appreciation — admiration- 
changeless friendship . . . Let me know this response to your wonderful 
letter reached you . . . 

Phone me when in New York — Endicott 2-^jo — May life be kind to you 
and to your loved . . . May your heart’s desire be granted in fullest meas- 
ure .. . 

Most sincerely — 
Minna Lester 

Post script — Monday — August 4 — ^1947 

Have you written stories for “The American Weekly” — one of the 
Hearsts New York Journal American Magazines??? Very popular — great 
circulationll! 

I enclose a ChoUy Knickerbocker column from Hearsts newspaper — the 
dady Journal American telling of PhiUip Mountbatten — the Prince of 
Greece — of his visit here in 1938 — of his infatuation for Cobina Wright 
Jr .. . Very spicyll! Give your impressions when you write . . . 

After that, except for exchanges of greeting cards on various holidays, 
this was the last communication I was to have from the Everleigh sisters. 
I was folly occupied in my efforts to make a living as a free-lance writer, 
and I neglected to continue my conespondence with Aida and Minna. I 
was unable to visit New York, as I had promised Minna I would, and so 
I had no opportunity to speak to them on the telephone. 

I kept meaning to write, and postponing it, and then, a year and a 
month after Minna Everleigh’s last letter to me, I learned that she was 
dead. 

I sent my heartfelt condolences to Aida. I added a written obituary to 
a number of others that had been published. Even though I had been 
bom in Chicago after the Everleigh Club had closed its doors forever, 
and the sisters had left that dty, I felt that I had been a part of their 
time and a small part of their lives. My father, my uncle, my closest male 
relatives had been, in their youth, in Chicago when the Everleigh sisters 
had also been young and renowned. These members of my family had 
seen or at least known of the celebrated millionaires’ bagnio when 
princes and senators, prizefight champions and authors had enjoyed the 
scaled-down gold piano and fancy cuspidors, the rich library and bou- 
doirs, the thirty beautiful girls and the sisters themselves. 

61 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN AT HOME 


1 13 ^ to believe that all of that glory«Bnd wonder had not been for 
our fofhers and grandfathers alone. I had been one of the lucky ones to 
share a part of it. For I had known the Everleighs, too. True, I had 
known them four decades late, when they seemed to have become two 
characters out of Arsenic and Old Lace, when they had become pretend- 
ers named Lester, when they had become respectable clubwomen who 
belonged to ten women’s societies and lived in lonely dignity off Central 
Park in New York City. Yet, through them, by mail, by telephone, I had 
become intimate with their enemies, the “plotters of the South Side 
Levee,” with their affection for Byron and Shelley and de Maupassant, 
with their attitudes about women and race, with their genteel distaste 
for the bawdy, with their old Virginia background and family. 

I had known them, and now I missed them, missed the departed 
Minna and wondered what would happen to Aida, poor Aida, so alone. 

For me, it had been a memorable experience, that friendship with 
those two nice old ladies. Remembering them, I remembered a remark 
that Wilson Mizner, the inimitable wit, publicist, and gambler, had 
once made, and which has been widely quoted ever since. Said Mizner, 
“Always treat a whore like a lady — and a lady like a whore.” 

And so I knew this, finally, about my friends: No man ever had to 
treat the Everleigh sisters like ladies. Despite their place in history, tiiey 
were Virginia ladies born, they were ladies in their Chicago youth, and 
they were two nice old ladies in New York at the time when they be- 
friended an inquisitive and admiring writer and enlisted man from far 
away. 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

I wrote fragments of the preceding memoir shortly after Minna Ever- 
leigh’s death in 1948, and only recently reworked these into their present 
form. I began writing this story, so to speak, during my Sundays. I wrote 
it for no one else. It was for myself, until now. 

To report what has happened since 1948 , 1 must go back to the time 
of Minna Everleigh’s death, upon which I have already remarked. 

Minna’s death was widely reported by the press, and it stripped away 
the pseudonym Lester after so many decades and left Aida and her to 
history as Everleigh forever. Minna died on September 16, 1948, and 
The New York Times gave her passing prominent display in a news story 
that I suspect she would have appreciated above all others. 'The story 
read: 
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“Minna Everleigh, one-time owner with her sister, Ada, of the Ever- 
Idgh Club, a Chicago landmark in the period from 1900 to 1911, died 
yesterday in the Park West Hospital, 170 West 76th “Street, at the age of 
70. She had been living in the city under an assumed name for more 
than 25 years. 

“The Everleigh Club, closed during the reform raid in 1911, was lo- 
cated on South Dearborn Street and drew its patronage from cattle bar- 
ons, actors and royalty. It was known for its floor shows, its string music 
and its $100 ‘minimum’ evening charge. 

“Miss Everleigh and her sister, members of a prominent Virginia fam- 
ily, lived circumspectly and inconspicuously, their chief diversions being 
theatre-going and writing poetry. When the Club was closed, the sisters 
confided that they had made a million dollars and were planning to 
spend the rest of their lives as anonymously as possible — they wanted 
people to think that the Everleigh sisters were dead.” 

The New York Daily News mentioned that Minna left behind “sev- 
eral oil paintings, a gold piano and an estimated $100,000 worth of dia- 
monds,” and recalled that Minna had remarked several years earlier, “I 
like to see old friends but not old customers.” Time magazine, headlin- 
ing its obituary the wages of srN, reported that the Everleigh Club had 
been “the most luxurious bordello which the U.S. ever saw,” and con- 
cluded, “Last week Minna died ... a wealthy and dignified dowager. 
Ada sent her body to Virginia for a burial befitting a Southern gentle- 
woman.” 

I had conveyed, as I have said, my letter of condolence to Aida Ever- 
leigh, sent it to Aida Lester at the old address. I had no idea if she ever 
received it. She seemed to have disappeared into thin air. Then, three 
and a half months later, there came an airmail envelope made out to me. 
The return address read, “Aida Lester, 20 W. 71st St., New York, N.Y.” 
But the imprinted postmark, dated December 31, 1948, read, “Char- 
lottesville, Va.” Inside I found an old-fashioned holiday greeting card 
bearing the legend, “Best Wishes for the New Year” and a bright print 
of a bubbling champagne glass. Inside the card, written in blue ink, was 
the following message: “New Years Eve 1948. We are wishing for you a 
Happy and Prosperous 1949. From our Family to yours — Cordially Aida 
and Minna Lester.” 

That was all, and that was the last I ever heard from Aida Everleigh. 
But it made her bereavement, and her future, clear to me. To the unim- 
aginative outside world, Minna might be considered as dead. To Aida, 
she would never die, and, for Aida herself, she would continue to be 
"Cordially Aida and Minna Lester.” 

After receiving Aida’s card, my mind kept returning to Minna’s death, 
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and I decided to write a brief but personal lememlnance of Minna for 
the people in show business, whom Minna had always followed and for 
whom she had felt (except for her loathing of actors) an affinity. In 
those days, a friend of min^ Irving Hoffman, a celebrated public rda- 
tions man, cartoonist, intimate of the greats, conducted a lively column 
“Tales of Hoffman” in The Hollywood ^porter, a dafly trade journal 
dispensing information to people in the'motion picture and theatrical 
business. Hoffman had often asked me to write guest columns fmr hirt4 
and from time to time I had done such columns, and now I wanted to 
do one more. I wrote my farewell to Minna Everleigh for Hoffman’s 
column, and he published it. I did not realize tbat it would bring the 
modem-day successor to the Everleighs into my life, but it did. 

A few days after my column appeared, I received a telephone call from 
a person who had a deep, husky male voice. The voice, I learned in a 
moment, belonged to a female, and the caller was none other than Polly 
Adler. Of course, I recognized her name at once. Polly Adler had been 
a front-page figure between 1920 and 1944 when, with a handful of 
attractive girls who worked in a variety of magnificent apartments in 
New York City, she had been America’s leading call-house madam. 
Her friends — one or two of them also were clients — ^had ranged from 
pugilists like Mickey Walker to gangsters like A 1 Capone, Frank Cos- 
tello, and Dutch Schultz to entertainment personalities like Wallace 
Beery and Robert Benchley. Driven out of Manhattan in 1944, she had 
spent the last five years in retirement in a middle-class bungalow in Bur- 
bank, California, while she industriously attempted to acquire a college 
degree by attending evening classes at Los Angdes City College. 

Now, it appeared, Polly Adler was completing an autobiography about 
her adventures as a purveyor of pleasure. In one section of her book, she 
had made passing reference to her foremost predecessors, the Everleigh 
sisters. She was not satisfied with this section, and wanted to enlarge it, 
but not until she read my guest column in The Hollywood Reporter had 
she known how to get the necessary information. What she wanted from 
me was permission to use a few paragraphs of my column to expand her 
own section on the Everleighs. I agreed to this at once. When Polly 
Adler’s book, A House Is Not a Home, finally was published in 1953, it 
was a best seller and a national sensation. Acknowledgment of my own 
minor contribution to the Everleigh saga I found in a footnote on page 
314. Polly Adler had written: 

“Until Minna’s death, in 1948, only a half-dozen trusted friends knew 
that the sisters were living the life of respectable clubwomen at a home 
they owned near Central Park in New York. I am indebted to Irving 
Wallace one of the few who knew their secret, for this information.” 
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Afto: diat, Polly Adler, a pudgy, Jewish middle-aged lady with a pas- 
sion for Icnowledge, and I became fast friends. Oftei\. I would sit in her 
living room, studying her voluminous scrapbooks, go^ng myself on her 
ddicious homemade chopped chicken liver, while she questioned me 
about the profession of writing and about the Everleighs. And when I 
was not eating, I would steadily interrogate her about her life as a 
madam — ^the unprintable and libelous parts that were not included in 
ha book — and she would discourse freely on her girls, her frmous cli- 
ents, her philosophy about frie sexual lives of men and women. 

Several times, Polly Adler sought my advice on the second book that 
she was in the process of preparing, a sequel to A House Is Not a Home, 
a book about the prostitutes who had worked for her and what had 
happened to each of them. Once, I know, she traveled across the United 
States with a tape recorder, looking up the girls — one had become a 
narcotics addict, another the respectable wife of a wealthy realtor — ^and 
putting down their stories on tajw. But this provocative book, like 
Minna Everleigh’s own, was never to be published. On another occasion, 
Polly informed me with great glee of a marvelous evening she had just 
enjoyed. Alfred C. Kinsey, renowned throughout the world for his sex 
surveys, Sexual Behavior in the Human Male and Sexual Behavior in the 
Human Female, had visited Los Angeles and had wanted to meet her. 
And she had wanted to meet him. She had invited him over for a Jewish 
dinner, and he had accepted immediately. “A wonderful man, that Dr. 
Kinsey,” she told me. “We had so much in common to discuss. But you 
know, I found him surprisingly prim and puritanical. One thing I will 
say for him. Just like you, Irving, he never left a crumb of the chopped 
chicken liver!” 

Polly Adler followed my career as avidly as I had once followed hers. 
When I published my second book, a collective biography of American 
eccentrics and nonconformists, Polly bought a dozen copies, asked me 
to inscribe them, and then she wrote me: 

“Thanks for autographing the books for my friends. Hustling for The 
Square Pegs is a pleasure. Too bad my time is limited. Can’t do an ex- 
tensive hustling job comparable to the old days. 

“Your book rates it! I loved it! — Especially Victoria Woodhull [a for- 
mer prostitute, advocate of free love and equal rights for women, who 
ran for the Presidency of the United States in 1872] — ^what a dame! 
Lucky for me she wasn't around in my day. I couldn’t buck such compe- 
tition.” 

One of the last times I heard from Polly Adler— just a few years before 
her untimely death in June of 1962 — ^was on the occasion of the publica- 
tion of my novel. The Chapman Report. 'The book told the story of the 
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effects of the visit of a university sex survey team on a group of women 
living in a suburb of Los Angeles. Polly read it in one sitting, and tele* 
phoned me in a state of great excitement, “Irving," she exclaimed, “I 
adored it! Where in the hell did you pick up all that informatioti? Why, 
ril be damned, but you know more about sex than I do!” I demurred to 
the literary madam, but she went on, “Irving, every woman should read 
this book. I'm sending copies to all my old girk, and some of my old 
competitors." I thanked her. Then after a contemplative pause, she 
said, “I’d like to have sent a copy to poor old Aida Everleigh. Too bad, 
but maybe what happened was for the best, what with Minna so long 
gone." I agreed that it was too bad about Aida, and I knew in my heart 
that what had happened had been for the best. 

For earlier in that year, after over eleven years without her sister, Aida 
Everleigh had died. She was eighty-four years old when she died on Jan- 
uary 3, i960, although one Chicago newspaper ungallantly made her 
ninety-four, and The New York Times made her ninety-three. 

The news of Aida’s passing was not as widely reported as Minna’s had 
been. The Everleighs’ old reporter friend and Boswell, Charles Wash- 
bum, learned of her death and wrote the primary story for the Chicago 
Tribune, and almost all other obituaries were based on his story. 

Washburn’s account, which appeared in the Tribune of January 6, 
1960, began, “Ada Everleigh, the senior half of the famed Everleigh sisters 
and one of the most notorious madams of all time, was buried secretly 
Tuesday in a grave next to her sister Minna in a small Virginia cemetery 
not far from Washington, D.C.” Then, Washburn’s news story went on, 
“Unknown for nearly 50 years in life, she had requested to remain un- 
known in death. Only a few relatives attended the services. Minna died 
in New York City, Sept. 16, 1948.” Next, the story revived some of the 
gaudy Everleigh Club’s history, then reported, “After Minna’s death, 
Ada returned to her native Virginia. Ada died last Sunday of old age, 
but no word reached this reporter until Tuesday. What few pictures she 
had were sent recently to the Chicago Sunday Tribune for safe keeping. 
Other evidence of her identity was long since destroyed.” There was 
generous mention of the girls of long ago. “Everleigh Club sirens wore 
evening gowns and were properly introduced to the guests. 'The prices 
were $25 and up for going up the mahogany staircases. 'This, remember, 
in an age of nickel beers and 10 cent whiskey.” And finally, one of the 
senior Everleigh’s witticisms was memorialized. As the Everleigh Club 
closed its doors for the last time, Aida had made a farewell speech to the 
personnel, and her last words were “We are going from bawd to worse — 
retirement.” 

'There would be no bottle of champagne in the days before next New 
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Year’s Eve at 20 West 71st Street — or at a certain house in Virginia. 

I wondered what had happened to Aida’s gold piano. And I wondered 
what had become of Minna's manuscript, ‘Toets, Prophets and Gods.” 
And then, I wondered who in New York City now had the telephone 
number, Endicott 2-9970. 
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T he army captain had assured me, just before I left on the trip early 
that winter, that I would not have to look at surgery. “No opera- 
tions, nothing of the sort,” he had said. “I can’t stand them, either. 
They make me vomit. No. This has only to do with artificial limbs. The 
limbs themselves, see?” 

But when, after twenty hours on the train, I reached the dismal Ter- 
minal Station in Atlanta, 1 knew everything about this assignment was 
going to be bad. I had expected, somehow, that it would be a sunshiny 
day, but now outside it was dirty gray and the rain was slashing down 
and people were fringed unhappily around the depot. 

I went into the cafeteria, had some milk and toast, then figured it was 
late enough in the morning to call. I telephoned the hospital but the 
colonel wasn’t in yet. He had given me his residence number, so I 
phoned there and his wife answered. He had just left. Was I the ser- 
geant from New York? Well, he had tried hard to find me a room, and 
thought that he had one at the Briarcliff. I said thanks. 

I called the Briarcliff and they had something for me at five dollars 
and a half a day, and I thought: Christ, five-fifty a day when the Army is 
paying me two dollars a day for quarters. But I took it. 

It was still raining. There were plenty of cabs at the depot curb, differ- 
ent from New York. The cabs were informal, without yellow paint and 
skylights, and the drivers didn’t wear those caps. I got into the first cab. 
The driver was an angular-faced, unshaven Southern boy. He asked 
where to, and I told him, and he said, “That’s four miles.” I said I 
couldn’t help it. He asked, "Are you new here?” I said yes. He started the 
car. He said, “Ibis is the old part of town. The depot is in ffie old part.” 
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I accepted Hie apology. We drove up the hill and away from the old 
part. 

He settled back, observing again my uniform in bis rearview mirror. 
"Furlough?” 

I said no, then I thought I’d tell him and impress him, so I said, “I’m 
a writer from the Signal Corps. I’m going to be at Lawson Hospital for a 
few weeks gathering material for a movie.” 

"On the amps?” 

‘Tes.” 

He was impressed. "Will it be in the movie theaters?” 

I wondered what he would think if I told him that the working title of 
our movie was Construction and Use of Provisional Prostheses. But I 
said no, it was only a training film to be shown to specialists. 

After that he was disinterested. 

At the Briarcbff — “Atlanta’s Finest Hotel” — I promptly dispensed 
with my one obligatory task. I jotted messages on a half-dozen postcards, 
the phony, planned kind expected by friends from a Yankee on his first 
visit to Georgia — ^“I have arrived safely with my typewriter and carpet- 
bag.” 

With that out of my system, I inquired how to reach Lawson General 
Hospital and was told it was fourteen miles out in the country. I caught 
a rickety trolley on Ponce de Leon Avenue, and when I asked the elderly 
lady behind me where I got off to transfer, she replied that she had lived 
in Atlanta twenty-five years but wanted to die in Long Beach, California. 
She had visited Long Beach last year, during the summer, and when 
people learned she was from Georgia they always asked when Georgia 
was going to join the Union. “I found out that was a joke,” she said, “so 
I always laughed with them.” 

I asked her where I got off to transfer. She said where West Peachtree 
meets East Peachtree, and even in Long Beach everyone had heard of 
Peachtree Street. I thanked her, and when I rose to leave, she reminded 
me, loudly, not to forget that this was Southern hospitality. “We give 
our time to everyone. We have plenty of time, but no money.” 

Thereafter, during my two-week visit, whenever elderly ladies heard 
me make inquiries in my hard Midwestern accent, they would become 
solicitous. I was always being instructed by elderly ladies. The young 
ones, mostly with nice legs, kept their distance as if I’d come to bum 
Atlanta again. Always, my elderly guides, after instructions and digres- 
sions, sent me off with the local cliche, “This is just some of our South- 
ern hospitality.” When I wrote my wife, in California, about all this 
hospitality, she replied somewhat acidly, “Wait’ll they find out you’re a 
Jew.” 
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At my transfer point I took a trackless trolley. After an hour, the occu* 
pants were weeded down to a handful of mothers and wives journeying 
to Lawson to visit between the hours of two and four. At the end of the 
line the mothers, wives, and I descended from the bus for our last trans- 
fer. We had our choice of waiting for a military bus that ran on an 
erratic schedule or taking one of the scavenger cabs that lurked nearby. 
The cabs charged a dime a person. It began raining again, and I stood 
inside a shed with the women. The women huddled together, and I 
stood off alone. I caught two of the women looking at my legs. It made 
me uncomfortable, and I finally took a cab. 

Lawson General Hospital, physically, was a disappointment. Td imag- 
ined a vast, imposing, solid stone structure, like all those city hospitals. 
Instead, it was a network of low-slung, insubstantial, wooden buildings 
sprawled along the paved highway. It seemed hke a jungle of barracks, 
without beginning, without end. Later when I inquired, I learned from 
an efficient middle-aged secretary, a professional Southerner, that Law- 
son consisted of precisely 245 one-story buildings stretching across a 
frontage that covered seven-eighths of a mile. 

I learned further, from a Vermont WAG sergeant who was worrying 
about the weight she had gained in service, that Lawson was one of 
seven Army hospitals handling amputees in the United States. There 
had been five before the war, and two were added afterward. These am- 
putee centers, their facilities temporarily inflated, were spotted through- 
out the land — New York, Michigan, Utah. These hospitals had handled, 
or were handling, the 15,000 amputees produced by World War II. 
About 10,000 were servicemen who had lost a leg — or legs — ^mostly from 
wounds caused by shrapnel from enemy artillery, or by land mines. 

Lawson had a bed capacity of 3,300, and during the period I was there, 
some 2,700 patients were registered. Most of these patients were soldiers 
with overseas ribbons; some few were dependents of soldiers, an addi- 
tional responsibility of the army. The number of amputees was rela- 
tively small, yet their presence dominated the life of the hospital. 

My initial duty at Lawson was to report to the colonel in the Ortho- 
pedic Surgery Building. His ofl 5 ce was the first to the right, just beyond 
the pharmacy. The colonel was a short, slender, wiry Missourian. He was 
late-thirtyish. His hair gave the effect of having a crew cut, though it 
didn’t, and his eyes were watery and distant. His profile was that of a 
somewhat pleasant, though emaciated Neanderthal man. His dress was 
eccentric only on top and on the bottom — ^he wore a Stillwell hat and 
cumbersome government-issue shoes. He had done six years of institu- 
tional and postgraduate medical work in St. Louis before the war, and 
had enlisted in the Army Reserve to get his year of miUtary service over 
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wi&. He had specialized in orthopedic surgery only after entering the 
army. 

TTie colonel had been at Lawson four and a half ytears, and was a little 
dazed. When I first met him, which was in New York at Signal Corps 
motion picture headquarters, I had thought that his bewilderment re- 
sulted from being suddenly exposed to ex-Hollywood characters and 
their erratic manner and mystifying talk. In New York, he moved about 
like a Boston banker surrounded by M-G-M, and awkwardly tried to add 
movie terms to his own speech, which only added up to new Goldwyn- 
isms. But here at Lawson, in his own element, among his colleague, 
even though he displayed brief flashes of assurance and aj^thority, the 
bewilderment was still with him. I decided it was chronic. 

When I first arrived, the colonel thought that he might be out of the 
service in four more weeks and he was quietly elated. He would take his 
wife and three children back to St. Louis and go into orthopedic surgery. 
“We had fifteen thousand amps in four years of war,” he would say, 
“but every year, in America, there are forty thousand amp cases. For the 
first time. I’ll be able to work with different groups, even with children, 
and be able to study and really take my time.” Sometimes he was wor- 
ried about going into private practice. “I’m a debunker now,” he would 
say. “I tell the truth. I don’t know all that fancy customer psychology. 
I’ll probably never have a decent practice. I’ll wind up selling news- 
papers.” Then he would remember that, as an officer, he had saved 
enough money to buy a modest house. This cheered him. He candidly 
admitted that he had come into the army with a brand-new wife, one 
room of furniture, and five dollars. 

But by the time my visit ended, his private practice was no longer a 
prospect. The Surgeon General’s office had frozen him to his army job, 
frozen him overnight. He was key personnel. They had released too many 
medical men too fast and now they needed all remaining key personnel. 
After four and a half years. The colonel took it with a smile, and I liked 
him immensely for that, but I was sorry as hell for him, even though it is 
not GI for a sergeant ever to be sorry for a colonel. 

After he was frozen, the colonel appeared more preoccupied than ever. 
Although he was a project officer, and overseer of our film, he would 
forget me for hours at a time if some surgical oddity reared its head. Or 
an unusual X-ray. 

The colonel collected X-rays as other men collect artistic nude photo- 
graphs or rare stamps. Any X-ray, the most pedestrian, would arrest him, 
and bring forth much muttering and head-wagging. Once when we were 
in the middle of a conference, a medical officer put his head in to say 
that Staff Sergeant So-and-So was being separated from the hospital. 
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This provoked a great show of alarm from the colond, who promptly 
ordered that the staff sergeant appear at once with his complete file. 
When the sergeant materialized, somewhat frightened, the colonel de- 
manded only his X-rays. 'T remember you. Sergeant,” the colonel said, 
holding an X-ray to the light. “You had a hip fractured and refractured 
and . . .” He drifted off into silent ecstasy over the victim’s colorful 
breakages. Finally, after an hour of persistent tongue-clucking, the 
colonel selected three choice and gloomy X-rays, put' them aside for his 
album, and sent the sergeant packing into civilian life. 

On another occasion, hearing that an ex-saddler from Kentucky, who 
had lost both legs above the knees in the service, was being discharged, 
the colonel *broke an important appointment just to have one last 
glimpse of the fellow. Later, the colonel told me that he had taken the 
Kentuckian into the countryside and photographed him in ifi-mm color. 
“That boy got around pretty well for a bilateral amp,” explained the 
colonel. “Only trouble, when I tried to get him to ride a horse again, he 
couldn’t mount without help. He’ll have a rugged time.” The colonel 
brightened. “But I took some magnificent pictures.” 

The colonel’s cinematic ambition, beyond our immediate project, was 
to make a movie about multiple amputees he had met during the war. 
He showed me the outline he had written. His documentary film would 
include the two quadruple amputees in the United States — one who had 
lost all four limbs when he stepped on a land mine in the Pacific theater, 
and who was still at Percy Jones General Hospital, and another who had 
suffered a winter airplane crash in Maine and lost all his limbs from 
freezing, and who was now a civilian. 'The colonel also wished to include 
the six triple amputees of World War II. “We have one of them right 
here at Lawson,” he said enthusiastically. 'This triple amputee had been 
a Georgia University football end, All-American, and during the Battle 
of the Bulge, he almost froze to death. Three of his limbs were removed; 
his torso survived. 

The colonel said that he wanted to make this picture a medical serial. 
Five years from now, he wanted the Army to send cameramen out to 
visit all these same amputees and film them again after their rehabilita- 
tion. The colonel asked me if I thought that this would make a good 
picture. I said yes. 

The colonel’s narrow office was also my own office during my stay, and 
it became for me a room out of a nightmare. It was furnished widi an 
ordinary wooden desk, chairs, a white-sheeted examination table — and 
something honible on top of the bookcase. This something was a formid- 
able, square, glass container, filled with yellow liquid in which floated an 
object that resembled a dehydrated tree stump with roots streaming from 
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it. The very first day there, I glanced at the typed label pasted on the 
^lass. From die obscure medical language, it appeared to be the case 
history of a corporal from Alabama, aged twenty-eight, white, who had 
died in 1943. The realization hit me that this object, floating, was a part 
of the corporal, on display much as a writer's first rejection slip would be. 
It seemed impossible because the Hiing resembled nothing. The pasted 
typed label was insistent. I finally decided it was a human bone of some 
Idnd. I was immediately nauseated. 

In the days after, I was inesistibly drawn to the Thing, and I read the 
case history a half-dozen times, and each time was nauseated. At last I 
moved my project across the corridor, and took to using a WAC’s type- 
writer. 

My greatest problem of survival in ihe hospital was learning the native 
tongue. While most of the patients persisted in using the language of 
the barracks, and were therefore intelligible to me, the medical officers 
and limb mechanics, with whom I had more contact, conversed in an 
English more befuddling than Chaucer in the original. The two princi- 
pal terms used were “amps” and “prostheses.” Any patient who had a 
limb amputated was, quite naturally, an “amp." And the artificial limbs, 
ranging from aim to hand to thigh and foot (and, I was told later, false 
teeth might technically be included in this category), were called 
“prostheses” in the plural and “prosthesis” in the singular. 

The vocabulary was rich and endless. Arms were referred to as “upper 
extremities” and legs as “lower extremities.” A temporarily fitted artifi- 
cial leg was a “provisional prosthesis.” All amps were broken down into 
specialized categories — a BK was a soldier whose leg had been removed 
below the knee, and BE was one whose arm had been removed below 
the elbow. The most difficult for me to use, at first, was AK, because of 
its previous connotation in my vocabulary. Now it meant an above-the- 
knee amputee. There were others ranging from a “syme,” one who had 
lost his foot but not his heel, to “hip disarticulation,” one who was 
minus a leg from the hip down, a particularly limiting loss. The most 
revolting expression, and one bandied about constantly by the doctors, 
was “guillotined." When a soldier was first wounded on the field of 
battle, and required immediate surgery, his limb was guillotined — ^mean- 
ing it was sawed ofiF straight and unceremoniously, to be operated upon 
again later, to shape it so that an artificial limb could be fitted. 

The worst thing about the language, for a squeamish and sentimental 
layman like myself, was the casual manner in which it was used. The 
surgeons at Lawson discussed these things with less overt concern than 
they showed when they ordered steaks medium-well. I realized, of 
course, that another operation, another man without a leg, was to them 
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as much a part of their daily life as their morning shave, and it had to be 
that way, but to the uninitiated it was dismaying. 

Once in the evening, when most of the staff had gone home or back to 
the barracks, I accompanied the colonel on his last rounds. We were 
walking through the Orthopedic Limb Shop, and before turning off the 
lights in each room, he would describe some curio. In the last room, 
where all types of odd contraptions lay, I saw an utterly medieval mon- 
strosity, a skeleton of leather and steel, the largest network of braces I’d 
ever seen. I asked the colonel about it, and he went over, and had to 
grunt as he lifted it. “This is the worst one,” he said. “It’s a prosthesis 
for a man who’s been paralyzed from the waist down. It helps him stand. 
It’s really not very good, but what can we do?” He set it down, switched 
off the lights, and as we walked out he said, “I think those paralytics 
would be better off if they allowed us to cut off both their legs. It might 
help them ambulate.” I said nothing. 

Another time, the colonel took me to see a hip disarticulation case. A 
big, blond, obliging boy, who neither smiled nor scowled, placed himself 
on exhibit for us with the disinterest of a sideshow freak. The boy wore a 
T-shirt and jock shorts and he had lost his right leg and thigh to the hip. 
He wore a cumbersome prosthesis, with a tremendous light brown 
leather socket for his hip stump, and a yellow fiber leg. The colonel 
asked him to walk on level floor for us, and then to negotiate a slight 
incline. The boy did so rapidly, professionally, but the prosthesis made 
him jolt when he walked. When we were through, the colonel thanked 
him and we left. “He has an interesting gait,” said the colonel. "We’ll 
use him for the end of our movie.” Suddenly, halfway down the corridor, 
the colonel halted. “Sa-ay, I forgot to have him do the best thing. It’ll 
photograph fine, show the limitations of hip disarticulation prostheses.” 
I inquired what had been forgotten. 'The colonel stood there shaking his 
head. “I wanted to make him run for you. When he runs, he falls flat on 
his face!” 

But the incident that affected me most was the least important. I met 
a lieutenant at the hospital who lived with his wife in my hotel. We 
became friends right off because he came from a small town near Madi- 
son, Wisconsin, and had gone to the University, and had known a foot- 
ball player I had attended high school with in Kenosha. He suggested 
that I drive back to town with him, and save myself the tedious bus and 
trolley ride, and I grabbed at the chance. 

'The first time I left with him, he was also taking his civilian secretary, 
a middle-aged, graying woman. As we walked to the parking lot, the 
lieutenant broke off his chatter to me, and turned to his secretary. “By 
the way. Miss Smith, I forgot to look. Do 1 have any surgery in the 
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morning?” Miss Smith shook her head. “None. You’re not posted.” He 
turned back to me and kept right on talking, and as I half listened, I 
thought: Cod, in one of those shacks someone is waiting for surgery, a 
portion of a leg to be taken off and carted away (what do they do with 
the legs?); someone is waiting and his ma and pa are somewhere, away, 
sitting and waiting and worrying, and his girl or wife, and a couple of 
friends waiting, and himself before falling asleep tonight, thinking about 
it, his whole life standing still on this one surgery, and here I am walk- 
ing with a young doctor who is asking if there is any surgery for him 
in the morning, he forgot to look. 

When we got into the coupe, I stared at the lieutenant, a nice young 
guy with a handsome, beefy, red face, probably exhausted from overwork 
and wanting out every minute, and with his wife waiting back in the 
hotd and bright people coming over for dinner, a nice guy — ^but in one 
of those beds, another guy waiting for when surgery is posted. I felt lousy 
all the way back to the hotel. 

Our picture project, which occupied most of my waking hours and a 
good portion of my insomnia, was divided into two parts. The first part 
concerned the lower extremity, and the second part the upper extremity. 
The first part was the more vital, since men with leg losses were twice as 
numerous as men with arm losses. Also, fitting the leg prosthesis was 
more complicated. 

The earlier promise, that I would not have to witness surgery, was 
kept. Our picture, both parts, dealt solely with the manufacture and the 
use of prostheses — ^but always, fearfully, the surgery and the agony were 
just ofiFstage. 

I spent most of my time in the Orthopedic Limb Shop. This con- 
sisted, first, of a vast reception room presided over by a cheerful Irish 
WAC who limped. Next to it, separated by a white curtain, was the tiny 
measuring room, and this opened into three rooms where the construc- 
tion of the artificial limbs took place. 

The process was efficient and undramatic. A patient who returned 
from overseas with his leg missing below the knee was treated and fur- 
ther operated upon at Lawson. In the old days, he would have waited a 
year or more for a limb fitting. Now, about ten weeks after final surgery, 
he was wheeled into the shop. Sometimes he swung in on crutches. If 
the shrinkage of his stump had been uniform, and the nerves had lost 
their irritability, and the wound was soundly healed, he was ready. He 
was escorted into the tiny measuring room, and his stump placed on 
plain brown paper and carefully traced. Too, his good leg was traced and 
measured. Then he was brought into the plaster room and told to sit on a 
bench. His naked stump was exposed. A woolen stockinette was slipped 
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tighdy over it, plaster smeared around the stockinette, and when the cast 
had hardened, it was removed. The patient was also removed. From now 
on in, the process was out of his control. 

In the shop, I met the enlisted men and civilians who man ufactured 
the prostheses. They were a strange assortment. The boss of the plaster 
room, a sturdy oc-seigeant who introduced himself as Mister Chandler, 
looked like an impressive welterweight who mi^t excd at infighting. 
He, for one, had been a commercial limb maker before the war. His 
aides were all converts. One had been a radio repairman. Another had 
been a garage mechanic. A bemustached corporal from Long Island had 
been a subway dispatcher. 

In brief days, the prosthesis grew. Out of the original plaster cast came 
a plaster fecsimQe of the patient's stump. Around this plaster stump, 
layers of wet hide were glued. This, eventually, would be attached to the 
artificial leg. Elsewhere, in the shop, other items were being assembled. 
A willow wood foot, shaped to fit the patient’s shoe size, and built so 
that it would bend on a rubber hinge at tire ball. The willow foot was 
then attached to the bottom of a fiber artificial leg, usually prefabricated, 
and the socket to the top of that leg. A leather lacer, to hold the prosthe- 
sis to the patient's stump, and a special pelvic belt, to hold the whole 
mechanism to his body, were added. 

The final product was always carefully aligned and fitted on the pa- 
tient. The slightest irritation would send the prosthesis back through the 
assembly line. 

When I saw my first prosthesis up close (it was a complex one built 
for an AK, above-knee amp), I asked, perha{>s naively, if the men, well, 
went to bed wearing these limbs. The limb mechanic appeared startled, 
then said no, they took them off first, then understood why I inquired 
and added that they really weren’t much trouble to take off and put on 
because you simply unbuckled the pelvic belt and slid out and into bed. 

In New York, I had heard much criticism of these prostheses, but the 
only time at Lawson that their inadequacy was referred to in my pres- 
ence, I brought it up. I mentioned to the colonel, as we were leaving the 
hospital one afternoon, that I had read a magazine article by that young 
Bolte who had lost a leg at El Alamein, in which he insisted that injured 
veterans were not getting the artificial limbs they deserved. I told the 
colonel that Bolte had charged that Army prostheses were too heavy, too 
fiagile, too noisy, too crude. “It was quite an article,” I said. 

The colonel said nothing. He strode along beside me for about a half 
minute as if he hadn’t heard, then he spoke. “Was it terrifying?” 

I said, “No. Intelligent.” 

He lapsed into silence, and the subject was never introduced a gain, 
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nor did I attempt to bring it up, nor did I hear anything more about it 
from anyone dse at Lawson. 

Hie second part of our motion picture, on fhe consfmction and use of 
upper extremity prostheses, was comparatively simple. The patient who 
had lost his arm just bdow the elbow, for example, knelt down before a 
table, placed both his stump and his good arm on browii paper, and 
tracings were made. From these tracings an arm cuff, leather bucket for 
the stump, a steel frame and joints, and a hook, were assembled and 
fitted. Hie final limb usually weighed about two and a half pounds. 

My mentor, in the upper extremity department, was a thin, factual ser- 
geant named Lukasch. He had been in the shop for thirty-seven months 
and he was tired. “Before cornin’ here,” he told me, “I never saw a 
prosthesis. I was a metal patternmaker. Lookit me now.” He meant that 
I should look at the long, gray ledger he pulled off the shelf and opened. 
He had supervised the first artificial arm made at Lawson, and the birth 
was in the ledger. The patient’s name. The date, June, 1943. Lukasch 
flipped the pages. Each was filled, top to bottom, both sides, with names 
and dates. Lukasch slapped the ledger shut. “Seven hundred arms since I 
been here,” he said. “Hiat’s a helluva lot of arms.” 

When a patient acquired an arm from Lukasch, he took it through 
flie maze of drafty corridors to a department called “Occupational Ther- 
apy.” This was three large rooms, rigged up for the most like an ad- 
vanced kindergarten, and inhabited by a number of intense she- 
therapists dressed like nurses and some plump Cray Ladies who hovered 
in the background. In this department, for fourteen consecutive days, 
the amputee learned to live with his arm and master it. 

A small, pert, brunette therapist, a good-looker from Minnesota 
named Miss Beardsley, eagerly guided me about and supplied the com- 
mentary. “Our job is to train the arm amp to use his prosthesis ade- 
quately,” she said with a professional air. She had a wonderfully indig- 
nant quality about her. She would show small patience for an amp who 
pitied himself. And she would tear you apart if you did not appreciate 
what those boys had been through. I liked her very much. 

When I looked, I could see that she was wearing an engagement ring. 
I thought about the type of fellow she might marry. I thought not a 
soldier. Then I thought yes, a soldier. An intelligent soldier who is also 
an amp. But I did not ask her. 

She marched me over to a table. On it lay a checkerboard, with check- 
ers that appeared to have been designed by a drunk. The checkers were 
as impossible as a chess set with elephantiasis. Miss Beardsley said that 
this was called graded checkers, and that all arm patients had to play it 
because the game taught them to open and close their hooks. Miss 
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Beardsley led me from item to item, explaining that, arm patients had to 
learn to do everything with their hooks — to drive a car and change a 
tire, to dress and garden and handle a can opener, to manipulate safety 
pins and scissors and machinery. 

I inquired if there was some activity the men participated in as a 
group, something we might film that would show the awkwardness of 
the amps without their prostheses and then their skill using their pros- 
theses. She said yes, there was one activity — ^poker. “That’ll make your 
point on the screen. They shuffle cards quite well with their hooks. With- 
out the hooks — ^well, it takes two of them working together to shuffle the 
deck each time.” 

Since the prostheses were so valuable, I asked how the men themselves 
felt about them. Miss Beardsley wrinkled her nose. “They hate to strap 
on those arms,” she said. “They say it’s like a saddle on a filly, like a 
girdle on a girl. Lots of them throw their limbs away when they leave 
here, but they’re foolish, because the limbs are helpful.” I ventured that 
perhaps the men hated the hooks just as sailors hated those monkey 
suits. She said that was so, that lots of the boys discarded their hooks 
when they left Lawson and replaced them with cosmetic hands, which 
were prettier, but valueless. “The hook is functional,” she said. “The 
boys must learn to accept it themselves, and then, even though it’s ugly, 
they can make others accept it.” I asked if there were many married men 
worrying about the hooks and their wives’ reactions. Miss Beardsley be- 
came indignant. “Of course there are married men and of course their 
wives don’t mind!” She pulled back the arrow and let fly. “Why, I’m 
marrying one of our amps in the spring!” Her amp had been a sergeant 
and now he was with his parents in Chicago and would be back to take 
her away from all this. I was happy for her. For him, too< 

Miss Beardsley told me how the arm amps graduated. “On the four- 
teenth day, the patient is given a proficiency test. Sort of an obstacle 
course. The patient goes into that little room over there, by himself, and 
in thirty minutes he must finish each of these fourteen tasks. One of us 
watches him, from time to time, through a peephole. If he makes it, he 
graduates. He is a civilian.” 

She showed me the test. It was at once pathetic and Herculean. It 
read: 

“Proficiency Test Requirements. Check each item as you complete it. 
'The test must be completed in thirty minutes. . . . Close and lock door. 
Sharpen pencil. Cut meat. Butter bread. Turn on faucet. Fill glass with 
water. Tie tie. Wrap package. Answer phone. Put watch on wrist. . . .” 

When I was leaving I saw on the bulletin board clippings of famous 
one-armed athletes who had lectured at Lawson. I asked if they helped 
morale. Miss Beardsley said no, not if they were injured in World War 
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I. The patients were bored with accomplishments of World War I am- 
putees. The patients said to each other, “Hell, he’s had more than 
twenty years to learn. Wait’ll you see me after twenty years.” But the 
amps of this war, who were already proficient, were real morale builders. 
One ofiScer, who had lost both arms but now used prostheses success- 
fully, had been brought back three times to lecture. 

As much as I wanted to, in my period at Lawson, I could not avoid the 
amps themselves. Particularly, the legless. Wherever I went, Ihere they 
were. They swarmed through the corridors, every afternoon — ^men in 
wheelchairs, bandaged stumps protruding, wheeled by members of Law- 
son’s permanent enlisted company; or men in wheelchairs piloting them- 
selves with amazing speed. You would go into an office, and an amp 
would be stretched on a table, waiting. You would walk outdoors, and an 
amp, already fitted, would come hobbling toward you. You would go to 
thePX. 

The PX was the hardest to take. Every early afternoon I went down 
the corridor, off Ward loA, and into the Exchange. There they would 
be, jammed wheelchair to wheelchair, and crutch to crutch, gathered 
mostly about the women’s jewelry case or the smoking counters. To- 
gether, in groups, they were raucous, cheerful, profane. Together, they 
would scream at each other and shout wisecracks. I remember one en- 
listed man floundering into the PX, afraid to step on his new prosthesis, 
and a fat patient beside me screaming at him, “Come on, Tom, tell that 
leg who’s boss!” 

When the men were alone, I heard, it was different. Many became 
depressives, even serious paranoids, suffering from self-pity. Not only the 
endless hospitalization, a calvary, not only the maddening monotony of 
hours and days and bandages, punctuated with pain, but the knowledge 
that the limb is gone, plain goddamit gone, and no power in heaven or 
on earth can ever, ever in a whole lifetime, put the flesh and the bone 
back in that empty space. 

TTie colonel himself was aware of the amps’ psychological problems. 
In preparing research for our script, one day he dictated the following to 
me: “In the early functional use of a prosthesis, the fabric is the least 
important factor. More important are proper alignment and fitting . . . 
and even above the limb itself, in importance, stands the patient, the 
individual user. Upon the patient’s stamina, perseverance, upon his high 
integrity and his will, depends his early use of the well-fitted prosthesis 
and his return to normal and gainful living.” 'The colonel asked me to 
read it back to him. I read it back. He said, "Uh, that last phrase, change 
that last phrase to read ‘and his return to relative normal and gainful 
living.’ ” 

My very lowest moment with the amps occurred at the PX the after- 
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noon I wandered in to buy a pair of short socks. I wanted a heavy pair, 
size twelve, light brown. The girl behind the counter said they had lots 
of everything except sodcs. I griped. But she was busy, so she said simply 
and as a fact, “Sarge, we just don’t have as much call for socks in this PX 
as for other things.” 

Living among the amps became a horrible embarrassment to me, and 
with each day and each contact my misery gnawed deeper. Always be- 
fore, when people wanted to know what I did in the Army, I was proud 
to say that I was a writer, writing propaganda and orientation and train- 
ing films. I felt that this being a writer, proclaiming it, made me retain 
my civilian standing, my special high-level individuality. It was defen- 
sive evidence that I was not of the stupid herd, I was no part of the 
blurred GI image. It was my reaction to being pushed around and down- 
graded for three years and three months. 

Now, suddenly, among the amps, I was thoroughly ashamed and mis- 
erable. I was ashamed of everything, of how far I’d been from combat, of 
the amount of secondhand reporting converted into celluloid I’d con- 
tributed. Most of all, I was ashamed of my legs. 

My legs felt fet and luxurious when I walked on them, and I kept 
knowing the amps were looking at them and resenting them. 

I was glad when it was over. 

The train was fast going back. When I arrived at Pennsylvania Sta- 
tion, it was late in the evening but still there were people clustered, 
waiting. I rode up on the escalator, and strode through the row of shops, 
and outside. It was snowing, light flakes swirling around and down, and 
I could see the pavement was glassy. I stood a while, watching people 
going and coming. People hurrying home for warmth and dryness and 
dinner and talk. 

I decided to walk up to Sixth Avenue and then to my hotel. Suddenly, 
in the snow and cold, the two weeks past seemed impossible, isolated 
like a half-forgotten event among creatures of a night’s dream in a hid- 
den valley. Here there was life, and whole people were moving, talking, 
rustling newspapers, laughing loudly in groups. I began moving, too, and 
I shivered a little in the cold. I walked faster and fester, and did not slip, 
even though it was slippery. Nobody looking at my legs. 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

“The Amps” was a record I wrote primarily for mysdf, b^n in At- 
lanta and finished in New York City, of my last assignment as an en- 
listed man in the United States Army. 

So 
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Of my three years and four months in the service, I spent one year in 
the Army Air Force writing training films, and after a transfer, the re- 
maining period was spent in the Army Signal Corps writing orientation 
and propaganda films for our troops. Despite my efforts to become an 
overseas conespondent for Yonfe, foe weekly periodical for all foe serv- 
ices, I was never near foe smoke of battle, llie closest I came to combat 
was a credit dispute over an orientation film, waged with my superior 
officer, foe renowned but exasperating Colonel Frank Capra. 

Whfle stationed in Los Angeles, I had done foe major writing job on 
Know Your Enemy Japan, and Colonel Capra, in submitting the list of 
credits to Washington, D.C., omitted my name completely, giving full 
credit instead to several well-known civilian writers who had played only 
a small role in the backbreaking policy effort. There was no appeal — ^nor 
should there have been, considering what other young men had done for 
their country wifoout credit. But it was irritatingly amusing to know 
how Hollywood standards carried over into the Army, where most of my 
group— including such co-workers as Captain John Huston and Colonel 
Theodore Geisel — ^lived a schizoid existence, half foe time playing sol- 
dier, and half the time playing Hollywood producer or director or 
screenplay writer. For many of us, too, it was a schizoid existence in 
anofoer way. Every day, we reported for roll call, in uniform, at a motion 
picture studio leased by foe Army Signal Corps. There, we wrote narra- 
tion for propaganda films telling our men why they were fighting and 
how to survive — or for what cause they might die — and then we went 
back to our cozy but uneasy homes at night (since there were no bar- 
racks on the post) to live as Hollywood civilians in uniform, deeply re- 
sentful of the real civilians all around os who were going merrily ahead 
making civilian money and who were free of the restrictions of army life. 
And yet all of us felt guilty about the real soldiers far away, who were 
suffering and dying on Iwo Jima or at Anzio, and who were unlikely to 
be helped one damn bit by our films. 

Finally, our post in Hollywood closed down, and with intense relief I 
learned that I was being transferred elsewhere. On November 8, 1945 , 1 
was transferred to foe Signal Corps Photographic Center on Long Is- 
land, New York, but this was little better — ^for on this post, which was 
another reconverted motion picture studio, there had been or were still 
sudr officers and fellow enlisted men as William Saroyan, Irwin Shaw, 
John Cheever, Stanley Kramer, Gottfried Reinhardt, Carl Laemmle, Jr., 
to name but a few. 

In those last three months of my army career, since again there were 
no accommodations on the post, I lived at foe Royalton Hotel on 44fo 
Street in Manhattan. Every night, when I returned by subway from my 
Long Island post to the Royalton Hotel, I entered into a remarkable 
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world. George Jean Nathan had a suite on one floor. Robert Benchley 
had a suite on another. And just before I left for Atlanta, Thomas 
Wolfe’s aged mother Julia (the Eliza Gant of Look Homeward, Angel) 
registered at the hotel. I met her one evening in the lobby, introducing 
m3«elf with great diffidence as “a writer” and “an admirer” of her son, 
and after that she talked on and on about Tom, as if he were alive and 
about to call for her, although he had been dead seven years. She had 
some unproduced and unpublished plays her Tom had written, and she 
was in New York hoping to arrange for either production or publication 
of them. 

I was eager to know Julia Wolfe better— there was even stirring 
within me, based on her lonely visit to New York, an idea for a novd — 
but it was not to be. My soldier-writer existence suddenly submerged my 
civilian-writer existence. The Army Signal Corps ordered me to Atlanta 
for what was to be, although I did not know it then, my last assignment, 
before my discharge in February of 1946. I was ordered to proceed to 
Atlanta to work with a colonel from St. Louis at Lawson General Hos- 
pital on a film project to be called Comtntction and Use of Provisional 
Prostheses. 

Altogether, I was in Atlanta for fourteen days. What the Army got 
out of my visit was a training film, which I wrote during my last two 
weeks in the service. What I got out of my assignment was the experi- 
ence recounted in “The Amps,*’ a memoir which I wrote for myself. 
Long after, when I came to write my novel The Prize, and 1 sought a 
locale for the story of Professor Max Stratman and his bruised niece, 
Emily, my memories of the patients’ traumas at Lawson General Hospi- 
tal came back to me, and I placed Stratman and Emily in Atlanta and at 
Lawson General Hospital. 

What I lost, because of this assignment, was a chance to get to know 
Thomas Wolfe’s mother better, and perhaps to develop a novel that 
might have been based on her. For when I returned to the Royalton 
Hotel, I learned that shortly after I had gone to Atlanta she had moved 
across the street to the Algonquin Hotel, and there, a few days before my 
return, she had died. Julia Wolfe was gone. Only Eliza Gant survived. It 
would be futile to attempt to show how well she had survived after “Eu- 
gene Gant’s” death — ^when I could no longer really know. 

Except for one day in 1961 when I reviewed my Atlanta experiences 
briefly in preparing The Prize, I did not reread “The Amps” until I 
decided to include it in this collection. Since rereading it, I have won- 
dered what my colonel in the Orthopedic Suig[ery Building, then late 
thirtyish, now late fiftyish, had done with himself in the two decades 
since we had worked together. Had he remained in the service? Had he 
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gone into private practice in St. Louis? Was he still involved with amps? 
It is unlikely I shall ever know, for I could not remember his name. 
What had happened to the Thing in the glass container in his office? Or 
to toe triple amputee who had been a Georgia University football end? 
Or to those of toe nation’s fifteen thousand amps who were patients in 
Atlanta when I was there? I do not know the answers. I made no effort 
to learn than. I did not have toe nerve. 

All that I made an effort to find out, and all that I did learn, was that 
toe Lawson General Hospital which I had seen I would neva see again. 
The medical director of the Vetaans Administration in Atlanta replied 
to my recent inquiry: “The Lawson General Hospital, as Mr. Wallace 
may have known it in 194;, has ceased to exist as a VA medical facility 
since 1951. In its stead, the Atlanta VA Hospital was established as a 
general medical and surgical facility, currently operating approximately 
three hundred beds for many types of acutely ill VA patients. Although 
amputees are often a small part of its patient population and a few 
prostoeses are issued, it no longer remains or specializes as an amputee 
centa.” 

And finally, I determined to find out what happened to the film I 
wrote for the Signal Corps afta Atlanta, the film called Construction 
and Use of Provisional Prostheses. I do not mean that I was interested in 
finding out what happened to toe reels of celluloid, but rather in learn- 
ing what had happened in the twenty years since, to the subject 1 had 
written about — the development of artificial limbs. Had there been any 
progress? Had there been any major changes? Were the amputees I had 
known and observed, or their sons or neighbors’ sons who had lost limbs 
in Korea and Viet Nam, any betta off today (in terms of receiving an 
artificial limb for a real limb taken away) than their fathers were at the 
end of the Second World War? 

Apparently, for the amps who survived the Second World War, peace 
was somewhat less than wondaful. Most of them “displayed keen disap- 
pointment with the artificial limbs provided them,” admits A. Bennett 
Wilson, Jr., a memba of the Committee on Prosthetics Research and 
Devdopment. And then he adds, “Since they wae now all familiar with 
extremdy intricate mechanical, electrical, and hydraulic mechanisms, it 
was incomprehensible to them that a country so adept at turning out 
effident weapons of destruction had seemed to have failed so miserably 
in providing substitutes for limbs lost in battle.” 

As a result of this disappointment felt by disabled vetaans and their 
sympathetic physicians, severe pressure was exerted upon the military, 
and upon Congress, to step up a scientific program of prosthetics re- 
search. Through the Surgeon Genaal of the Army, the National Acad- 
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emy of Sciences (a nonprofit organization of scientists established by 
Abraham Lincoln) and its National Research Council (established by 
Woodrow Wilson) were brought into the picture. Between 1947 and 
1964, work on improving artificial limbs was vastly accderated. By 1961, 
there were Ihirty-three “separate groups engaged in some phase of re- 
search and devdopment related to artificial limbs.” There was also a 
committee, with its own laboratory, Biat examined and evaluated new 
prosthetic inventions. There was even a govermnent journal called Arts- 
fieud Limbs. 

What has been accomplished? For one thing, it appears that the hook 
device that served to replace a human hand has been gradually replaced 
by a molded rubber hand of five fin^rs, with three movable fingers 
made of aluminum and sted covered by felt. While scientists agreed 
that the hook device was “more functional,” they also knew that the 
amps found it “distasteful,” and they abandoned the hook in order to 
bolster morale. 

But scientists feel that real hope for the amps lies in another direction. 
According to Mr. Wflson, himself an engineer: "It has long been recog- 
nized that prostheses powered by some form of energy other than from 
human body sources (external power) would represent the next major 
advance in upper-extremity prosthetics.” 

How advanced is “the next major advance”? 

In the United States, International Business Machines had, by 1952, 
produced electrically powered artificial arms. Although they worked, 
they were rejected by the government because “the wearer was unable to 
operate the device without conscious thou^t.” Since then, there has 
been much optimism about applying the miniature components used in 
guided missiles to artificial limbs, while at the same time attempting “to 
develop or imcover sources of body power for control of the powered 
units.” 

In Germany, at the Orthopedic Clinic in Heidelberg, an artificial arm 
powered by compressed ps has been developed. Brought to the United 
States, and modified somewhat, it was tried on 150 American amps, and 
of these 148 were able to use it successfully while two were not. The 
shortcomings of this compressed-ps arm, according to American re- 
searchers, are a “problem” sensory feedback and the fact that ps does 
not store as efficiently as electricity. Its virtue is that the actuators for 
compressed ps are lighter than those for electricity. 

In Soviet Russia, there has been considerable drumbeating for an dec- 
trically powered arm of Russian design. In i960. Dr. J. 3 . Reswick saw 
this arm in operation in Moscow. He reported to his colleagues in Amer- 
ica that the Russians refused to reveal how the device worked, but 
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*1iinted at dectiomyograpliic control.” Unable to obtain interviews with 
Soviet scientists, or learn mote, Dr. Reswidc suspected that “the device 
does not meet the claims made.” 

Perhaps the most promising artificial limb produced abroad is the so- 
called “Vaduz hand,” an electrically powered artificial hand developed at 
a private limb shop in France, and manufactured in Vaduz, the capital 
of the Lilliput kingdom of Liechtenstein, adjacent to Switzerland. Ac- 
cording to American scientists, the opening and closing of this hand “is 
controlled by muscle contraction against an air-filled plastic bladder. 
Feedback is provided by a force-reflecting servo. . . .” While American 
scientists believe that it possesses many praiseworthy features, especially 
its sensory feedbadc system, they do not feel it is ready for widespread 
usage bemuse of “its complexity, apparent frailty, and limited applica- 
tion.” 

The hope for the future, the experts seem to indicate is an electrically 
powered artificial limb, since electricity is most likely to integrate weU 
widi the human nervous system. 

Reflecting on all of this, so many years after my visit to Atlanta, I find 
that I can only come to the most banal of conclusions; That there can be 
no satisfactory substitute for what man's mad wars take away from man, 
and that the only advance that will ever be meaningful to amps and 
potential amps will be a means of ending international violence forever. 

It is this memorial that the amps deserve the most: In some near 
future day, standing on some high civilian bookcase, a square glass con- 
tainer filled with yellow fluid in which floats a repulsive object — ^an arti- 
ficial limb, once known as a “prosthesis,” a relic of an ignorant and prim- 
itive age, now no longer needed, now obsolete. 
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O N A BRISK December morning in 1946, a tall young American priest 
named Father Eric O’Brien hurried through the nanow streets of 
Seville toward the historic library known as the Archives of the Indies. 

That morning, as on twenty-five previous mornings, Father O’Brien 
was joined by his scholarly associate Father Maynard Geiger. Together 
they entered the library, where Father O’Brien filled out the necessary 
library slip. “Today, Senor,” he told a Spanish attendant, “we wish to see 
all the documents recording sailings from Spain to the New World in 

1749-” 

The attendant disappeared into a room containing a small portion of 
the 50,000 bundles of original, rare documents in the Archives of the In- 
dies. Father O’Brien waited anxiously. After spending five consecutive 
years relentlessly hunting down information on one man. Father O’Brien 
was on the verge of solving a historical mystery by learning, for the first 
time, from a holograph description written when he was alive, what that 
man looked like. 

Waiting, Father O’Brien recalled the clues leading up to this mo- 
ment. He knew, first, that his subject had, in September of 1749, sailed 
from Cadiz, on a ship named the VUlasota, for Veracruz, Mexico. He 
knew that, since there were no passports in those days, all travelers to the 
New World were required to clear themselves through a government 
agency in Seville called Casa de Contratacidn. 'This agency required 
each traveler to state his name, occupation, business. These facts were 
recorded along with the individual’s physical description. The question 
in Father O’Brien's mind was: Had his man, his subject, been so regis- 
tered? If yes, then would his man’s description be included? 
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When the bundle of precious documents arrived. Father O’Brien 
hastily untied it. With mounting excitement, he scanned and turned the 
stiff pages. Nothing, nothing . . . and then, suddenly, leaping out at 
him over a bridge of almost two hundred years, the name, and for the 
first time, in ink turned brown on paper turned yellow, an authentic 
description: 

JUNIPERO SERRA, padre, almost 36 years old, of 
medium height, swarthy complexion, with black hair 
and eyes, and a sparse growth of beard. 

Father O’Brien and his associate could hardly contain their pleasure. 
As soon as possible, they recorded the information on microfilm. It was 
one more powerful link in their chain of evidence. 

On this day, after seven years on the trail of a man who died 164 years 
ago, after separate journeys ranging across California, Mexico, Portugal, 
Spain, Mallorca, and Italy, after 20,000 miles in airplanes and two weeks 
on muleback, after consulting Franciscan friars and university scholars 
throughout the world. Father Eric O’Brien had 8,500 pages of material 
to prove that a priestly predecessor and a pioneer of the American Far 
West, Father Junipero Serra, was a man who deserved to be a saint of 
the Catholic Church. 

No one knows precisely how many saints there are in the Catholic 
Church, although one authority estimates twenty-five thousand. To this 
number, the Vatican is always prepared to add another, but admittance 
is not easy. An incredible ecclesiastical obstacle course stands in the way. 
“Sainthood is the climax of what has been well called the most compli- 
cated legal procedure in the world,’’ says Father O’Brien. “The day of 
sainthood, with all its pomp, may mark the end of centuries of research.” 

Any Catholic group anywhere can nominate any person, dead one 
thousand years or dead one year, for sainthood. But such nomination is a 
waste of time unless the sponsors are fairly certain that their candidate 
can fulfill the three major requirements of sainthood — the deceased 
must have been a person of not merely ordinary virtues but of heroic 
virtues; the deceased must leave behind an extraordinary reputation or 
tradition for sanctity; the deceased shall have been gifted during his life 
or after his death with the power to work miracles. 

If a candidate seems to measure up to these standards, his name is 
submitted to the Postulator General of the proper Catholic order in 
Rome. 'The Postulator General in turn appoints an expert, always a 
priest already residing in the vicinity where the candidate’s work was 
done, to investigate further. 'This expert becomes Vice-Postulator for 
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this evaluation and functions much like a private sleudi — ^in this case, a 
Saint Detective. Upon the clues and facts he digs up, dqiends the eleva- 
tion of his candidate to sainthood. 

When in 1941, the day before Pearl Harbor, Father O’Brien, the son 
of an Irish carpenter, was selected as the expert to investigate the case — 
or the Cause, as the Church prefers to call it — of Father Junipero Sena, 
he was faced with a job of detecting beside which the manhunts of the 
Pinkertons and the Sichindlers paled. Ordinary detectives, working in an 
age of photographs and fingerprints, find it difficult to investigate the 
private lives of persons missing a day, a week, or maybe a year. Father 
O’Brien, by contrast, was assigned to shadow a man who had been dead 
a century and a half, and to prove this man, first, a human being of 
extraordinary virtue so that he might later prove him a saint. 

In spite of the seven years’ preliminary researdi already done by pred- 
ecessors, Father O’Brien took another seven years to complete his case. 
That is relatively rapid. It took twenty-five years to make Mother Ca- 
brini the first United States citizen saint. And down in Guatemala, a 
nominee for sainthood for two centuries is still being investigated. But 
Father O’Brien was able to do so thorough a job in his seven years of 
hunting down a legend and of bringing blurred history into focus, that 
today, in a special Catholic court in Fresno, California, churchmen are 
sufficiently equipped with facts to enable them to pass judgment on a 
candidate who died in August of 1784. 

It all began in 1934, when the Franciscan Fathers in California de- 
cided that Father Junipero Serta was worthy of sainthood and proposed 
his name to the Postulator of their order in Rome. TTiere were many 
who wondered then — ^as many must puzzle now — ^why Father Serra’s 
name was proposed at all. What difference whether he became a saint? 
Once, in a sermon. Father O’Brien posed the question and answered it: 
“Why should we ask to have this man declared a saint? For God, there is 
the added glory of our homage to His faithful servant. For Padre Serra, 
there is the recognition that he shunned on earth. For us, the gain is 
great indeed. The Church can point him out as a guide whom we can 
safely follow on the road to Heaven.’’ 

When the proposal was originally mad^ the superficial facts known 
about Father Serra seemed to make him a natural choice for canoniza- 
tion. He was born Miguel Jos^ Serra, in November, 1713, in the village 
of Petra on the tiny Mediterranean island of Mallorca, or Majorca. 'This 
island today may be reached by overnight boat from Valencia, Spain, or 
by an hour’s flight from Barcelona. At the age of seventeen, inspired by 
his reading of martyred missionaries in the New World, Serra took his 
vows in the seaport town of Palma. As is the custom, he also dropped his 
first name, taking in its place Jimipero. 
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His first job was to teach Scotistic philosophy at the Lullian university 
on Mallorca. One day, after seven years at the university, Junipero Serra 
was approached by a former student. Father Francisco Palou, who 
wanted advice about becoming a missionary to New Spain — ^that is, to 
Mexico — ^where four thousand Franciscans were already at work liqui- 
dating native deities. Instead of offering advice, Sena offered to accom- 
pany Palou. 

The journey from Mallorca to Cadiz to Mexico took Junipero Serra 
and Francisco Palou ninety-nine days. They anived in Veracruz on De- 
cember 6, 1749. Rather than ride horseback to Mexico City, Father Sena 
decided to emulate St. Francis and make the journey on foot. (Recently, 
after retracing Serra’s journey but traveling by automobile. Father 
O’Brien admitted that the heat and mountains wore him out.) Father 
Sena’s hike required twenty-six days. His legs not only became a mass of 
open sores from insect bites, but were swollen from sheer fatigue. One 
foot and ankle became ulcerated, and pain from this affliction plagued 
him the rest of his life. 

In Mexico City, Father Sena attended San Fernando College, a Fran- 
ciscan school for newcomers, where he learned a number of Indian dia- 
lects and more of missionary technique. After five months, he was sent 
with Palou to the Sierra Gorda Mountains, in Central Mexico, there to 
manage five missions established for the savage Pame Indians. It was one 
of the toughest posts in the New World. The climate was hot, damp, 
completely unhealthy. 

Father Sena learned the difficult Pame language, and then he used it 
tirelessly to bring the natives into the Catholic Church. In nine years, 
Serra’s job was done. 'There was not an unconverted Indian in the re- 
gion. 

After eight mwe years of crisscrossing Mexico for Christ, Father Serra, 
at the mellowing age of fifty-four, received his most important assign- 
ment, the job of managing thirteen missions in Baja California. He be- 
gan his assignment by walking 1,000 miles in six months to inspect his 
Lower California missions. Soon he moved farther north into what is 
today the state of California. Here the prospects were discouraging. 'The 
Indians, unclothed, eating rodents and snakes, practicing polygamy, 
dwelling in filthy brushwood huts, believed in demons and played at war. 
In his first year at San Diego, Serra failed to convert a single Indian. But 
he was accomplishing much else. By 1769 — ^the very year Daniel Boone 
on the other side of America was poking about Kentucky — Serra had 
founded the Mission of San Diego de Alcald. Four years later, to obtain 
further funds from his superiors, he sailed from San Diego to San Bias. 
He then walked the rest of the distance to Mexico City and all the way 
back to San Diego, 2^400 miles, on sandaled feet. Five times, although 
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racked by illness, he hiked hrom San Diego to Monterey, the last time 
when he was seventy years old. 

In his fifteen years in California, hobbling thousands of miles on a 
crippled leg (thirty-five hundred mQes in five round trips between San 
Diego and San Francisco alone), dealing with hostile Indians and offi- 
cious governors, Sena was able to give California nine great missions and 
six thousand converts — a masterpiece of material and spiritual ardiitec- 
ture that swelled, within a half century, to a chain of twenty-one mis- 
sions and eight}' thousand converts. He died in Carmel the afternoon of 
August 28, 1784, aged seventy-one. His worn body reposed on a bed of 
two planks, and to the end he called himself “the t^id, wicked, and 
useless servant of God.” 

These were the bare facts readily available on the candidate for saint- 
hood. They were sufficient to convince the Postulator General of the 
Franciscan Order in Rome, Father Fortunate Scipioni, that Junipero 
Serra was worth investigating further. In 1934, Reverend Augustine 
Hobrecht, a California historian, was appoint to do the preliminary 
work, but Hobrecht was so swamped with other Church duties that he 
could not devote full time to the task. The Church decided to appoint 
someone else. 

“When the Postulator General in Rome needed a new deputy,” says 
Father O’Brien, “he asked the Provincial Superior in California to sug- 
gest someone who had studied Padre Serra’s life as well as early Califor- 
nia history. Since the work involves a great deal of time and travel, it is 
customary to choose a young man for the task. There were about forty 
thousand priests in the United States in 1941, but only seven of them 
had been assigned to this kind of work.” 

On December 6, 1941, Father Eric O’Brien, a handsome Franciscan 
friar, then twenty-nine years old, became the eighth. 

Father O’Brien, a solid six-footer who looks like a Notre Dame half- 
back, was well qualified for his assignment. His Irish, Iowa-born father 
had migrated to California to work as cattle rancher and then carpenter. 
O’Brien was bom in Pomona, in 1912, the youngest of nine children. 
Upon finishing grammar school in L«s Angeles, O’Brien heard the call, 
and felt that he had a vocation. After four high school and two college 
years in St. Anthony’s Seminary in Santa Barbara, and a year as a novice 
in the monastery at San Luis Rey, he took his vows. He now spent three 
years studying subjects as diverse as psychology and Hebrew, then four 
more years in the major seminary at Santa Barbara Mission concentrat- 
ing on theology and the Scriptures, offering the Mass and other church 
rituals. 

Father O’Brien’s first assignment as a priest, in 1939, was to return to 
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St. Anthony’s Seminary to teach Greek, Latin, and English literature. 
He did this for two years, until 1941, when he was appointed Vice- 
Postulator in the Cause of Father Junipao Sexra. 

Father O’Brien’s first task as a Saint Detective was to prove that 
Junipero Sena was not only a holy Catholic, not only an extraordinarily 
holy Catholic, for there are many of these, but that Sena was a Catholic 
of heroic virtue who deserved to be held up to the entire Church as a 
model for imitation. Every movement of Serra’s life had to be examined, 
and his record had to be proved spotless, if he was even to be considered 
for sainthood. 

Father O’Brien began by doing more reading about Sena. The best 
source was a biography written in Spanish by Serra’s close friend and 
onetime student, Francisco Palou. Printed in a small edition in Mexico 
City during 1787, three, years after Serra’s death, the volume was 
crowded with examples of Sena’s fortitude and courage. There was the 
incident when Indians stormed Sena’s San Diego camp, and he prayed 
none of them would be killed and thus lost for baptism. There was the 
time when, at Mass in a Mexican village, the wine was poisoned and 
Serra was carried from the altar (although modem scholars question this 
incident, since priests are not supposed to sip the wine, but merely lift 
the cup symbolically). There was the occasion when, on a ship to the 
New World, he argued religion with the ship’s captain, an English Prot- 
estant, and though almost thrown overboard, Serra refused to accept the 
other’s unphilosophical arguments. 

There were, of course, almost endless other sources for Father O’Brien 
to read. 'The forty-thousand-l'cok library in the Santa Barbara Mission 
was only his kindergarten. During the seven years following. Father 
O’Brien’s reading ranged from an original packet of Serra’s letters depos- 
ited by Serra’s nephew in Barcelona in 1789 to dozens of books in the 
library of the Sacred Congregation for the Propagation of the Faith in 
Vatican City, to items on Serra in fifty-eight libraries throughout Mexico 
and the United States. Everything interesting or pertinent that Father 
O’Brien found in these books and documents, he copied or photo- 
graphed on 35-mm microfilm which he later enlarged to legal-size prints. 

When he and his associates finished their reading, in the summer of 
1948, Father O’Brien had notes or photocopies of research amounting to 
8,500 pages of material. To hunt down the original manuscripts that 
would authenticate this material, and even more important, to verify 
earlier stories firsthand. Father O’Brien made four separate trips to Mex- 
ico, and countless journeys up and down the California coast, as well as 
visits to Portugal, Spain, Mallorca, and Italy. Wherever, on the face of 
the earth, Father Junipero Serra had lived, worked, walked, two hun- 
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dred years ago, there Father Eric O’Brien tried to live^ worlc, walk today. 
In this way, every vague page in Serra’s life was explored on die scene. 

Father O’Brien spent the greatest amount of his time away from 
home in Mexico, a country in which he encountered his greatest difficul- 
ties but for which he devdoped an intense love. While he never ran into 
physical danger in Mexico, despite the fret that it is an anticlerical coun- 
try, he did have bad moments. It is against the law in Mexico to wear 
clerical clothes in public, so at the Mexican border Father O’Brien took 
off his Roman collar. “It was kind of fun to wear a necktie again,’’ he 
says. He went about in a black suit, just like the ones worn by most 
Mexican attorneys and physicians. 

One of the least documented periods in Serra’s long life was the nine 
years in the 1750’s that he spent as a missionary in the Sierra Gorda 
Mountains of Central Mexico. “There were questions I had to answer, 
to make our case foolproof in court,” says Father O’Brien. “Did any- 
thing remain there of Serra’s work? What had become of the churches 
he built there? Were there any of his writings left? Did the people still 
chaish his memory? The investigation would never be complete without 
those answers. 'There were stories of robberies, murders, wild animals, 
poisonous snakes, diseases, bad climate. Besides, I’d not heard of a white 
man who had been in there since Serra. The trip was obligatory. In Feb- 
ruary, 1946, with the help of Governor Warren of California, I got spe- 
cial letters of recommendation from President Camacho of Mexico to 
the governors of the Mexican states in which I planned to work, and 
then I went into the Sierra Gorda.” 

Accompanied by Father Hugh Noonan, an army chaplain who took 
leave from his Puerto Rican post. Father O’Brien boarded a train from 
San Luis Potosi to Rio Verde, the northernmost part of Father Serra’s 
old stamping grounds. Entering their first village at dusk, the padres rode 
in a two-wheeled sulky, their feet up against the horse’s rump, instead of 
in a taxi. “We rode between the pink, blue and green houses, built flush 
up to the street, into an eddying dusty fog, through which the tiny Japa- 
nese bulbs used for streetlights glimmered,” recalls Father O’Brien. “At 
comers, since he had no horn, our sulky driver stuck his whip handle 
into the wheel spokes, creating a tattling warning noise. Long before, ffie 
old church in town had lost its Serra documents. The papers had been 
burned by revolutionaries. So, the next day, by station wagon, over the 
worst excuse for a road I ever saw, we went on to Jalpin, known as 
Xalpam in Sena’s time, a village which had been his headquarters.” 

At Jalpan, which had electric lights but no telephone, telegraph, or 
radio. Father O’Brien found courteous natives dwelling in one-room 
huts of brushwood, their roofs made of palm leaves, their floors consist- 
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ing of dirt. Here Fatiier O’Brien found the largest of Serra’s '^Original five 
missions, with its cross-shaped Church of Santiago de Jalpdn. While 
there was little in the church archives, Father O’Brien discovered what 
he bdieved mi^t be a two-century-old original oil portrait of Father 
Seira. 

“There is no title, signature or date,” Father O’Brien wrote in his 
notes, "but tiie painting is very old. It shows a padre standing alone, 
holding a large cross. The face is youthful — ^Padre Serra was only thirty- 
six when he came to Jalpdn. But there is one mystery — ^the padre in this 
painting is wearing blue, and anyone familiar with Serra’s letters will 
recall how particular he was that Franciscan pictures for his churches 
show the saints as robed in gray. St. Francis of Assisi wore gray, and so 
did most of his followers.” 

'Ihe blue robe in the Jalpin painting, on a man known to have fa- 
vored gray, made the whole thing seem suspect. Father O’Brien was sty- 
mied until many months later when a Serra specialist on the isle of Mal- 
lorca explained the enigmatic blue and solved foe mystery in a letter to 
O’Brien: “Blue was foe color of foe habit of Mallorcan Franciscans. 
Blue is still worn by the Franciscan Sisters in Mallorca. This is said to 
have been a papal privilege, granted to the Mallorcan Franciscans, be- 
cause of their devotion to foe Blessed Virgin Mary.” 

Working out of Jalpin, Father O’Brien and Father Noonan went 
into foe more primitive sections of the Sierra Gorda. All travel was on 
muleback, just as all distances were judged not by miles or kilometers 
but by foe time it took a mule to make its way from village to village. 
Father O’Brien had not been on a mule in fourteen years, and foe in- 
sides of his legs were bruised and painful. 

'The two American priests traveled over lonely trails, over steep moun- 
tains, and one night in a slashing rain they slept inside the best home in 
the village of Saucillo. “Ill never forget that night,” says Father O’Brien. 
“One room filled with devotional pictures and a Singer sewing ma- 
chine. Sugar-cane-frond roof, the wind howling through. Candlelight. 
'The usual dirt floor. 1 tried to sleep on a bed made of rawhide strips. It 
was like sleeping on an oversized tennis racket. And the fleas, they had 
never read that DDT was supposed to be fatal.” 

Father O’Brien found the short, olive-skinned. Spanish-speaking na- 
tives of the Sierra Corda courteous and considerate. With foe aid of 
these natives, and a guide named Primitive (‘We paid him a dollar a 
day, which created inflation in the Sierra Gorda”), Father O’Brien lo- 
cated and photographed precious Serra documents, found the remains of 
an aqueduct Serra had built, and then visited and inspected each of the 
five missions constructed in foe 1750’s. 
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But if the joumqr to Mexico was Father O’Brien’s most pleasant ad- 
venture in seven yean of reseatdi, his stay inside Spain late in 1946, and 
his trip to Mallorca early in 1947, were his most productive. After an air- 
plane crash in Ireland, which he survived without injury, Fathn O’Brien 
arrived in Madrid. There he lived at San Francisco d Grande, the city’s 
largest church, which had been a Franciscan center in Seira’s day. 

Father O’Brien’s introduction to Spain occuned when photographers 
representing the Madrid and Barcelona dailies crowded into his room to 
photograph him. No matter where he posed in the room, the photog- 
raphers did not seem satisfied. They kept moving him from one wall to 
another, until he protested. Finally, satisfied, they shot their pictures of 
him. Not until later, when the pictures appeared, did Father O’Brien 
understand. The photographers had been attempting, and had finally 
succeeded, in posing him under a framed portrait of General Franco. 

Father O’Brien, and his assistant. Father Maynard Geiger, head of the 
Serra Historical Commission in California, avoided Spanish political 
controversy. They found Madrid rather like Boston, while they them- 
selves were the subject of much curiosity since Siguiendo Mi Camino 
had just finished a record twenty-week run — ^that was the film Going My 
Way with Bing Crosby. Between their work in Madrid and their re- 
search later in Seville (where they discovered the only written descrip- 
tion of Father Serra extant) Father O’Brien and Father Geiger regis- 
tered 2,000 pages of new material on microfilm. 

The only difficulty Father O’Brien had concerning Spain occurred 
much later, when he agreed to deliver a lecture on his trip before the 
Newman Club in Santa Barbara, California. When the impending lec- 
ture was given wide publicity. Father O’Brien became apprehensive and, 
to be sure that he was not misquoted, had copies of his talk handed to 
the press. 

“I have not come here to speak in favor of the Franco regime in 
Spain,” Father O’Brien stated in his speech. “With a century of Amer- 
ican ancestry, I love democracy as we have it, and I hate all forms of 
totalitarianism. . . . Some I met in Spain said that Franco was not a 
dictator, that the last dictator was Primo de Rivera. Others said that 
Franco was a dictator, but his usurpation of power was justified by the 
excesses committed under the Republic. Some said tiiat while he came 
to power justifiably, he had long overstayed his welcome. Others said 
that he never had a right to power, has no right now, and never will 
have. . . . Because I am not a competent political obseiven because I 
have been too taken up with my little study of one man’s part in Califor- 
nia history; and because I feel that my superficial observations of Spain 
would be of no real help to the indispensable need of today — ^intema- 
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tional understanding — I beg to be excused from stating any such obser- 
vati(His.” 

When the press, the morning following, completely twisted and mis- 
represented the speech, when certain reporters labeled him a Fascist, 
Father O'Brien vowed never to deliver another talk on the subject of 
Spain. And, to date, he has kept his vow. 

From Valencia, Spain, Father O’Brien took a boat over the calm Med- 
iterranean to Mallorca, the island where Father Sena was bom, or- 
dained, and where he taught until he left for the New World. Here 
most of the Serra documents were in the hands of private families rather 
than libraries. Father O’Brien had to locate these families. His most 
memorable experience was with an old Mallorcan marquis, who returned 
from his Madrid vacation to show O’Brien his eighteenth-century papers 
personally. “His home was unforgettable,” says Father O’Brien. “One 
room, twice as high as our American rooms, was decorated with red 
damask hangings, gold-leafed mirrors, and original paintings by Goya. 
The room was seventy-five feet long. The living room had a pure silver 
charcoal heater in its center. The old marquis kept his Serra papers in 
the private family archives, and only he held the key. He brought down 
the aged documents from upstairs, then would not leave us alone, but sat 
stifily across from us for hours, staring, while we took notes and made 
photographs.” 

However, the most valuable treasure was found at the Monastery of 
San Felipe Neri. For a long time Father O’Brien had known that as a 
professor at the Lullian university. Father Sena had delivered lectures 
on philosophy from the viewpoint of Duns Scotus. That was the clue. 
But for a Saint Detective, it was also a challenge. Where were those 
philosophy lectures? What were they about? Did they still exist? In Mal- 
lorca, Father O’Brien met priests who had found the old lecture notes, 
published in Latin, 1,160 pages of them, and at last he knew exactly 
what Father Sena had spoken about as a pedagogue. 

Having proved, to his own satisfaction, that Father Sena’s life had 
been both heroic and spotless. Father O’Brien had several other impor- 
tant items to investigate. He had to prove — ^and managed to do so — ^that 
Father Sena had never received unauthorized religious honors, such as 
being called St. Junipero by priests or being depicted with a halo. Next, 
he was required to exhume Father Sena’s body and report on the find- 
ings. 

Twice, since Sena’s death in 1784, his grave at Carmel, California, had 
been opened, the last time in 1884, on the one-hundredth anniversary of 
his death, when a trainload of dignitaries came down from San Francisco 
to view the body. ’The third opening of Serra’s grave was a long, detailed 
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operation filled witih much suspense for Father O’Brien. There were two 
other bodies, besides that of Serra, in separate coffins. The first was a 
friend from Mallorca, Fray Juan Crespi. The second was Sena’s succes- 
sor as prmdente of the California Missions, Fray Fermin de Lasu^. 
Would Father O’Brien be able to identify one of die three as Junipero 
Serra? On the two other occasions when the grave had been opened, 
identification reports proved vague. Then there was another question 
mark. Was Sena in the grave at all? Historical gossip had it that the 
Spaniards, upon leaving California, stole Sena from his resting place by 
lantern light, and took him aboard a nearby ship, which was subse- 
quently wrecked. A survivor was supposed to have recorded the incident 
in a stained leather-bound book. Father O’Brien tried to run down the 
book, and got as far as an Indian whose grandfather had been baptized 
by Serra. The Indian said that the book had been loaned out and lost. 

On September i, 1943, Father O’Brien, in the presence of two famous 
anthropologists, two United States Army orthopedists, and assorted 
members of the Catholic clergy, opened the grave and the coffins. While 
all principals were sworn to maintain complete secrecy. Father O’Brien 
admits absolute identification of Serra was made on the basis of some 
dozen arguments, some positive and others negative. The grave was kept 
open six days, the army took photographs for Father O’Brien, and finally 
Serra was returned to his rest in a new hermetically sealed copper casket. 

Another question Father O’Brien had to answer was: What did peo- 
ple say about Father Serra before 1934, when his Cause was initiated? 
“This was important to our Cause,” says Father O’Brien. “The Church 
will not consider any candidate for sainthood, unless it can be proved 
that during his lifetime and ever since his death, he enjoyed a reputation 
for holiness and miracles.” 

To establish Serra’s reputation for holiness, Fafrier O’Brien traveled 
California from top to bottom, for nine months in 1943 and 1944, inter- 
viewing members of the state’s oldest families. Father O’Brien inter- 
viewed 151 native Californians, mostly Indian or Spanish, who had 
heard firsthand stories about Serra from members of their families. The 
oldest inhabitant Father O’Brien interviewed was a 104-year-old Indian 
lady in San Juan Bautista. 

“The closest I ever came to Father Serra,” recalls Father O’Brien, 
“was when I interviewed the ninety-year-old granddaughter of Sefiora 
Perez de Guilin de Mariner. The granddaughter, when I talked with 
her in 1943, remembered everything her grandmother Mariner had told 
her about Serra. Sefioia Mariner had once owned much of Pasadena and 
Altadena through Spanish land grants. She was bom in Baja California. 
She came up to Father Sara’s mission, was placed in charge of the mis- 
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skm keys as a ^ 1 , and got to know Father Serra quite wdl. Well, Sefiora 
Mariner lived on and on, long after Serra died. She married three times, 
and had a dear mind and a retentive memory even when she was over a 
hundred years old. She told her granddaughter many firsthand stories 
about Serra, and the granddaughter lived on to ninety and was able to 
relate them to me.” 

Others remembered stories passed down by great-grandparents of how 
Father Serra healed the sick merely by making the sign of the Cross, of 
how his words turned wildly charging bears away from cornered Indians, 
of how good crops resulted when prayers beseeched Father Serra to use 
his special influence with Cod. 

Despite these verbal accounts of Serra’s ability to create miracles, as 
wdl as accounts of his reputation for holiness and for virtue. Father 
O’Brien has today to face the last and perhaps most exacting phase of his 
research. He most present convincing evidence, scientific evidence, of six 
miracles wrought by Serra since his death. 

Exactly what does the Church call a miracle? “A miracle,” says Father 
O’Brien, "is an extraordinary occurrence which is visible in itself, and 
not merely in its effects, and which can be explained only by Cod’s spe- 
cial intervention. ’Ibus, there have been saints who, like our Lord, 
walked on the water, healed sickness by a touch, or raised the dead to 
life. However, most modem miracles alleged as proofs of holiness are 
cures from physical diseases or defects.” 

Hie hunt for these six miracles, the minimum required by the 
Church, a search which can go on even as the other evidence is being 
sifted by a series of ecclesiastical courts, may provide Father O’Brien 
witih his most formidable hurdle. In the case of Mother Cabrini, the 
miracles were found and authenticated by the Church over the two dec- 
ades following her death in 1917. 

Since Father O’Brien first let it be known that he would investigate 
any miraculous cures attributed to Father Serra, he has received many 
hdpful letters. Few, however, satisfy the rigid requirements of the 
Church — that the alleged miracles be substantiated by eyewitnesses, be 
submitted to the scratiny of scientific investigators, and be explained 
only as the result of divine intervention. 

About 75 percent of Father O’Brien’s mail on miracles comes from 
people in California, the rest from twenty-six other states, as well as from 
Mexico, Spain, Ireland, and Australia. TTie average month’s mail brings 
mostly trivia — a report from the young man in Mexico City who prayed 
to Sena and got his job back, from the family in Los Angeles who prayed 
to Serra and found a home, from the man in Baltimore who prayed to 
Serra and rid himself of stomach ulcers, from the gentleman in Oakland 
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who prayed to Serra and whose weight went up from 96 pounds to 156 
pounds. 

Few letters merit investigation. When a letter impresses Father 
O’Brien, he shows it to a physician friend in Santa Barbara. If the physi- 
cian agrees it is interesting, then Father O’Brien b^ns a correspond- 
ence. Recently, Father O’Brien’s curiosity was piqued by a California 
woman who fell from a building twenty years ago, seriously injured both 
her legs, and could hardly walk. This woman went to Serra's grave, 
prayed, rose, and marched off, leaving her crutches behind. The ph}rsi- 
cian shook his head. “Don’t bother with it. Father,” he said. “She 
suffered shock for twenty years. 'The visit to the grave, the kneeling, the 
confidence, the autosuggestion simply counteracted the shock. 1 don’t 
think it’s a miracle.” Then, as ever, the doctor sent Father O’Brien off 
with his repeated advice, “Wait until something comes in that knocks 
your hat off. Father, something the psychologists can’t explain. Then 
really investigate.” 

Once, not long ago. Father O’Brien thought he had something that 
knocked his hat off. A letter came in from distant Mallorca. It began, 
“The object of the present letter is to report to you the seemingly mirac- 
ulous cure of an eye worked by Fray Junipero Serra in favor of a Francis- 
can Sister of Mallorca, seventy-four years old, a native of Petra and now 
residing in Ariany.” The letter went on to explain that in April, 1945, 
the Sister, walking past woodchoppers, was hit in the eye by a flying 
splinter. After using a few domestic remedies, she went to a specialist. 
He said there was no hope. At least one eye had to be removed. The 
Sister was urged, by friends, to pray to Father Serra. ‘"niat same day,” 
concluded the letter, “she began to invoke Padre Serra and at about 
three in the morning, as the pain continued very intense, she again in- 
voked Father Sena. Suddenly the pain ceased, and at the hour for rising, 
she saw perfectly.” When she visited her oculist, he was amazed. “Medi- 
cal science cannot explain this cure!” he exclaimed. “To whom were you 
praying?” Upon arriving in Mallorca, Father O’Brien called on the ocu- 
list for the scientific case history that the Church requires. 'The oculist, 
fearful of what his colleagues might say, was irritable and uncooperative. 
“Father,” he snapped at O’Brien, “when my patients need miracles, I 
am the one who works them.” Since Father O’Brien preferred to have 
his miracles performed by a higher power, he took his search elsewhere. 

Father O’Brien’s final task, before submitting the Cause of Junipero 
Serra to Church courts, was to prepare a legal brief known as the artiadi. 
This covered two hundred required points regarding Serra’s virtue— a 
typical point was the heading “Faith,” with twenty-one questions under- 
neath, with other points like “Hope,” “Fortitude," “Love of God,” with 

98 



SAINT DETECTIVE 


questums undmieath them. Instead of searching through his 8,;oo pages 
of documents for his answers to include in the articidi, Father O’Brien 
had merdy to consult any of his four filing cases. In these lay the cream 
of the 8,500 pages, each excerpt on a yellow card if Serra’s own words, on 
a salmon-colored card if another’s words, each marked with cryptic sym- 
bols like F-17 (meaning the answer to question seventeen under “Faith” 
in ihetaiiculi). 

Father O’Brien finished the brief, written entirely in Latin, in August 
1948. A high Roman official, a Franciscan specialist in such matters, then 
traveled from Italy to California. This official spent ten days reading and 
discussing Father O’Brien’s arttculi. Recently, the brief was completed 
and submitted for trial to what is called the court of the first instance 
in the canonization process, that is, the Bishop’s Court in the Montei^- 
Fresno diocese of California. 

'This trial, taking place in secrecy behind closed doors, sometimes be- 
fore tire bishop, mostly before three priests appointed as judges by the 
bishop, will continue until the late spring of 1949, perhaps longer. Simi- 
lar trials, in the past, have been noted for their extreme length — ^die 
Cause of St. Ther^e of Lisieux, at the same stage, required 109 court 
sessions, each session almost six hours long, merely to determine her rep- 
utation for holiness (the evidence being recorded then, as it is now at 
Fresno, in longhand by a priest who covered 5,000 pages with closely 
packed writing) . 

With the evidence in, and the trial under way. Father O’Brien feds 
for the first time a sense of progress in his work. “The Fresno court is 
only a receiving station,” he says. “If we run into a wall there, if we see 
our Cause isn’t good enough, then the bishop will simply tell Rome to 
cancel the whole investigation. But that is unlikely. 'Hie Fresno court 
will probably pass on our articuli. If satisfied, the bishop will send, by 
special messenger, a sealed report on our Cause to the Sacred Congrega- 
tion of Rites in Rome.” 

After that, in Vatican City, for possibly three years, there will follow a 
complicated series of legal steps including the study of Serra’s writings by 
two theologians in search of enors against the Faith, three court hearings 
which will discuss heroic virtue, three more which will discuss miracles, 
and one final session of the Congregation before the Pope. When the 
candidate has thus graduated by stages from Servant of God to Vener- 
able to Blessed, he is finally canonized in the Catholic Church’s most 
splendid ceremony. Here the Pope celebrates a Papal Mass and com- 
mands all Catholics to honor their new saint. 

When the Cause of Father Serra leaves Fresno for Rome, Father 
O’Brien will go with it. He will assist the theologians defending the case 
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because so much of the material is in Spanirii, a language in which he is 
proficient, and because so much of it deals with early California, a sub- 
ject on whkh he is more expert tlian the officials in Rome. He wfil dwdl 
in Rome proper, work inside the Vatican City, and fight a long running 
battle with his archenemy, the prosecutor, a priest expert in canon law 
designated as the Promoter of the Faith, but more popularly known as 
the Devil's Advocate. One church attomqr currently fills this role in the 
Fresno court. Others will enact die role in Rome. It is the villainous job 
of the Devil's Advocate to study the briefe submitted, probe fi»r weak- 
nesses, and prove that the candidate in question is not worthy of saint- 
h<x>d. In Fresno, Father O'Brien is not permitted to argue with the Dev- 
il’s Advocate. But in Rome, he will have his chance for rebuttal. 

Father O’Brien anticipates the objections that the Fresno Devil's Ad- 
vocate will find to Junipero Serra. “He will argue that Serra had a bad 
temper, that he was jealous of his power, that he used questionable tao 
tics in ruling the Indians in California. He will search the documents 
and note that there were many disagreements between Serra and the 
California governors, and so he will try to prove that Serra was irascible. 
He may even say that Serra was selfish. I’m sure hell use that hike Serra 
made from Veraauz to Mexico City, two hundred years ago, when Serra 
ruined his leg and risked his life. 'Ihe Devil’s Advocate will argue that 
the hike was headstrong, imprudent, that it was like thoughtless suicide, 
like flaunting the Fifth Commandment. Nevertheless, I feel Father 
Serra will survive these objections. If he was headstrong, he was Spanish. 
If he was quarrelsome, it was with good reason. He had faults, but he 
acted in good faith. He was, at all times, a human being, not a bloodless 
machine.” 

Today, even as he assists in the presentation of his case to the Fresno 
court. Father Eric O’Brien finds time to tackle a daily schedule that 
would give an automoton a nervous breakdown. Seven years of relentless 
research have hardly weakened O’Brien’s energy. At the age of thirty-six, 
his six-foot frame is tireless as ever. Despite chaste rimless spectacles, his 
ruddy square face gives him the look of one who is constantly outdoors. 
Yet Father O’Brien is almost never outdoors. 

He rises at five o’clock every morning from a cot behind his files and 
diree statues of Father Serra. In the next two hours, after dressing, he, 
and the sixty other inhabitants of the mission, go to the community 
chapel for prayers, meditate for thirty minutes, chant the breviary, hear 
Mass, offer more prayers, more breviary, and then consume a homemade 
breakfast. The mission has its own garden, its own chickens and cows, 
with lay brothers to handle the cooking. 

After glancing at the morning papers. Father O’Brien begins work at 
seven-thirty and keeps at it until noon. Following prayers in the chapel. 
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and a half-bonr dinner, there are more prayers, a drat with the other 
priests, a short nap, breviary, added prayers. Then, from two o'dodc to 
five-thirty. Father O’Brien is back at his d^k. In the evening, there is 
meditation, a half-hour supper in silence while two students alternate in 
reading aloud, a procession to the church for prayers, then rdaxation for 
most, but none for Father O’Brien. From seven-fifteen until midnight, 
with one break for coffee and conversation. Father O'Brien toils. 

What does he do in these long work periods? For seven years it was 
digi^ng on Father Serra, and today there is still supplementary work on 
the same subject. Now ffiere are publicity articles to be written for the 
Catholic press. There is the unremitting search for six miracles. 'There is 
the studying of specialized law, not taught in seminaries, dealing with 
canonization. There is the distribution of the pamphlet Father O'Brien 
has written to encourage prayers to Serra, a pamphlet which has already 
gone out in four languages to 938,000 people. Hiere are the speeches 
Father O’Brien is required to write and ddiver before organizations. He 
has 230 talks behind him already. He is never a peddler of platitudes. 
Sometimes his candor makes listeners squirm. Recently, he reminded the 
Native Sons of the Golden West, a California version of the DA.R., 
that there were some old California families no different than “the icy 
dowagers who are forever harping on their Mayflower ancestry.” 'Then 
O’Brien prcKceded to debunk the vanity of ancestry: 

“Some of the oldest and haughtiest families of this or any state are 
descended from persons who, if they were alive today, would be ignored 
or kept discreetly out of sight. 'The haze of time may soften, but should 
not distort or hide, facts. Some Spanish soldiers were notorious all over 
California for their immorality and cruelty. Some forty-niners made their 
fortunes by sharp dealings with the easygoing rancheros. This last may 
be the reason why so many of our oldest families seem to have an un- 
written law that there must be at least one lawyer in every generation.” 

The most exhausting work at present, for Father O’Brien, is his corre- 
spondence. He exchanges letters with Serra scholars in Mexico, France, 
Spain. He also finds it agreeable to keep in touch with the other seven 
Saint Detectives in the United States. One of the most interesting 
of these was the late Reverend John J. Wynne, a Fordham Univer- 
sity prof^sor who devoted twenty-five years to trying to make a saint 
of Catherine Tekakwitha, known as the Lily of the Mohawks, who died 
in 1680. Among others. Father O’Brien continues to keep in touch with 
Vice-Postulator Father Salvator Burgio who is promoting the Cause of 
Mother Seton, a widow with several children who became a Catholic 
nun and founded the Sisters of Charity. A distant ancestor of Franklin 
D. Roosevdt, she died in 1821. 

Even though he knows how slowly offier American Causes have ad- 
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vanced, Fattier O’Brien remains confident. He is encouraged by the 
knowledge that, as recently as two years ago, thirty priests who were 
martyred in China’s Boxer Rebellion were promoted to sainthood, and 
twenty-ei^t of these were Franciscans. Father O’Brien prays that the 
next canonized Franciscan will be his Mallorcan companion of seven 
intense years. 

This close investigation of Serra has had a Svengali-like efiFect on Fa- 
ttier O’Brien. While he does not think Serra has changed him, he feels 
that the old padre has affected him in one way. “He has been a constant 
source of reproach to me. He has made me feel that I am not doing 
much. He has given me the desire to have the same generosity in the 
service of God. I would enjoy going back to the Sierra Gorda, in Mexico, 
to live and work among those people, as Father Sena did, not because he 
did, but because I want to.” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

Because I am fascinated by the highly formal and intricate, inflexible 
rituals of the Catholic Church — ^but no more and no less than I am 
interested in the equally involved machinery of the Communist party. 
General Motors, Rotary International, the Nobel Foundation — follow 
the activities of the Vatican with unflagging interest. In feet, I have 
visited and researched inside Vatican City numerous times, and written 
and published stories about its Pontiff, its daily newspaper, its censorship 
office. But above all, I have been intrigued by the process through which 
the Catholic Church elevates one of its own to the universal veneration 
that accompanies sainthood. 

As long ago as 1949, apparently, I was already possessed of this curios- 
ity, for when I learned in that year that a friend of my wife’s was work- 
ing as a secretary to Father Eric O’Brien, I was instantly eager to know 
more about him and his activities. I spoke to my wife’s friend (in the 
years since, she has become a nun, and we have an Easter card from her 
occasionally), questioned her about her work, and gained my first infor- 
mation about the Cause of Junipero Serra. The superficial knowledge 
I acquired only whetted my appetite. I knew that I must see Father 
O’Brien himself as soon as possible, and write about him and about the 
entire evolution of mortal to saint. When approached. Father O’Brien 
was agreeable to a meeting, and this soon took place in my living room. 
Stimulated by a few drinks and my own questions, the handsome, ttiirty- 
six-year-old priest exceeded mere eloquence. Following that first meet- 
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ing, there were several more-one, if I remember correctly, in a room of 
St. Joseph’s Church in downtown Los Angeles — and soon I was supple- 
menting tiiese interviews with additional research material gathered 
through intensive reading about the proce<^ures for gaining sainthood 
and the life of candidate Junipero Serra. 

Presently, I wrote the first draft of my story. Being a non-Catholic, I 
had inadvertently filled the article with minor errors and heresies, and 
Father O’Brien was justifiably appalled. But being a servant of Christ, 
and endowed with patience and tolerance, and desirous of promoting 
the Cause of Junipero Serra still further through me. Father O’Brien 
did not reject my writings. Instead, he suggested revisions and correc- 
tions of fiicts. These changes I dutifully made. My next submission to 
Father O’Brien received his approval. 

The story, through my literary agent in New York, was submitted to 
the marketplace. It went out, and it came back. Like so many of the 
short pieces I wrote without assignment, but merely for pleasure, this 
one drew praise but no acceptance. It was seen by two or three editors, 
no more. They were in complete accord; It was not commercial, did not 
have enough popular appeal for the broadly circulating periodicals 
(largely read by Protestants), because it was “too special, too Catholic, 
too limited.” I put it aside, reluctantly but with confidence that one 
day I should be able to include it in a book, when commercial appeal 
would not be the decisive criterion for my choice of subjects. 

In re-editing the story sixteen years after originally writing it, I won- 
dered — ^as I have wondered about the subjects of all my earlier projects — 
what had happened to Father O’Brien and to the Cause of Junipero 
Serra. I had not seen the energetic priest since 1949. From time to time, 
in the years after, I had read newspaper accounts that gave evidence that 
the Cause of Junipero Serra was still being vigorously promoted. But, I 
speculated, how near had Serra been raised toward the high seat that his 
supporters desired for him? And, indeed, what had his crusaders been up 
to and what were they doing today? While Serra’s name was often in 
print, I realized that I had not seen the name of his champion, Father 
O’Brien, mentioned for many years. What, I asked myself, had become 
of that incredibly dedicated traveler-scholar of the Roman Catholic 
Church? 

The last that I had known of Father O’Brien’s activities was that he 
had completed his extensive legal brief, the articuli, setting forth in 
Latin the virtues of Junipero Serra, and he had presented it to the Bish- 
op’s Court in the Monterey-Fresno diocese of California. At the time, 
Father O’Brien had had every hope that the Fresno hearing would en- 
dorse his efforts with its approval, and forthwith submit the jbvorable 
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decision to Rome. Father O’Brien expected to go tiien to Rome and 
continue the good fight. 

'nirough recent interviews and correspondence, I have now learned 
diat Father O’Brien’s faith in the iiruninent progress of his Cause was 
not unjustified. The initial test, before the Diocesan Court, lasted eight 
months. Father O’Brien paraded his researdi and his witnesses, and 
when the court sessions came to an end, there were 1,260 pages of testi- 
mony. It was agreed by the Diocesan Court that Sena’s heroic virtue had 
been satisfoctorily proved. Photostatic copies of the bulky records of the 
trial were sent on to Rome, to be studied by the Sacred Congregation of 
Rites. This success was Father O’Brien’s first major accomplishment 
after his unremitting labors for the Cause, and his victory was rewarded 
by a worldly bauble in the summer of 1950 when St. Bonaventure Uni* 
versify conferred upon him the honorary degree of Doctor of Letters. 

But the first triumph did not make Father O’Brien complacent. The 
battle had been joined, the opposition armor shallowly pierced, but the 
Devil’s Advocate in Rome had not been unseated. Ointinuing his as- 
sault, Father O’Brien left his and Serra’s easy, sunny California for foe 
sophisticated, political, competitive arena ^t was Vatican City in 
Rome. 

As Father O’Brien recently rq>orted to me, he arrived in foe Eternal 
City during September of 1950, and dwelt in Rome for almost four 
years. In those years he did “foe historical work for foe Cause.” No 
doubt he kept a careful watch over his photostated research documents 
on Sena, one copy of which rested in foe office of the Franciscan Order 
while foe other copy received consideration in foe office of foe Relator 
General at foe Sacred Congregation of Rites. 

Father O’Brien’s activity in those four years was divided — on one 
hand, he gave a portion of his time and energy to continuing foe hunt 
for new fects about Junipeto Serra in foe archives of foe Vatican, and 
on the other hand, he toded at propagandizing foe Cause, at making the 
Movers of foe Vatican (and, in fact, all the world) Serra-conscious. Tire- 
lessly, he corresponded with prelates in Latin America, and with organi- 
zations in foe United States, seeking “commendatory letters” and back- 
ing for Serra. He delivered public addresses extolling foe virtues and 
holiness of California’s Apostle. In foe field of promotion, his .greatest 
achievement was ananging to give a series of twdve talks on Serra, to an 
international audience, over Vatican Radio. 

In April of 1954, Father Eric O’Brien left Rome and returned to foe 
United States. When he arrived in California, his role as leader and Vice- 
Postulator of foe Cause came to an end. Whefoer or not he requested to 
be rdieved of his arduous position, whefoer or not foe Church removed 
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and replaced him as a matter of rotating policy, I do not know. In any 
event, what he had begun as an eager young priest of twenty-nine was, so 
ha as his part was concerned, ending in his forty-sc^cond year. He had 
done the pioneer work. He had tiavded widely, read deeply, written 
ceaselessly. He had delivered an impressive total of 500 speeches on be- 
half of the Cause. His Franciscan brothers gave him their supreme acco- 
lade in print. Of Father O'Brien they said: “For sixteen years the zealous 
Friar d^icated his talents to tracing around the head of Padre Junipero 
Sena the halo of a Saint. Inasmuch as one man can be credited with the 
present happy status of the Serra Cause, that individual is the former 
Vice-Postulator.” 

After relinquishing his leadership of the Cause in 1954, Father Eric 
O'Brien moved into the Sena Retreat in Malibu, California, and there 
he dwelk at present, devoting his peaceful, contemplative days to retreat 
work, such as giving time to lay Catholics, and to writing. His writing, of 
course, concerns his old friend, Junipero Serra. According to a recent 
issue of the Apostle of Cdifomia, a quarterly bulletin that keeps all Ser- 
rans informed of the advances being made in the Cause for the Canon- 
ization of Junipero Serra: 

“The ascetical stature of die candidate presented for canonization is 
the most important consideration in the eyes of the Sacred Congregation 
of Rites. This particular aspect of Padre Junipero Serra has been the spe- 
cialty of the Rev. Eric O'Brien, O.F.M. It is his intention to compose 
an ascetical 'life' of California's Apostle. The friends of the Cause not 
only wish him every success in this distinctive endeavor, thqr pledge 
their prayers ...” 

Meanwhile, the Cause goes marching on. 'The players change. The 
goal is the same. Not until four years after Father O'Brien had gone into 
his ocean-side retreat was there an official replacement named for him. 
In July of 1958, the Reverend Noel F. Moholy was appointed the new 
Vice-Postulator of the Cause. Father Moholy, a wiry, middle-aged native 
of San Francisco, was not a stranger to Junipero Serra. After being or- 
dained a priest in 1941, Father Moholy taught languages and theology in 
California, did graduate work in Quebec, and then resumed teaching — 
but for five of those years he had collaborated with Father O’Brien. Dur- 
ing die entire period that Father O'Brien had been in Rome, and for 
more than a year afterward. Father Moholy had served as his American 
administrator of the Serra Cause. 

Upon succeeding Father O'Brien as the main leader of the Cause, 
Father Moholy applied himself to promotion of sainthood for the Cali- 
fornia Apostle with as much vigor as his predecessor had shown. Work- 
ing out of the Old Mission Santa Barbara — ^which he had helped restore 
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and expand through his fund-raising campaigns — ^Father Moholy threw 
himself into writing, and appeared on radio and tdevision, in a further 
e£fort to impress upon the Vatican and the world the Serra Cause. 

In 1961, Father Moholy took on as an aide the scholarly Father Flo- 
rian Guest, sending him to Rome to continue the historical phase of the 
work. In Rome, Father Guest found that the next hurdle to be over- 
come was the requirement that all the basic Serra findings be translated 
into Italian. Father Guest accepted the challenge, but before he could 
proceed very far with the project, he fell ill. A little more than a year 
after entering Rome, the ailing Father Guest was forced to return to 
Los Angeles. 

Today, under the guidance of the new Vice-Postulator, Father Guest, 
who is attached to St. Joseph’s Church in Los Angeles, is slowly going 
ahead with the Italian translation of the voluminous Serra case. 

As Father Guest explained to me: “The historical work for the 
Serra Cause is to be completed in two volumes, both in Italian. 'The 
first is to contain a translation of all the most important documents bear- 
ing on the Cause, together with a critical introduction to them. 'The 
second is to include the historical proof Aat Junipero Serra practiced 
heroic virtue. When these two volumes are completed and approved, 
Serra’s Cause will have been canonically introduced. Partly because of 
the large number of Causes being considered by the Sacred Congrega- 
tion of Rites, the work may be prolonged for several years. 'The Francis- 
can Order alone is promoting tiie Causes of 190 candidates for the hon- 
ors of the altar.” 

Because of the competition from the large number of other candidates 
for sainthood, because six proved miracles are needed for Sena’s beatifi- 
cation and for his canonization, some supporters of the Cause believe 
that it may be another ten years before the California Apostle is pre- 
.sented for the final judgment in Rome. 

But the promoters of the Serra Cause have been trained in patience. 
They remind themselves that it took more than five hundred years for 
Joan of Arc to be made a saint. 'They know that it took forty years for 
Pope Pius X to be so recognized. Yet, most encouraging is the fact that 
Mother Elizabeth Seton — ^the remarkable New York-born Protestant 
convert to Catholicism, who bore her husband five children before she 
was widowed, and who died in Baltimore in 1821 — ^required only twenty- 
three years to attain beatification, the almost certain prelude to canoni- 
zation. Mother Seton’s Cause was introduced in 1940, and she was beati- 
fied and praised by Pope John XXIII in 1963. 

The Serrans know the odds they must overcome. Since the founding 
of the Churdi of St. Peter, the Vatican has raised perhaps twenty-five 
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thousand of its own to sainthood. In the three and a half centuries since 
the Church began listing its saints, there have been fewer than three 
hundred who have been canonized. Despite these aw^me odds, despite 
the hict that there are nearly 1,200 candidates, including five popes and 
thirteen cardinals, contending for sainthood in Rome at the nunnent, 
despite the feet that there are 190 of their own order among these candi- 
dates, die California Franciscans remain confident diat Father Serra will 
ultimately be so honored. 

One hundred and eighty years have passed since Father Junipero 
Serra, that “useless servant of God," as he characterized himself, died in 
Carmel, California. Only thirty years have passed since the Franciscan 
Order first undertook to prove that Father Junipero Serra was worthy of 
international veneration and prayer. Ten more years of effort seem little 
enough when weighed against the magnitude of the success in sight. 
Then, if the human race has survived, there will be time enough for 
those who are believers to enjoy the guidance and pray for the mirades 
they hope the vision of the lame, old, courageous padre, Mallorcan and 
Californian, with his hard-won halo, will provide. Amen. 
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O NE DAY in the year 1890, Miss Nellie Bly, of the New York World, 
came roaring into Brooklyn on a special train from San Francisco. 
In a successful effort to beat Phileas Fogg's fictional 80 days around the 
world, Miss Bly, traveling with two handbags and flannd underwear, 
had circled the globe in 72 days, 6 hours, and 11 minutes. Immortality 
awaited her. 

Elsewhere that same year, another less-publicized globe-girdler made 
his start toward immortality. He was Mr. Burton Holmes, making his 
public debut with slides and anecdotes ("Through Europe With a Ko- 
dak”) before the Chicago Camera Club. Mr. Holmes, while less spectac- 
ular than his feminine rival, was destined, for that very reason, soon to 
dethrone her as America’s number-one traveler. 

Today, Miss Bly and Mr. Holmes have one thing in common: In the 
mass mind they are legendary vagabonds relegated to the dim and dusty 
past of the Iron Horse and the paddle-wheel steamer. But if Miss Bly, 
who shuffled off this mortal coil in 1922, is now only a part of our folk- 
lore, there are millions to testify that Mr. Burton Holmes, aged seventy- 
six, is still very much with us. 

Remembering that Mr. Holmes was an active contemporary of Miss 
Bly’s, that he was making a hvelQiood at traveling when William Mc- 
Kinley, John L. Sullivan, and Admiral Dewey ruled the United States, 
when Tony Pastor, Lily Langtry, and Lillian Russdl ruled the amusement 
world, it is at once amazing and reassuring to pick up the daily news- 
papers of 1946 and find, sandwiched between advertisements of rash 
young men lecturing on “Inside Stalin” and “I Was Hitler's DentisL” 
calm announcements that tomorrow evening Mr. Burton Holmes has 
something more to say about “Beautiful Bali.” 
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Burton Holmes, a bride, immaculate, diunley man wirii gray Vandyke 
beard, erect bearing, precise speech (“Folks are always mistaking me for 
Monty Woolley,” be says, not unhappQy), is one of, the seven wonders 
of the entertainment world. As Everyman’s tourist. Burton Holmes has 
crossed the Atlantk Ocean thirty times, the Pacific Ocean twenty times, 
and has gone completely around the worid six times. He has spent fifty- 
five summers abroad, and recorded a half million feet of film of those 
summos. He was the first person to take motion picture cameras into 
Russia and Japan. He witnessed the tegular decennial performance of 
the Passion Play at Oberammergau in 1890, and attended the first mod- 
em Olympics at Athens in 1896. He rode on the first Trans-Siborian 
train across Russia, and photographed the world’s first airplane meet at 
Rheims. 

As the fruit of these travels. Burton Holmes has delivered approxi- 
matdy 8,000 illustrated lectures that have grossed, according to an esti- 
mate by Variety, five million dollars in fifty-three winters. Because he 
does not like to be called a lecturer— “I’m a performer,” he insists, “and 
I have performed on more l^itimate stages than platforms” — he in- 
vented the word “travelogue” in London to describe his activity. 

His travdogues, regarded as a fifth season of the year in most commu- 
nities, have won him such popularity that he holds the record for playing 
in the longest one-man run in American show business. In the five and a 
half decades past. Burton Holmes has successively met Uie hectic compe- 
tition of big-time vaudeville, stage, silent pictures, radio, and talking pic- 
tures, and he has survived them all. 

At an age when most men have retired to slippered ease or are 
grounded by high blood pressure. Burton Holmes is more active and 
more popular than ever l^fore. In the season just finished, which he 
started in San Francisco during September, 1945, and wound up in New 
York during April, 1946, Holmes appeared in 187 shows, a record num- 
ber. He averag^ six travelogues a week, spoke for two hours at each, and 
did 30 percent more box-office business than five years ago. Not once was 
a scheduled lecture postponed or canceled. In fact, he has missed only 
two in his life. In 1935, flying over the Dust Bowl, he suffered laryngitis 
and was forced to b^ass two collie dates. He has never canceled an 
appearance before a paid city audience. Seven years ago, when one of his 
elderly limbs was fractured in an automobile crack-up in Finland, there 
was a f^ing that Burton Holmes might not nuike the rounds. When 
news of the accident was released, it was as if word had gone out that 
Santa Claus was about to cancel his winter sdiedule. But when the 1939 
season dawned. Burton Holmes rolled on the stage in a wheelchair, and 
horn his seat of pain (and for 129 consecutive appearances thereafter), 
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he delivered his travel chat while i6-min film shimmered on the screen 
beside him. 

Today, there is little likelihood that anything^ excq>t utter extinction, 
could keep Holmes ficom his waiting audiences. Even now, between sea- 
sons, Holmes is in training for his next series — 150 illustrated lectures 
before groups in seventeen states. 

Before World War II, accompanied by Margaret Oliver, his wife (rf 
thirty-two years. Holmes would spend his breathing spells on summery 
excursions through the Far East or Europe. While aides captured scen- 
ery on celluloid. Holmes wrote accompanying lecture material in his 
notebooks. Months later, he would communicate his findings to his cult, 
at a maximum price of $1.50 per seat. With the outbreak of war. Holmes 
changed his pattern. He curtailed travel outside the Americas. This year, 
except for one journey to Las Vegas, Nevada, where he personally pho- 
tographed cowboy cutups and shapely starlets at the annual Helldoiado 
festival. Holmes has been allowing his assistants to do all his traveling for 
him. 

Recently, one crew, under cameraman Thayer Soule, who helped 
shoot the Battle of Tarawa for the Marines, brought Holmes a harvest of 
new film from Mexico. Another crew, after four months in Brazil last 
year, and two in its capital this year, returned to Holmes with magnifi- 
cent movies. Meantime, other crews, under assignment from Holmes, 
are finishing films on Death Valley, the West Indies, and the Missis- 
sippi River. 

In a cottage behind his sprawling Hollywood hilltop home. Holmes is 
busy, day and night, sorting the incoming negative, cutting and editing it, 
and rewriting lectures that will accompany the footage this winter. He is 
too busy to plan his next trip. Moreover, he doesn't feel that he should 
revisit Europe yet. “I wouldn’t mind seeing it,” he says, “but I don’t 
think my public would be interested. My people want a good time, they 
want escape, they want sweetness and light, beauty and charm. 'There’s 
too much rubble and misery over there now, and 111 let those picture 
magazines and Fox Movietone newsreels show all that. Ill wait until it’s 
tourist time again.” 

When he travds, he thinks he will visit three of the four accessible 
places on earth that he has not yet seen. One is Tahiti, which he barely 
missed a dozen times, and the other two are Iran and Iraq. The remain- 
ing country that he has not seen, and has no wish to see, is primitive 
Afghanistan. Of all dties on earth, he would most like to revisit Kyoto, 
once capital of Japan. He still recalls that the first movies ever made 
inside Japan were ones he made in Kyoto, in 1899. The other cities he 
desires to revisit are Venice and Rome. The only island for which he has 


no 



EVERYBODY’S ROVER BOY 

any longing is Bali— “the one quaint spot on earth where you can really 
get away from it all.” 

In preparing future subjects, Holmes carefully studies the success of 
his past performances. Last season, his two most popular lectures in the 
East were "California” and “Adventures in Mexico.” The former 
grossed $5,100 in two Chicago shows; the latter jammed die St. Louis 
Civic Auditorium with thirty-five hundred potential sefiores and sefiori- 
tas. Holmes will use these subjects again, with revisions, next season, and 
add some brand-new Latin American and United States topics. He will 
sidestep anything relating to war. He feels, for example, that anything 
dealing with the once exotic Pacific islands might have a questionable 
reception — ^“people will still remember those white crosses they saw in 
newsreels of Guadalcanal and Iwo Jima.” 

Every season presents its own obstacles, and the next will challenge 
Holmes with a new audience of travel-sated and disillusioned ex-Cl’s. 
Many of these men, and their families, now know that a South Sea is- 
land paradise means mosquitoes and malaria and not Melville’s Fayaway 
and Loti’s Rarahu. They know Europe means mud and ruins and not 
romance. Nevertheless, Holmes is confident that he will win these peo- 
ple over. 

“The veterans of World War II will come to my travelogues just as 
their fathers did. After the First World War, I gave illustrated lectures 
on the sights of France, and the ex-doughboys enjoyed them immensely. 
But I suppose there’s no use comparing that war to this. The First World 
War was a minor dispute between gentlemen. In this one, the atrocities 
and miseries will be difficult to forget, I know I can’t give my Beautiful 
Italy lecture next season to men who know Italy only as a pigsty, but 
you see, in my heart Italy is forever beautiful, and I see things in Italy 
they can't see, poor fellows. How could they? . . . Still, memory is 
frail, and one day these boys will forget and come to my lectures not to 
hoot but to relive the better moments and enjoy themselves.” 

While Burton Holmes prepares his forthcoming shows, his business 
manager, a slightly built dynamo named Walter Everest, works on next 
season’s bookings. Everest contaets organizations interested in sponsor- 
ing a lecture series, arranges dates and prices, and often leases audito- 
riums on his own. Everest concentrates on cities where Holmes is known 
to be popular. Standing Room Only cities like New York, Boston, Phila- 
ddphia, Chicago, Los Angeles. On the other hand, he is cautious about 
the cities where Holmes has been unpopular in the past — ^Toledo, Cleve- 
land, Indianapolis, Cincinnati. The one city Holmes now avoids entirely 
is Pomona, California, where, at a scheduled Saturday matinee, he found 
himself facing an almost empty house. The phenomenon of a good city 
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or a poor city is ineacplicable. In rare cases, ibete may be a reason for 
foQure, and then Hohnes will attempt to resolve it. When San Francisco 
was stone-deaf to Holmes, investigation showed that he had been com- 
peting with the annual opera season. Last year, he rented a theater the 
week before the opera began. He appeared eight times and made a hand- 
some profit. 

Once Holmes takes to the road for his regular season, he is a perpetual- 
motion machine. Leaving his wife behind, he barnstorms with his mana- 
ger, Everest, and a i^ojectionist, whirling to Western dates in his Cadil- 
lac, making long hops by plane, following the heavier Eastern circuit by 
train. Holmes likes to amaze younger men with his activities during a 
typical week. If he speaks in Detroit on a Tuesday night, he will lecture 
in Chicago on Wednesday evening, in Mflwaukee on Hiursday, be back 
in Chicago for Friday evening and a Saturday matinee session, then go 
on to Kansas City on Sunday, St. Louis on Monday, and play a return 
engagement in Detroit on Tuesday. 

This relentless merry-go-round (with Saturday nights off to attend a 
newsreel “and see what’s happening in the world") invigorates Holmes, 
but grinds his colleagues to a frazzle. One morning last season, after 
weeks of trains and travel, Walter Everest was awakened by a porter 
at six. He rose groggily, sat swaying on the edge of his berth trying to pull 
on his shoes. He had the look of a man who had pushed through the 
Matto Grosso on foot. He glanced up sleepily, and there, across the aisle, 
was Holmes, fully dressed, looking natty and refreshed. Holmes smiled 
sympathetically. “I know, Walter,” he said, "this life is tiring. One day 
both of us ought to climb on some train and get away from it all.” 

In his years on the road. Holmes has come to know his audience thor- 
oughly. He is firm in the belief that it is composed mostly of traveled 
persons who wish to savor the glamorous sights of the world again. 
Through Burton, they relive their own tours. Of the others, some regard 
a Holmes performance as a preview. They expect to travel; they want to 
know the choice sights for their future three-month jaunt to Ecuador. 
Some few, who consider themselves travel audiorities, come to a Holmes 
lecture to point out gleefully the good things that he missed. “It makes 
them happy,” Holmes says cheerfully. Tomorrow’s audience, for the 
most, will be the same as the one that heard the Master exactly a year 
before. Generations of audiences inherit Holmes, one from the other. 

An average Holmes lecture combines the atmosphere of a revival 
meeting and a family get-together at which home movies are shown. A 
typical Holmes travelogue begins in a brightly lit auditorium, at precisely 
three minutes after eight-thirty. The three minutes is to allow for late- 
comers. Holmes, attired in formal evening clothes, strides feom Ae 
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wings to center stage. Feeble applaud; some dieer. Everyone seems to 
know him and to know exactly uhat to expect. Holmes smiles broadly. 
He is compact, proper, handsome. His goatee dominates the scene. He 
has worn it every season, with the exception of one in 1895 (when, 
beardless, he somewhat resembled Paget’s Sherlodc Holmes). Now, he 
speaks crisply. He announces diat this is the third lecture of his fifty- 
fourtii season. He announces his subject — ^“Adventures in Mexico.” 

He walks to one side of the stage, where a microphone is standing. 
The lights are dimmed. The auditorium becomes dark. Beyond the fifth 
row. Holmes cannot be seen. The all-color 16-mm film is projected on 
the screen. The film opens, minus title and credits, with a shot dirough 
the windshidd of an automobile speeding down the Pan-American 
Highway to Monterrey. Holmes himself is the sound track. His speech, 
wi& just the hint of a theatrical accent, is intimate, as if he were talking 
in a living room. He punctuates descriptive passages witii little formal 
jokes. When fiowers and orange trees of Mexico are on the screen, he 
says, “We have movies and talkies, but now we should have smellies and 
tasties” — ^and he chuckles. 

The film that he verbally captions is a dazzling, uncritical montage of 
Things Mexican. There is a sefiota selling tortillas, and close-ups of how 
tortillas are made. Tliere is a bullfight, but not the kill. There is snow- 
capped Popocatepetl, now for sale at the bargain price of fifteen million 
dollars. There are the pyramids outside Mexico City, older than those 
of Egypt, built by the ancient Toltecs who went to war viith wooden 
swords so that they would not kill their enemies. 

Holmes’s movies and lectures last two hours, with one intermission. 
The emphasis is on description, information, and oddity. Two potential 
ingredients are studiously omitted. One is adventure, the other politics. 
Holmes is never spectacular. “I want nothing dangerous. I don’t care to 
emulate the explorers, to risk my neck, to be the only one or the first one 
there. Let others tackle the Himalayas, the Amazon, the North Pole, let 
them break the trails for me. I'm just a Cook’s tourist, a little ahead of 
the crowd, but not too far ahead.” Some years ago. Holmes did think 
that he was an explorer, and became very excited about it, he now admits 
sheepishly. 'This occurred in a trackless sector of Northern Rhodesia. 
Holmes felt that he had discovered a site never before seen by an out- 
sider. Grandly, he planted the flag of the Exporers Club, carefully he set 
up his camera, and then, as he prepared to shoot, his glance fell upon an 
object several feet away — an empty Kodak carton. Quietly, he repacked 
and stole away — ^and has stayed firmly on the beaten paths ever since. 

As to politics, it never taints his lectures. He insists neither he nor his 
audiences are interested. “WTien you discuss politics,” he says, “you are 
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sore to offend.” Even after his third trip to Russia, he refused to discuss 
politics. “I am a travder,” he explained at that time, “and not a student 
of political and economic questions. To me, Communism is meidy one 
of the sights I went to see.” 

Howevo:, friends know that Holmes has his pet panacea for the ills 
of the world. He is violent about the gold standard, insisting that it alone 
can make all the world prosperous. Occasionally, when the mood is on 
him, and against his better judgment he will inject propaganda in favor 
of the gold standard into an otherwise timid travelogue. 

When he is feeling mellow. Holmes will confess that once in the past 
he permitted politics to intrude upon his sterile chitchat. It was two 
decades ago, when he jousted with Prohibition. While not a dedicated 
drinking man. Holmes has been on a friendly basis with firewata since 
the age of sixteen. In the ensuing years, he has regularly, every dusk 
before dinner, mixed himself one or two highballs. Only once did he try 
more than two, and the results were disastrous. “Any man who drinks 
three will drink three hundred,” he now says righteously. Holmes felt 
that Prohibition was an insult to civilized living. As a consequence of this 
belief, his audiences during the days of the Eighteenth Amendment 
were often startled to hear Holmes extol the virtues of open drinking, in 
the middle of a placid discourse on Oberammergau or Lapland. “Some- 
times an indignant female would return her tickets to the rest of my 
series,” he says, “but there were others, more intelligent, to take her 
place.” 

This independent attitude in Holmes was solely the product of his 
personal success. Bom in January, 1870, of a financially secure, com- 
pletely cosmopolitan Chicago family, he was able to be independent 
from his earliest days. His father, an employee in the Third National 
Bank, distinguished himself largely by lending George Pullman enough 
cash to transform his old day coaches into the first Pullman Palace Sleep- 
ing Cars, and by refusing a half interest in the business in exchange for 
his help. Even to this day, it makes Burton Holmes dizzy to think of the 
money he might have saved in charges for Pullman berths. 

Holmes’s interest in show business began at the age of nine when his 
grandmother, Ann W. Burton, took him to hear John L. Stoddard lec- 
ture on the Passion Play at Oberammergau. Young Holmes was never 
the same again. After brief visits to faraway Florida and California, he 
quit school and accompanied his grandmother on his first trip abroad. 
He was sixteen and wide-eyed. His grandmother, who had traveled with 
her wine-salesman husband to France and Egypt and down the Volga in 
the sixties, was the perfect guide. But this journey through Europe was 
eclipsed, four years later, by a more important pilgrimage with his grand- 


114 



EVERYBODY’S ROVER BOY 

motiier to Gennany. The fiist day at his hotel in Munidi, Holmes saw 
John L. Stoddard pass through die lobby reading a Baedeker. He was 
petrified. It was as if he had seen his I^ker. E>en now, over a half 
century later, when Holmes speaks about Stoddard, his voice carries a 
tinge of awe. For eighteen years of the late nineteenth century, Stod- 
dard, with bladc-and-white slides and magnificent watory, dominated 
the travel-lecture field. To audiences, young and old, he was the most 
romantic figure in America. Later, at Obeiammergau, Holmes sat next to 
Stoddard through the fifteen acts of the Passion Play and they became 
friends. 

When Holmes returned to the States, some months after Nellie Bly 
had made her own triumphal return to Brooklyn, he showed rare Kodak 
natives of his tiavds to fellow members of the Chicago Camera Club. 
The members were impressed, and one suggested that these be mounted 
as slides and shown to the general public. “To take the edge off the 
silence, to keep the show moving,” says Holmes, “I wrote an account of 
my journey and read it, as the stereopticon man changed slides.” The 
show, which grossed the club $350, was Holmes’s initial travelogue. 
However, he dates the beginning of his professional career from three 
years later, when he appeared under his own auspices with hand-colored 
slides. 

After the Camera Club debut. Holmes did not go immediately into 
the travelogue field. He was not yet ready to appreciate its possibilities. 
Instead, he attempted to sell real estate, and failed. Then he* worked for 
eight dollars a week as a photo supply dark. In 1902, aching with wan- 
derlust, he bullied his femily into staking him to a five-month tour of 
Japan. On the boat he was thrilled to find John L. Stoddard, also bound 
for Japan. They became closer friends, even though tiiey saw Nippon 
through different eyes. “The older man found Japan queer, quaint, com- 
fortless, and almost repellent,” Stoddard’s son wrote years later. “To the 
younger man it was a fairyland.” Stoddard invited Holmes to continue 
on around the world with him, but Holmes loved Japan and decided to 
remain. 

When Holmes returned to Chicago, the World’s Columbian Exposi- 
tion of 1893 was in full swing. He spent months at the Jackson Park 
grounds, under Edison’s new electric lights, listening to Lillian Russell 
sing, Susan B. Anthony speak, and watching Sandow perform feats of 
strength. With rising excitement, he observed Jim Brady eating, An- 
thony Comstock snorting at Little Egypt’s hootchy-kootchy, and Alex- 
ander Dowie announcing himself as the Prophet Elijah III. 

In the midst of this excitement came the depression of that year. 
Holmes’s father sufitered. “He hit the wheat pit at the wrong time, and I 
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had to go out on my own,” says Holmes. "The photo supply house 
o£feied me fifteen dollars a wed: to return. But I didn’t want to woik. 
The trip to Japan, the Oriental ediibits of the Ejqxmtion, were still on 
my mind. I thou^t of Stoddard. I thought of the slides I’d had hand* 
colored in Tokyo. That was iL and it wasn’t work. So I hired .1 hall and 
became a travel lecturer.” 

Copying society addresses from his mother’s visiting list, and addi- 
tional addresses from The Blue Book, Holmes mailed two dioosand invi- 
tations in the form of Japanese poem-cards. Recipients were invited to 
two illustrated lectures, at $1.50 each, on "Japan — ^the Country and the 
Cities.” Bodi performances were sellouts. Holmes grossed $700. 

For four years Holmes continued his fight to win a steady following, 
but with only erratic success. Then, in 1897, when he stood at the brink 
of defeat, two events occurred to change his life. First, John L. Stoddard 
retired from the travel-lecture fidd and threw the platforms of the na- 
tion open to a successor. Second, Holmes supplemented colored slides 
with a new method of illustrating his talks. As his circular announced, 
“There will be presented for the first time in connection with a course of 
travel lectures a series of pictures to which a modem miracle has added 
the illusion of life itself — ^the reproduction of recorded motion.” 

Armed with his jumpy movies — scenes of the Omaha fire department, 
a police parade in Chicago, Italians eating spaghetti, each reel running 
twenty-five seconds, with a four-minute wait between reels — ^Burton 
Holmes invaded the Stoddard strongholds in the East. Stoddard came to 
hear him and observe the newfiingled movies. Like Marshal Foch who 
regarded the airplane as “an impractical toy,” Stoddard saw no future in 
the motion picture. Nevertheless, he gave young Holmes a hand by in- 
sisting that Augustin Daly lease his Manhattan theater to the newcomer. 
This done, Stoddard retired to the Austrian Tyrol, and Holmes went on 
to absorb Stoddard’s audiences in Boston and Philadelphia and to win 
new followers of his own throughout the nation. 

His success assured. Holmes began to gather material with a vigor that 
was to make him one of history’s most indefatigable travelers. In 1900, at 
the Paris Exposition, sitting in a restaurant built like a Russian train, 
drinking vodka while a colored panorama of Siberia rolled past his win- 
dow, he succumbed to this unique advertising of the new Trans-Siberian 
railway and bought a ticket. The trip in 1901 was a nightmare. After ten 
days on the Trans-Siberian train, which banged along at eleven miles an 
hour. Holmes was dumped into a construction train for five days, and 
then spent twenty-seven days on steamers going down the Amur River. 
It took him forty-two and a half days to travel from Moscow to Vladi- 
vostok. 
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But doling diat tour, lie had one great moment. He saw Count Leo 
Tolstoi at Yasnaya Polyana, the author's country estate near Tula. At a 
dinner in Moscow, Holmes met Albert J. ^everidg^ the handsome sena- 
tor from Indiana. Beveridge had a letter of introduction to Tolstoi and 
invited Holmes and his enormous 6o-mm movie camera to come along. 
Arriving in a four-horse landau, the Americans were suipiised to find 
Tolstoi's estate dilapidated. Then, they were kept waiting two hours. At 
last; the seventy-three-year-old, white-bearded Tolstoi, nine years away 
from his lonely death in a raflway depot; appeared. He was attired in a 
muzhik costume. He invited his visitors to breakfiist, then conversed in 
fluent English. “He had only a slight accent, and he spoke with the 
cadence of Sir Henry Irving," Holmes reca}^ . 

Of the entire morning’s conversation. Holmes remembers clearly only 
one remark. That was when Tolstoi harangued, “There should be no 
law. No man should have the right to judge or condemn another. Abso- 
lute freedom of the individual is the only thing that can redeem the 
world. Christ was a great teacher, nothing morel” As Tolstoi continued 
to speak. Holmes quietly set up his movie camera. Tolstoi had never seen 
one before. He posed stiffly, as for a daguerreotype. When he thought 
that it was over, and resumed his talking. Holmes began actual shooting. 
Hiis priceless film never reached the screen. Senator Beveridge was then 
a presidential possibility. His managers feared that this film of Beveridge 
with a Russian radical might be used by his opponents. The film was 
taken from Holmes and destroyed. Later, when he was not even nomi- 
nated for the presidency, Beveridge wrote an apology to Holmes, “for 
this destruction of so valuable a living record of the grand old Russian.” 

In 1934, ** ^ dollars a day. Holmes spent twenty-one days 

in modem Soviet Russia. He loved the ballet, the omelets, the Russian 
rule against tipping, and the lack of holdups. He went twice to see the 
embalmed Lenin, fascinated by the sight of “his head resting on a red 
pillow like that of a tired man asleep.” 

Although Holmes’s name had already appeared on eighteen travel vol- 
umes, this last Russian trip inspired him to write his first and only orig- 
inal book. 'The earlier eighteen volumes, all heavily illustrated, were 
offaed as a set, of which over forty thousand were sold. However, they 
were not “written,” but were actually a collection of lectures delivered 
orally by Holmes. TTie one book that he wrote as a book. The Travelet's 
Russia, published in 1934 by G. P. Putnam’s Sons, was a failure. Holmes 
has bought the remainders and passes them out to guests with a variety 
of inscriptions. In a serious mood he will inscribe, “To travel is to possess 
the world.” In a frivolous mood, he will write, “With love from Tova- 
ridi Burtonovich Holmeski.” 
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In the five decades past, Holmes has kept himself occi^ied with a 
wide variety of pleasures, such as attending Queen Victoria’s Golden 
Jubilee in London, chatting with Admiral Dewey in Hong Kong, driving 
the first automobile seen in Denmark, and photographing a mighty 
eruption of Vesuvius. 

In 1918, wearing a war correspondent’s uniform, he shot army scenes 
on the Western Front and his films surpassed those of the poorly organ- 
ized newsreel cameramen. In 1923, flying for the first time, he had his 
most dangerous experience, when his plane almost crashed between 
Toulouse and Rabat. Later, in Berlin, he found his dollar worth ten 
million marks, and in Africa he interviewed Emperor Haile Selassie in 
French, and, closer to home, he flew 20,000 miles over Central and 
South America. 

Burton Holmes enjoys company on his trips. By coincidence, they are 
often celebrities. Holmes traveled through Austria with Maria Jeritza, 
through Greece with E. F. Benson, through the Philippines with Dr. 
Victor Heiser. He covered World War I with Harry Franck, wandered 
about Japan with Lafcadio Hearn’s son, crossed Ethiopia with the Duke 
of Gloucester. He saw Hollywood with Mary Pickford, Red Square with 
Alma Gluck, and the Andes with John McCutcheon. 

Of the hundreds of travelogues that Holmes has delivered, the most 
popular was “The Panama Canal.’’ He offered this in 1912, when the 
“big ditch” was under construction, and news-hungry citizens flocked to 
hear him. Among less timely subjects, his most popular was the standard 
masterpiece on Oberammergau, followed closely by his illustrated lec- 
tures on the “Frivolities of Paris,” the “Canals of Venice,” the “Coun- 
tryside of England” and, more currently, “Adventures in Mexico.” Bur- 
ton Holmes admits that his greatest failure was an elaborate travelogue 
on Siam, even though it seemed to have everything except Anna and the 
King thereof. Other failures included travelogues on India, Burma, Ethi- 
opia, and — curiously— exotic Bali. The only two domestic subjects to fiz- 
zle were “Down in Dixie” in 1915 and “The Century of Progress Exposi- 
tion” in 1932. 

All in all, the success of Holmes’s subjects has been so consistently 
high that he has never suffered seriously from competition. One rival 
died, another retired eight years ago. “I’m the lone survivor of the magic- 
lantern boys,” says Holmes. Of the younger crowd. Holmes thought that 
Richard Halliburton might become his successor. “He deserved to carry 
the banner,” says Holmes. “He was good-loob'ng, with a fine classical 
background, intelligent, interesting, and he really did those darn-fool 
stunts.” Halliburton, who had climbed the Matterhorn, swum the Helles- 
pont, followed the Cort6s trail through Mexico, lectured with slides. “I 
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told him to throw away the slides/’ says Holmes. "He was better without 
them, his speech was so colorful.” When Ilalliburton died attempting to 
sail a Chinese junk across the Pacific, Holmes decided to present an illus- 
trated lecture on “The Romantic Adventures of Richard Halliburton.” 
He used his own movies but, in the accompanying talk, Halliburton’s 
written text. "It was a crashing feilure,” sighs Holmes. “His millions of 
fons did not want to hear me, and my fans did not want to know about 
him.” 

For a while, Hollywood appeared to be the travelogue’s greatest 
threat. Holmes defeated this menace by marriage with the studios. He 
signed a contract with Paramount, made fifty-two travel shorts each year, 
between 1915 and 1921. Then, with the advent of talking pictures, 
Holmes joined Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer and made a series of travelogues, 
released in English, French, Italian, Spanish. In 1933, he made his debut 
in radio, and in 1944 made his first appearance on television. 

Today, safe in the knowledge that he is an institution. Holmes spends 
more and more time in his rambling, plantation-style, wooden home, 
called “Topside,” located on a hill a mile above crowded Hollywood 
Boulevard. This dozen-roomed brown house, once a riding club for 
silent day film stars, and owned for six years by Francis X. Bushman 
(who gave it Hollywood’s first swimming pool, where Holmes now per- 
mits neighborhood children to splash), was purchased by Holmes in 
1930. “I had that M-G-M contract,” he says, “and it earned me a 
couple of hundred thousand dollars. Well, everyone with a studio con- 
tract immediately gets himself a big car, a big house, and a small 
blonde. I acquired the car, the house, but kept the blonde a mental 
acquisition.” For years, Holmes also owned a Manhattan duplex dec- 
orated with costly Japanese and Buddhist treasures, which he called 
"Nirvana.” Before Pearl Harbor, Holmes sold this duplex, with its two- 
million-dollar collection of furnishings, to Robert Ripley, the cartoonist 
and oddity hunter. 

Now, in his rare moments of leisure. Holmes likes to sit on the veranda 
of his Hollywood home and chat with his wife. Before he met her, he 
had been involved in one public romance. Gossips, everywhere, insisted 
that he might marry the fabulous Elsie de Wolfe, actress, millionaire 
decorator, friend of Oscar Wilde and Sarah Bernhardt, who later be- 
came Lady Mendl. Once, in Denver, Holmes recalls, a reporter asked 
him if he was engaged to Elsie de Wolfe. Holmes replied, curtly. No. 
That afternoon a banner headline proclaimed: burton holmes refuses 
TO marry ELSIE DE WQLFE! 

Shortly afterward, during a photographic excursion, Holmes met Mar- 
garet OUver who, suffering firom deafaess, had taken up still photog- 
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raphy as an avocation. In 1914, following a moonlight proposal on a 
steamer's deck, he married Miss Oliver in New York City’s St. Stephen’s 
Episcopal Church, and took her to prosaic Atlantic City for the first few 
days of their honeymoon, then iimnediately embarked on a long trip 
abroad. 

When his wife is out shopping. Holmes will stroll about his estate, 
study his fifty-four towering palm trees, return to the veranda for a hi^- 
ball, thumb through the National Geographic, play with his cats, or pick 
up a language textbook. He is on speaking terms with eight languages 
induding some of the Scandinavian, and is eager to learn more. He never 
reads travel books. “As Pierre Loti once remarked, 'I don’t read. It might 
ruin my style,’ ” he explains. 

He likes visitors, and he will startle them with allusions to his earlier 
contemporaries. “This lawn party reminds me of the one at which I met 
Emperor Meiji.” he will say. Meiji, grandfather of Hirohito, opened Ja- 
pan to Comn.odore Perry. 'When visitors ask for his travel advice. 
Holmes invariably tells them to see the Americas first. “Why go to 
Mont St. Michel?’’ he asks. “Have you seen Monticello?’’ 

But when alone with his wife and co-workers on the veranda, and the 
pressure of the new season is weeks away, he will loosen his blue dressing 
g^wn, inhale, then stare reflectively out over the sun-bathed city bdow. 

'Tou know, this is the best,” he will say softly, “looking down on this 
Los Angeles. It is heaven. I could sit here the rest of my life.” Then, 
suddenly, he will add, “There is so much else to see and do. If only I 
could have another threescore years upon this planet. If only 1 could 
know the good earth better than I do.” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

Only a small portion of Burton Holmes’s wish for “another threescore 
years upon this planet” was allowed him. After my story about him ap- 
peared in The Saturday Evening Post during May of 1947, Burton 
Holmes lived on for another eleven years and one month. However, 
there was little new that he ventured or achieved in those eleven years to 
alter the story I had written about him. 

For one year, after I met and wrote about him. Burton Holmes ac- 
tively continued to present his beloved travelogues in person. After that, 
he quit the public platform and l^itimate stage to serve an organization. 
Burton Holmes Travelogues, in an advisory capacity. Not until two years 
before his death did he submit to complete retirement from work. 
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During almost six decades, he had been Eveifhody’s Rover Boy. And 
for doing what he enjoyed most in life, he had earned five million dol- 
lars. But at the age of eighty-eighty no longer able to 4 eave his hill above 
Hollywood Boulevard, he was ready for that one last journey. He died in 
July of 1958, and he was aemated at his own request. His mortal re- 
mains, his ashes, were deposited in a fevorite Siamese um, one which he 
had cheririied. 

But Burton Holmes left more than ashes behind in 1958. He left be- 
hind a Name, a vast audience who responded to that name, and an or- 
ganization to represent that name by proxy in order to hold onto the vast 
audience. Several years before his death. Burton Holmes, person, had 
become Button Holmes Travelogues, corporation. When the person was 
no mote, the corporation remained to carry on. 

Today, the corporation, promoting the Burton Holmes name, consists 
of four people, all of whom were close to Holmes before his death. The 
most dominant member of the corporation, yet now the least active, is 
the Great Traveler’s widow, Margaret O. Holmes, who had been his 
spouse for forty-four years. At the age of eighty-six, Mrs. Holmes still 
lives on in “Topside,” with two companions. Although she keeps an eye 
on the corporation, Mrs. Holmes’s retirement is largely devoted to bask- 
ing in the memory of the old glories, and to occasionally strolling about 
her three acres or, if the weather is hot, taking a swim in her pool. The 
only times she emerges from seclusion, and descends from ‘"i^’^r'side” 
into the bewildering new world of freeways and tele^ !>ion ani '1 is 
when a Burton Holmes Travelogue series is being presented in ! os An- 
geles. Then she attends each film and lecture. Sometimes, too, she will 
go forth to see what the competition is doing, quietly slipping into an 
auditorium where some young lecturer with new film is attempting to 
diallenge the corporation and the Name. 

The active head, heart, and limbs of the Holmes corporation c ; i - , a 
of three lively, energetic gentlemen, who, because they knew aiul re- 
spected Holmes, possess a shrewd understanding of what was valuable 
in the past — as well as what is necessary in the present and the future. 
The president of the corporation is a Phi Beta Kappa named Robert 
Nfallett, a former foreign correspondent who once interviewed Sir Win- 
ston Churchill and Charles de Gaulle. Mallett’s main concern is the 
business side of the corporation. But sometimes, when thi fever is on 
him, he will take to the boards. Recently he personally narrated the de- 
scriptive lectures for travdogues on Sweden and Japan. 'The least publi- 
cized member of the corporation, who managed the travelogues before 
Holmes died and who manages them today, is Walter T. Everest. 'The 
most colorful member of the trio, Andr6 de la Vane, bears an uncanny 
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resemblance to the Master. The Burton Holmes trademarks — ^‘‘Vandyke 
beard, erect bearing, precise speech” — may all be found in de la Vane, 
who had made. 120 travel short subjects for three motion picture studios 
and had won a Motion Picture Academy Award before joining Holmes. 
Today de la Varre produces many of the corporation’s films, and pre- 
sents some of them (such as the ones on Italy and Switzerland) in per- 
son. These men consider the Holmes organization to be the leading pro- 
ducer of travelogues in the United States. 

If the shade of Burton Holmes were to return to earth, it is hkely that 
he would be satisfied with the way his heirs have perpetuated his trav- 
elogues. Basically, little has changed. Had Holmes’s shade visited the 
Academy of Music in Philadelphia to attend the Holmes Seventieth An- 
niversary series, consisting of five different subjects presented during four 
weeks in January and February of 1963, he would not have been disap- 
pointed. At a top price of two dollars a seat for a single evening, or the 
bargain rate of eight dollars for all five shows, he would have been able 
to see Robert Mallett presenting “Today’s New and Progressive Japan,” 
then "America’s Wonderland: the Pacific Northwest,” then “Grand 
Tour of Delightful Sweden.” On alternate nights, Holmes’s shade would 
have seen Andre de la Varre presenting “Playground of the World: 
Switzerland” and “Sicily and Byways of Italy.” And Holmes’s shade 
would have been happy to know he was part of a full house. 

Yet Holmes’s heirs, while adhering to certain Burton Holmes tradi- 
tions — such as projecting the sharp original Kodachrome film and not 
prints or copies, delivering narration live while standing beside the film 
being projected rather than succumbing to sound tracks, and making all 
their appearances in white tie and tails — ^have tried to keep pace with our 
fast-moving, ever-changing times. 

For one thing, five absolutely new films are presented every year. 
There are no reruns of the old Burton Holmes reels, which are preserved 
in storage. When I asked a member of the corporation if any of 
Holmes’s original material was usable or ever used today, I was told, 
“We frequently utilize short film segments from the footage Burton 
Holmes shot in the early days of motion pictures.” When the heirs re- 
cently made “Roundabout London,” they could not resist including film 
shots of Queen Victoria, which Burton Holmes had once taken. When 
the heirs produced “Lands of the Nile,” they spliced in some 1933 
scenes of Emperor Haile Selassie’s coronation in Ethiopia, taken by 
the only motion picture photographer present — Burton Holmes himself. 
Occasionally, too, the heirs will lift an appropriate excerpt from 
Holmes’s old lectures to use in one of their modern-day narrations. 

Besides using glossier new film, the heirs have made other changes in 
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the travdogues. When I reminded them that Burton Holmes had told 
me there were two ingredients he had studiously avoided in his films — 
adventure and politics — I got the impression fhat the heirs (who insisted 
that Holmes’s policy was “still in effect,” but admitted that “this does 
not mean we avoid showing a country in true perspective”) were not 
averse to injecting a little adventure and politics. I suspected that here 
and there they had conceded that life was real, life was earnest, and that 
romantidsm and escape finally had to make their compromises with the 
grimier and grimmer realities of the Nuclear Age. 

One member of Holmes’s organization was more candid about a 
change that had taken place. “Last year we presented a film on Hong 
Kong,” he said, “and this not only showed the usual tourist attractions 
but included treatment in depth of the housing problems and the men- 
ace of the Red China border a few miles away. It is our feeling that the 
public is considerably more interested today in world affairs and getting 
to know the citizens of another country than they were prior to World 
War II. It is not enough to present a picture-postcard approach to a 
subject any more. There was a time, of course, when color motion pic- 
tures alone were novel enough to satisfy an audience. This is no longer 
true. . . . However, we do continue to inject a feeling of taking a trip by 
the use of scenes showing tourists boarding trains or planes, and enjoying 
the attractions of the country. Basically, our audiences are people who 
have already traveled extensively or hope to in the future. Our narrations 
always include helpful suggestions to the would-be tourist.” 

Remembering that Burton Holmes had told me he was less popular in 
Cincinnati, Cleveland, Indianapolis, and Toledo than elsewhere, and 
that he avoided Pomona, California, completely, I wondered if there had 
been a geographic shift in the popularity of his travelogues after his 
death. The heirs would only comment that “bad cities” were the result 
of “bad local management and support,” and that most big cities were 
“good cities,” including Philadelphia which was one of their best. They 
felt that they often did well in cities where the ethnic origin of the 
community paralleled the subject of the film — in other words, Scandina- 
vian subjects did wonderfully well in Minneapolis, and German subjects 
were popular in Chicago and environs. 

The Burton Holmes team admitted that they are faced with two prob- 
lems that the Master had not had to contend with in his day. The first 
problem is the cost of producing a travel motion picture today, a major 
burden being the rise in the price of transportation and living abroad. 
The second problem, a more serious one, is the population shift in the 
United States, which has directly affected the Burton Holmes audiences 
and the lecture itineraries. Audiences are moving from the city to the 
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country. “Many patrons," confessed a Holmes heir, “find it onattaac- 
tive to drive scores of miles from an outlying community to the oen* 
ta of a large city. In some large Eastern dties, older patterns have been 
discouraged from going out at night by newspaper rqports of crime and 
violence.” To combat this urban exodus, the Burton Holmes corporation 
made the decision to follow its audience into suburbia. Today, while the 
Chicago box office has shown a dedine^ this loss has been balanced by 
profits from travelogues offered in the outlying suburban conununities of 
Greater Chicago. 

One enemy, with whom Burton Holmes himsdf had never really 
competed, was the dragon that I fdt most endangered his heirs. This 
dragon had not been mentioned. I mentioned it. I used the dread word 
— ^“television.” 

I asked, “Why should people continue to come out of their homes and 
pay to see and hear a live travelogue when bee television, in their homes, 
shows them the wonders of the world for nothing? Burton Holmes had 
no such competition. You have. What are you doing about it?” 

The heirs appeared unconcerned. Television travel films, they said, are 
ruined by poor prints and by the feequent advertising spids interjected 
into the half-hour or hour-long programs. The true travdogue afidonado 
would not have his Kyoto or Taj Mahal or Matterhorn sullied by con- 
stant talk about the newest detergent or filter-tip cigarette. The true 
aficionado prefers the beautiful original film to the grainy print, the orig- 
inal with its illusion uninterrupted by grating pitchmen. Paid television, 
without conunercials, is another thing. This, I gathered, the heirs would 
not try to lick but try to join. “We are following with great interest ffie 
devdopment of pay tdevision,” I was told. “This would seem to be the 
perfect answer to our problem of reaching the vast untapped audiences 
in smaller dties across the country.” 

Well, despite these reassurances of the hearty future of the live trav- 
elogue I found myself concerned and apprehensive. Perhaps the Burton 
Holmes corporate heirs are doing the best that can be done in this field 
in the United States. Perhaps they have tuned in to the times, and the 
mechanics of their filming and projection are better than in the past, and 
tiieir subjects possess the fresh dimension of timdiness. Still, I suspect 
in order to compete with free television presentations, the live travelogues 
require a single dynamic, persuasive, and colorful personality around 
which to build a cult. When a travelogue comes to a legitimate theater 
today, it is one more diversion, not an event. In tire old days, when 
Burton Holmes appeared, it was an event, like the rare visit of the rich 
and wise uncle from faraway who, alone;, could afford to see and do 
everything, and was ready to share with his poorer relatives the marvds 
he had enjoyed. 
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I mas Bmton Holmes, as do his audiences, I am sure, just as we all 
miss Count Leo Tolstoi, Admiral Dewey, the Emperor Mciji, who peo- 
pled that other day when life was simpler and safer and the world still 
kept its secrets from the Many. I recall that when Burton Holmes died 
in 1958, Life magazine offered him a two-page pictorial obituary. There 
we saw the man who had been so much a part of our younger days, and 
was no more — ^Burton Holmes, Vandyke and all, immersed in a Japanese 
bathtub. Burton Holmes in Seoul wearing Korean traditional mourning 
attire, Burton Holmes dressed as a Greek soldier in Athens. 

Without this Burton Holmes, I fear the travelogue will not survive 
this generation. And it is not the loss of Hohnes himself or die expan- 
sion of television that may sound the death knell, but the contraction of 
the planet on which we live. 

Before the Second World War, the world was still large, and its mar- 
vels — ^the pyramids of Egyp^ the Colosseum of Rome, the Acropolis of 
Athens, sacred Fujiyama of Japan — were still faraway. Most men could 
enjoy them, and their promise of adventure and romance, only second- 
hand through reading or viewing films or listening to tales spun by the 
travdogue lecturer. And so mfllions of persons paid money to escape 
their workaday worlds and enjoy vicariously the more exotic worlds 
offered by the travelogue lecturer. As a result, the Burton Holmeses 
flourished. 

After the Second World War, most of this changed. During the war, 
the sons and daughters of the Burton Holmes audiences had been up- 
rooted from their insular existence and transported to the aged cities of 
Europe, to the sands of Africa, to the islands of the Pacific, and they had 
seen these faraway places through the cynical eyes of reality. They had 
been where the travelogue lecturers had been, and what these young 
people had seen and lived was, for the majority, neither romantic nor 
adventurous. Disillusioned, they had returned home, and for a long time 
after, most of them had little patience with glossed-over narratives deliv- 
ered by professionak, or with the crusted credulity of their parents who 
did not know better. 

By the 1950’s, the foithful old audience of the travelogue lecturer was 
dying off. Its heirs had not been converted to this form of escapism, and 
the new generation appeared more interested in a do-it-yourself philoso- 
phy, since a revolution in transportation had made this possible. Mem- 
bers of the new generation and thdr growing offspring had little inclina- 
tion to listen to adventures related from a platform or to do their sight- 
seeing by watching colored celluloid, when, in little more time than it 
took to attend a travelogue, they could visit in person, bv jet-propelled 
aircraft, and often at cut-rate prices, the Mosque of St. Sophia in Is- 
tanbul, the Blue Giotto on Capri, or the Parsce Towers of Silence in 
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Bombay. The wondeis of the world were suddenly accessible to anyone 
with a small savings account or an active credit card. 

In short, I am suggesting that an international war and the turbojet, 
added to free television and the absence of a Big Personality, may be the 
graveyard of the travelogue as it was invented and popularized by Burton 
Holmes. 

Happily, this was not to be Burton Holmes’s graveyard. He lived long, 
but he died soon enough— certainly soon enough to avoid the ignomin* 
ious end of fading into obscurity. Burton Holmes did not outlive his 
audience, and so he escaped the cruel fate of becoming an anachronism. 
Instead, like Nellie Bly, he became an American legend, and as a legend, 
if not as a corporation, he will enjoy immortality. 


126 



» 6 « 
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I T IS UNLIKELY that you will find Gilbert Patten’s name in many bio- 
graphical dictionaries, or serious studies of literary criticism. Yet his 
pen, perhaps the most prolific in the whole of American authorship, was 
inspired to create a character whose name became part of our living lan- 
guage and whose feats encouraged a great proportion of today’s eminent 
male Americans to strive for success. 

Gilbert Patten, who rarely wrote under his ow'n name and never re- 
ceived a penny in royalties for most of his 648 published books, died a 
half-dozen years ago, a forgotten man at seventy-eight. But the character 
he created lives on, immortal, for Gilbert Patten gave birth to Frank 
Meniwell. And it was through the fictional Frank Merriwell, exponent 
of the clean life and chivalrous act, master of the ninth-inning home ran, 
that Patten made his indelible imprint on American thought and action, 
by influencing countless leaders who today direct and guide American 
life. 

Christy Mathewson, Woodrow Wilson, and Babe Ruth were early 
and fanatic Frank Meniwell followers. O. O. McIntyre, A1 Smith, Floyd 
Gibbons, and Wendell Willkie worshipfully regarded Meniwell as a 
beacon for good, ranking behind only Church and Mother. 

Today, John L. Collyer, president of the B. F. Goodrich Company, 
admits that he went to college, and on to success in industry, because of 
encouragement found in reading Frank Merriwell. James Knott founded 
his chain of hotels, Jed Harris became a renowned Broadway producer, 
and Eddie Eagen gave up professional pugilism for Yale and fame, all 
because of the early inspiration derived from Gilbert Patten’s hero. It 
was Frank Merriwell “who shaped my ambitions for clean living and 
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atiiletic supremacy,” Eagen confessed in his autobiography. “MerriwdTs 
superhuman virtues were to me precedents for more impressive than the 
Ten Commandments.” In much the same vein, Jess Wdlard, Jack 
Dempsey, Rudy Vallee, Franklin F. Adams, Fredric h<brdi, and even a 
congressman from Maine puhlidy admitted their debt to the paragon of 
the paperbacks. 

In Ae fifty-five years of his make-believe life, Frank MerriweH has 
served the citizenry tirelessly and well in an entertainment decathlon of 
dime novels, magazines, syndicated columns, comic strips and radio. To- 
day in Hollywood, a major producing company, the Frank Merriwdl 
Enterprises, assisted by Patten’s surviving son, will soon project the per- 
petual Frank on television — and a whole new generation of red-blooded 
Americans, who no longer read his books, will derive from him the same 
inspiration their fathers did and will in turn strive ever Onward and 
Upward. 

Clearly, Frank Merriwell has become as much a part of our national 
heritage as Huck Finn, Paul Bunyan, Tarzan, and Mickey Mouse. But 
even as his fame is renewed, the name of his creator recedes with passing 
years. Yet, to know Merriwell, one must know his genesis, must know 
the long-neglected, colorful hack who conceived and devdoped him un- 
der fantastic pressure. 

William Gilbert Patten was bom in Maine, during 1866, the son of 
ardent pacifists. His fother, who was six feet four and had met Lincoln, 
hoped Gilbert would become a carpenter; his mother hoped he would 
b^me a minister. In a literary sense, Gilbert became both. He hated 
school, where his teachers regarded him as somewhat retarded, but he 
read omnivorously at home, especially Dickens and Hawthorne. He 
wanted to write a novel as great as The Scarlet Letter, and, at sixteen, 
started a baseball novel which he soon laid aside. Actually, he was led 
into this early sedentary life by his stature and his parents’ pacifistic con- 
victions. A gangling six-footer, he was not permitted to fight the other 
boys. His sole diversion, beyond pushing a pencil, was managing the 
Camden baseball team, a member of the Knox County League, to a 
pennant. In wet-nursing these bush-leaguen, Patten incubated at least a 
half-dozen players for the major leagues — as wdl as the peerless Merri- 
well. 

While still in his adolesence. Fatten started a weekly newspaper. The 
Corinm Owl, and within a year had acquired $900 in debts. Fortunately, 
his weekly had cut into the circulation of a rival paper, and when they 
offered to buy him out, he grabbed. Still eager to write, he talked about 
free-lancing. His father gave him a month to put up or shut up. Chal- 
lenged, young Patten, in four frenzied days, wrote two short stories— "A 
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Bid Kini” md Fade dF Sandy Flaf'-nind sold tliem to a New 
Yodk wed^ for iiiiee doBm eadi. Elated, he finidied his old basdtall 
novd, sold ft for fifty doBars, and foUowed ft wqiJh another which 
seventy-five doUacs. After that, he foiRot ahoat college, married 
a Corinna gid ftiend who had hdped him with his grammar, and was 
soon earning $2,700 a year grindii^ out dime-novd detective and west- 
ern stories. 

Raising his sights, he went to Broadway to become a playwright. He 
wrote a drama about a nagging wife, Men of MUUom, which opened and 
closed m New Haven, hissed into oblivion by Yale students. This catas- 
tn^he invited others. After being evicted from his walk-up for nonpay- 
ment of rent; and finding himself suddenly burdened an invalid^ 
father and mother, in addition to a wife, Patten rductantly returned to 
dime novds. He did not mean to stay in the fidd; he just wanted a few 
easy dollars to tide him over. He scribbled western after western for 
Beadle and Adams, under the name of Wyoming Will, at $150 an epic. 
Quitting foe Beadle firm over an argument involving a ten-doUar ad- 
vance, he turned to doing boys' adventures for Street & Smith. 

Patten's new publishers liked his work and suggested a juvenile series 
bmlt around a single character who “should have a catchy name, such as 
Dick Lighfoeart, Jade Harkaway, Gay Dashleigh." The publishers sug- 
gested foat foe hero become involved in escapades while attending a 
militaiy academy, foen inhoit a “considerable sum of money” and tem- 
porarily leave school. “A little love dement would also not be amiss,” foe 
publishers wrote Patten. “When foe hero is once projected on his trav- 
ds, foere is an infinite variety of incident to choose from. After we run 
through twenty or thirty numbers of this, we would bring foe hero back 
and have him go to college — say, Yale University; thence we could take 
him on his travels again to foe South Seas or anywhere.” 

Patten gave foe assignment some thought. Then, in four days, he 
whipped out his first 20,000-word novel under the pseudonym of Burt L. 
Stanch. The hero, introduced on foe very first page— “His foce was 
frank, open and winning, but the merry light foat usually dwelt in his 
eyes was now banished by a look of scorn” — ^was none other than foe one 
and only Frank Metriwell. The date was April 18, 1896. 

“I took foe force qualities I most want^ him to represent — ^frank and 
merry in nature, and well in body and mind — and made foe name Frank 
Merriwdl,” recalled Patten later. While the character was fictional, 
some of Metriwdrs more spectacular talents were carefully fashioned 
after foe fabulous Indian athlete, Louie Sockalexis, who had played 
baseball under Patten in Maine and could dash one hundred yards in ten 
seconds in full uniform. Sockalexis, educated at Holy Cross, was signed by 
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the big-league Qevdand Spiders, who thereafter became the Inmans. 
Persuaded by wdl-wishers to foisalce his milk did for bourbon, the pro- 
totype of Merriwell was finally dropped by the major leagues for his ex- 
tended bouts with alcohol. He wound up as a street beggar in Hartford. 

Patten gave Frank Merriwell the Indian’s prowess, but none of his 
personal problems. Merriwell neither smoked nor drank. “I wanted,” 
said Patten, “a boy who had no vices, but who didn’t act as if he had no 
vices.” And again, “When I conceived Frank, I think I hit on approxi- 
mately the boy that every kid would like to be. Not, mind you, the boy 
that evdy kid ought to be. That was the Horatio Alger idea — a moral in 
every story. But my boy pointed no moral; he was just every boy’s ideal 
picture of himself.” 

Frank Meniwell was introduced to America as he stepped down ftom 
the train bringing him to Fardale, his prep school. In the opening para- 
graph he saw a bully, Bart Hodge, kick a dog and cuff a young popcorn 
vendor. Promptly, Frank spoke his first of a million words to follow: 
“That was a cowardly blowl” The battle was under way. Merriwell 
floored the bully with a smashing right to the jaw. With that electric 
punch, all young America took Merriwell to its heart. 

Like Byron, Merriwell woke up to find himself famous. The first 
nickel Tip Top Weekly, with its colored cover, featuring ‘Trank Merri- 
well; or. First Days at Fardale,” was a complete sellout. No sooner had 
young readers had a taste of Merriwell overcoming the heavy’s efforts to 
keep him out of Fardale, Merriwell rescuing the wealthy, brunette Inza 
Burrage from a mad dog, Merriwell escaping from a locked cemetery 
vault, than they loudly clamored for more. Within three months. Tip 
Top Weekly soared to a circulation of 75,000, tiien 100,000, and Patten 
estimated that actually over 500,000 boys were reading the stories every 
week. Hundreds of adults, after glimpsing the stories, hopefully named 
their newest offspring Frank Merriwell Smith or Inza Jones. Thousands 
of Rand McNally geography texts camouflaged Merriwell paperbacks in 
the country’s classrooms, causing one educator to remark wryly, “We’re 
now teaching readin’, writin’, ’rithmetic, and Merriwell.” 

Gilbert Patten, when he started the series, had hoped to devote no 
more than four or five days a week to the Merriwell potboilers, and give 
the rest of his time to more mature creative efforts. But the sudden popu- 
larity of the character, ftie public’s insatiable demand for more plots, 
characters, variety, overwhelmed him. Merriwell became a triple-threat 
Frankenstein’s monster, consuming all his waking horns and energy. 

Patten was contracted, at $50 a week, to deliver a complete 20,000- 
word adventure every seven days. Seventeen years and twenty million 
words later, he was still delivering his weekly quota, though his salary 



FAKAGON OF THE PAPERBACKS 

had been upped to only $150. His pen name, his hero, his stories be- 
loogied sddly to the poblishers. Fatten never collected a royalty during 
litenry marathon. v 

After two years of Merriwell, his fingen became calloused and 
cnunped from the unceasing physical labor of writing, and Patten 
switched to dictating. Daring mornings and through lunch periods, he 
paced the equivalent of five miles as he dictated four hours daily to a 
stenographer, during afternoons he revised, researched, and jotted notes 
on new badcgrounds. He plotted thirteen different Menhvell stories at a 
time. He had so many characters entering and exiting that he kept an 
index file of them. “Now and then I did forget a characta and made a 
slip,” he cmce recalled, “and a thousand youngsters immediately jumped 
on me. Once I killed Inza Burrage's frither in Africa. I forgot to cross out 
his name in the card index. A year later, I brought him to life. Indignant 
letters flooded me. Luckily, I hadn’t described the scene in which her 
frither was killed, so in my next story I was able to explain that it was all 
a mistake and he wasn’t dead after all.” 

Almost all the Meniwell sagas were written under pressure. When he 
worked in Maine^ Patten sometimes ddivered his uncorrected manu- 
script^ at a dead run, to the clerk aboard the passing mail train to New 
York. Onc^ to obtain a week’s vacation, he manufactured ;o,ooo words 
in seven days. But he liked to point out that he was painstaking when 
compared to several of his contemporaries. Ed Wheeler, to make a dead- 
line, once did a 30,000-word Deadwood Dick novel in forty-eight hours, 
and Colonel Prentiss Ingraham once topped this mark by completing a 
33,000-wotd Buffalo Bill story in twenty-four hours. 

But if Patten was not the fastest, he was surely one of die most prolific 
scribes of all time. True, Alexandre Dumas, p^e, turned out 1,200 
books, but he employed a frictory of hired hands. Patten, single-handed, 
ripped out 208 of the 245 Frank Merriwell paperbacks (each book con- 
taining four of the Tip Top stories), 413 other nidcel novels featuring 
characters like Lefty Locke and Bill Bruce of Harvard, and 25 hard- 
bound volumes — ^in all, about 40 million words, half of them devoted to 
Merriwell, and with an estimated total circulation of 137 million copies. 

Patten’s publishers were constantly fearful that he might fall ill or for 
some other reason one day foil to meet his wedcly deadline. To protect 
themselves, just as play producers hire understudies for their leading ac- 
tors, Patten’s publishes kept a stand-in writer in the wings, with three 
pseudo-Merriwdl stories written and ready to go. The stand-in, who was 
never needed, and who went on to create his own Merriwdl in Lanny 
Budd, was Upton Sinclair. 

The constant grind, foe seventeen-year search for new situations, kept 
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Patten in hot wata. The prep sdhool days at Faiddewete rdativdy caqr. 
Frank MerriweD, when he had time off from hozh^ smstiing, tra<^ 
football, and. his outstanding sprat, basdnll, was busy converting ene- 
mies into foiends. Bart Hodge, whom Meniwdl had floored at Ihe rail- 
way station and whose life he later saved, as wdl as [adk Diamond, who 
still recognize the Confederacy, and Bruce Browning, a tous^ Goliatii, 
were all bullies who succumbed before Merriwdl’s missionary tactics. 

Early in the series, young America gradually learned of Merriwell’s 
past His fother had been a wealthy mine owner, addicted to gambling, 
who had disappeared in the wild West. Merriwell's inheritance consisted 
of a school allowance, a ring bearing peculiar scratchings, and an eccen- 
trie guardian named Professor Scotch. In Fardale, a mysterious group of 
mobsters tried to abduct Merriwell and steal his ring. Needless to say, 
Frank outwitted the thugs. 

In due time, Merriwell was matriculated in hallowed Yale. The Ivy 
League had seen nothing like him before. He played only in the last 
minutes of football games, and won them all, especially when pitted 
against Harvard. During track season, he was constantly being kid- 
luped, rendered unconscious, and tied down, only to appear miracu- 
lously in time to gallop off with a victory in the last lap of the critical 
relay. But baseball was his specialty. Great hurlers have come and gone 
since Merriwell — Matty with his fadeaway, Faber with his spitter, Hub- 
bdl with his screwball. Feller with his fast one — but none ever mas- 
tered, or came near mastering, Merriwell's untouchable double-shoot 
(it curved in two directions on its way to the plate) . 

For game after game, though drugged by the blackest villains. Merri- 
well would escape some distant bam or dungeon to capture and foil the 
heavy and his henchmen, and to return to the diamond in time for the 
last of the ninth. Usually as he staggered on the field, to thunderous 
acclaim, Yale had the bases loaded, two outs, and trailed helplessly by 
three runs in the last of the ninth. Dark day for Old Eli, and then Merri- 
well strode to the plate. A pitch. A swing. A mighty home run. Merri- 
welll 

Sometimes, though, to break the monotony, Patten would pomit 
Merriwell only an ordinary single, as witness: 

“Coulter tried to fool Frank with an outcurve on the next delivery. He 
bdieved Merriwell would bite at it, and he was right. But right there 
Coulter received a shock, for Merriwell leaned forward as he swung, as- 
suming such a position that the ball must have hit him had it been a 
straight one. It had a sharp, wide curve, and passed at least ten inches 
beyond the plate. Passed? Not muchl Merriwell hit it and sent a daisy- 
cutter down into right field, exactly where he wished to place it.” 
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wen «o many a for Yale tiiat Hqrwood 

Ifonai was moved to recollect; years later: “After the fost eight or ten 
years, some of the readers bepn to cmnplain. They said that, even 
thon^ he was a fic^nal character Frank shouldnT be allowed to stay 
in coOegc solong. Eight years is a long time hn' a man to play on a varsity 
footboS teSirv— even at Yale.” Tliis criticism brought sn immediate and 
inii^mmt rebuttal from Patten, who insisted that Frank had never gone 
to Yale a day over fr>or years and he could prove it. As a matter of foot; 
Btoun's memmy was foidty. 

But keeping Metriwdl in college for the proper four years~*yet busy 
for seventeen years— required literary juggling toat eventually led Patten 
into a nervous breakdo^. When toe series was at its popularity peak, 
MerriwdH was already a junior. Fearful of allowing Merriwell to graduate 
too soon, toereby making him indigible for further college sports, Patten 
had racked his brain for a solution. 

Suddenly inspired, Patten made his horo drop out of college. The 
scratchings on Merriwell’s inherited ring proved to be a map of a gold 
mine in the West. Transfened to paper, toe map fell into toe hands of 
Frank's enemies. Merriwdl left Yale, and raced his rivals toward toe 
mine. After surviving an ambush, and otoa inconveniences, Frank 
staked out his rightful daim. Thereafter, he remained on the loose. He 
went to work on a railroad and settled a strike. He routed train robbers. 
He plunged into Darkest Africa to slay a lion and save blond Elsie Bell- 
wood, attractive daughter of a sea captain. He sought Inca treasure in 
the crags of Peru. He hurried to Europe to engage a depraved French 
adversary: 

“Frank Mernwell’s movements had been equally as swift as his adver- 
sary's. The instant toe light went out, he swung his body for to one side 
and thus it happened that Bruant's hands grasped nothing when he 
made that savage dutch across the table. But the violence of his spring 
flung toe table against Frank, who was unable to extricate himself, and 
over they went with a crash upon toe floor. A curse escaped the lips of 
the strangler. He caught hold of Merry, and it was wonderful how 
swiftly his hands leaped up to the throat of toe young American and 
fastened there. Frank felt that toe supreme moment had come. . . . 
Judging well where to hit, Frank Merriwell struck Bruant down in toe 
dark. He found his way across toe room to the door, flung his shoulder 
against it, and burst it open. Tbe old rrran in the front shop stared at hint 
open-mouthed. 'Monsieur,' said Frank quietly, 'toe man in toe back 
room needs the services of a sblled surgeon.' '' 

Returning to Yale in tone to dout another winning home run against 
Harvard, Merriwell learned that his father had remarried before dying; 
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and left him a half 1»otber somenrheie in the Roddes. Meniwdl's Col- 
lege days were almost over, and the half brother. Dude, had been planted 
by Patten to perpetuate the paperback series. After a luur-raising odyssey, 
Frank finally located the wild, unruly Dick, a fifteen-year-eld who could 
converse with animals and who was being raised by an Indian. After 
enrolling his half brother in Fardale, Metriwell graduated from Yale, 
barnstormed the country with his double-shoot, took over the Bloom- 
field Home for Wayward Boys (the boys resented Frank at first; but 
learned to love him), and finally married and produced Frank, Jr. 

The energy expended by Merriwell in these acrobatics would have re- 
quired in any normal citizen the constitution of a Hercules supple- 
mented by an ample supply of Benzedrine. Merriwell needed neither. 
Conditioning was the major factor in his success. For one thing, he 
avoided liquor. ''Though, once I had him take a drink,” Patten has 
recorded, “just to prove to my millions of readers that he was not an 
insufferable goody-goody. A gasp of horror swept across the nation that 
week.” 

Too, Merriwell despised cigarettes, and warned his half brother off 
coffin nails, thereby inspiring the impressionable Dick to sermonize to a 
roommate, “Tucker, you’re a jolly chap, and I like you, but I wish you’d 
cut those little paper-wrapped devils out of your list of friends supposed- 
to-be.” Metriwell also frowned on cursing. The strongest expletive ever to 
cross his lips was “Gosh hang it all.” His lone weakness, inherited from 
his father, was gambling, a vice which, happily, he finally conquaed. 

Patten always resented remarks that his brainchild was too much the 
Galahad. “They laugh about Frank’s bravery,” he once told an inter- 
viewer, “but, as a matter of fact, he wasn’t so brave. He was scared often. 
Much more important was his loyalty, something that boys esteem more 
than anything else. No matter how hard pressed Frank mi^t be, he 
never played anybody a dirty trick. Of course, it was my business to see 
that he was hard pressed in every story. He was always getting into jams, 
so that if he would only turn against his friends he could make a million 
dollars. Of course he never did it.” 

Merriwdl, as any middle-aged reader will remember, had a livdy, if 
unsubde, sense of humor. He was a practiced ventriloquist, and turned 
his bewildered cronies into swivel-heads. Once, he placed a turtle in the 
bed of a jumpy friend, and rolled on the floor in glee at the result. And 
he never fail^ to double up at the speech of his sidekick, Harry Ratdo- 
ton, a word-mangler, who would say, “I sed filly — I mean, I feel silly.” 

As for the ladies, Merriwell was a gay dog when the occasion de- 
manded. True, he rarely had time for anyfoing more demonstrative than 
saving them ftom runaway horses or massive abductors, but he did man- 
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age tolte Inza Bonage twice daring the Fardale years. For a long time, 
he oendd not decide between the spirited Inza and the softer Elsie. Pat- 
ten was aboQt to have Merriwell wed Elsi^ when' a storm of protest 
halted the marriage. "I liked Elsie better/’ Patten admitted. “But I got 
so many Idters from readers favoriiig Inza, that I had to have him many 
faor instead. Hie readers seemed to like the girl who went out and did 
thii^;s, as Inza did, rather than the dini^ng-vine type like Elsie.” 

In r9r3> Patten ended what he had begun in 1896, ended what he 
liked to can “the longest serial story ever written.” After he switched to 
writing for another pulp magazine. Street & Smith assigned three writers 
to carry on the Merriwdl sag^. Hie half brother, Dick Merriwdl, who 
had not mastered the double-shoot and was somewhat windy, and 
Frank, Jr., who was merely a paUid edition of his famous father, pushed 
on for three more years of trial and tribulation at Yale, before they were 
suffocated by toe novelty of the nickdodeon. 

Patten had made little more than a livelihood out of Merriwdl. Now 
he turned his back on his old friend, to see what he could do on his own. 
Patten became, successively, a magazine editor, a Hollywood scenarist 
for Norma Talmadge, a free-lance writer. Worried that he’d been type- 
cast by Merriwell, eager to prove he could write on other subjects, he 
began producing successfully for True Story magazine and Saucy Stories. 
“Hiat stuff made me pretty sick,” he admitted, “but it convinced the 
editors and won me a new market.” Meanwhile, he returned to his first 
love, playwriting. A whodunit. The Invisible Power, was accepted by 
Sam Harris, shelved by an actors’ strike, and never revived. 

Finally, with the bases loaded apinst him, Patten called Merriwell in 
firom the bullpen for one last fling. Actually, Merriwell had never been 
out of Patten’s thoughts. He had hovered over his brainchild like an 
anxious mother hen. Once, an editor of the Junior Literary Guild had 
blasted the Merriwell series. “Hiey are too easy to read. Hiey pander to 
all our outworn and shoddy old shibboleths, have almost no content, are 
sentimental and sensational.” Patten had defended his character then as 
“honest, manly, patriotic” and insisted he had never heard of a single 
criminal who’d read Merriwell. 

Obtaining, at last, toe copyright on Merriwell, Patten put him to work 
again in comics, columns, and on the radio. And in 1941, at a publisher’s 
request, he wrote a modern, full-length novel called Mr. Frank Merri- 
well, in which his hero, now middle-aged, dwelt in a bnnplow called 
’Hie Nest, with matronly Inza. Merriwell had two children, the presi- 
dency of the Town Improvement Society, and the desire to rescue Amer- 
ica from isolationism. He was the old dependable, true-blue Merriwell, 
roaring at a crooked lawyer, “Neither browbeating nor cheap mockery 
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wfll get you veiy Ji«]ge Grimshaw.” In tins novd Merrtw«S tliia^ed 
four ruffians with a cani^ and turned on diose who would ficame him 
with, "Get out of here^ you filthy tools of a vile masterl" In the ead, Ae 
villain, who could never "restrain a comer of his Ain upper 1 ^ horn 
liftmg sneering^y," was soundly subdued by Ae aging Metiiwdl. 

The book caused hardly a ripple in Ae sea of American letters. But 
one review, in the New York Herald Tribune, wanned the old auAot's 
heart 'Tou may have, if you want Aem, all the slick novds about jne- 
tentious society females, whose souls are riddled wiA neuroses that 
would make a small-town high school girl blush wiA shame, but for 
good, clean heartthrobs and unsuppressible tears down the dieek, give us 
Frank Metriwell every time.” 

AlAough Gilbert Patten, a handsome, aAletic, six-footer, looked like 
Merriwell until the very day of his deaA, at seventy-eight in 1945, he 
was anything but his hero in private life. He married Aree times. He was 
a chain smoker and a poker fiend. He was never quite sure he cared lot 
Ae young boys who were his audience. He hated travel. Twice he started 
West to get color for his stories, only to turn bade once at Omaha, and 
Ae next time at Denver. 

He liked Mark Twain, but not Tom Sawyer. He enjoyed reading 
Deadwood Dick, but Aought his greatest competitor, Horatio Alger, was 
poor at plotting. He regretted, above all else, that he’d never gone to 
college. He regarded laughter as Ae greatest of medicines. “I believe in 
one hearty laugh a day. It’s my safety valve.” He enjoyed almost every 
day of his life. “Life has always been a grand adventure for me, even at 
its dullest. It’s still Ae greatest invention I know of.” 

Several years before his death in California, someone asked him if he 
had ever really cared for Frank Merriwell. He Aought a moment, Aen 
rq>lied, “Did I love Merriwell? Not at first. 'Those early stories were 
more of a joke to me Aan anyAing else. But when it got so that a half 
million kids were reading him every week, I b^an to realize Aat I had 
about Ae biggest chance to influence Ae youth of this country Aat any 
man ever had. Yes, I loved him. And I loved him most because no boy, if 
he followed in his tracks, ever did anyAing Aat he need be ashamed of.” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

When I was a boy growing up in Wisconsin, Ae Frank MerriwdD 
stories were still avaflable, but had dedined sharply in popularity. In 
Aose days, I recall, I was devoted to a more scientifically oriented hero 
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mnidl Tom Swflt I was also leading TheKsd-Heaitd Outfield by Zane 
Gtey, the Ap&iy Edgar Rice Bonooghs, Pitching in a Pinch 

by Obr^ Mathewson— until, still in piceadolesoenc^ I graduated to 
Tbe Hound of the BaekervSUs by A. Conan Doyle, Twenty Thousand 
Leagim Under the Sea by Jules Verne, and Of Human Bondage by 
W, Somerset Maugham. 

Ye^ somewhere in between I had finally gone over to Gilbett Patten’s 
Frank Merrtwdll. The dime novels, as I have said, were still around. 
Fatten had ceased writing them three years before I was bom, but his 
stories could be bought on Main Street in my hometown at Becker’s 
Tobacco Store, and I bought them and read them voraciously. The in- 
vincible Merriwell was an idol of my grammar school period, and idols of 
one’s formative years die hard. But as I grew older, matured, I saw, in 
retrospect, that he was quite impossible. Yet, I could never satirize or 
dismiss him, any more than I could derogate the best moments of my 
youth — and it was with difficulty, when I finally wrote about him, that I 
found the objectivity to chide his purity and perfection. 

I always knew that I would write about him, and about the unappreci- 
ated literary giant who created him, but for many years I could not find 
the time. I did set up one file folder, among the many others, labeled 
“Merriwell-Patten,” and from time to time I deposited appropriate clip- 
pings or notes in it. 

One day in 1952 I learned that an acquaintance of mine, a film agent 
named Ira Ure, had gone into partnership with a film producer named 
Tony London, and they had acquired the rights to turn the Frank 
Merriwell stories into a television series. I spoke to the partners, told 
them of my interest, and learned that they had a considerable amount 
of factual information on Patten and Merriwell, obtained from the 
author’s family. I told them I would like to add this material to my 
own and write a story about Patten for a major periodical. From their 
point of view, this was a wonderful idea. Merriwell had receded into 
obscurity, and any published story would advertise their projected tele- 
vision series. From my point of view, the possibility of a television show 
gave me a timely peg on which to hang the Merriwell saga, and gave me 
the excuse to write a story I had always wanted to write. 

I asked Reader’s Digest magazine if they u^e interested. They were 
very much interested. And so, enjoying every minute of it, I wrote “Par- 
agon of the Paperbacks,” and it appeared in the January, 195^, issue of 
Readet's Digest. Its appearance flushed out the fact that there were nu- 
merous ardent collectors of the Gilbert Patten dime novels throughout 
the land. Even one friend of mine, the late Horace McCoy, author of 
They Shoot Horses, Don't They?, telephoned me in a fever of ecstasy. 
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God, living, tliat was a wonderful artide about Patten,” he said, 
'‘and about time someone did it. Here we’ve known each other all these 
years, and I didn’t know you were interested, and you didn’t know I 
have a complete collection of every Frank Meiriwdl story ever pub- 
lished!” 

While the publication of my story endeared me to Meiriwdl devotees, 
and was apparently read by millions who enjoy the curiosities of Ameri- 
cana and literature, it made no impression on the executive pioneers of 
television. The Meiriwell series never developed, and the producers 
moved on to other projects. 

However, one of the disappointed producers, Tony London, remained 
friendly with the widow of Patten’s only son. Her name was Mrs. Har- 
van Barr Patten, and she dwelt in Vista, California, and her basement 
was an unexplored repository for what was left of her father-in-law’s lit- 
erary estate. Since London’s interest in Patten and Meiriwdl did not 
diminish in the ensuing six years, it was to him that Mrs. Patten turned 
in 1959. She was about to move and had to determine how to dispose of 
her fether-in-law’s old manuscripts, which were still stored in several 
boxes in her basement. London agreed to review this material, which 
had remained unopened for eighteen years. 

Not long after he had explored Mrs. Patten’s basement, I received a 
telephone call from Tony London. I had not spoken to him more than a 
few times since the publication of my Patten article six or seven years 
earlier, and I was surprised to hear from him. There was repressed ex- 
dtement in his voice. At last, he blurted out the reason for his call. By a 
fantastic stroke of luck, he said, he had uncovered a minor literary treas- 
ure. 

What he had found, whfle poking through the manuscripts in Mrs. 
Patten’s basement, was an autobiography that the creator of Frank Mer- 
riwdl had written but never published. The manuscript was filled with 
fresh and little-known, or heretofore unknown, information about Gil- 
beit Patten, and was written with a good deal of candor, even when 
treating with his personal life. Patten revealed that he was forced into his 
first marriage, which lasted twelve years and produced his only son; that 
his impulsive second marriage to a lively Southern girl ended because, 
among other things, she was flirtatious; that his third wife, Carol, daugh- 
ter of a Union officer and educated abroad, gave him his happiest times. 
Interestingly, although he lived until 1945, Patten brought his autobiog- 
raphy up to only 1918. However, he had added a section on his third 
wife, which end^ all he would ever write of his life: "Our honeymoon 
lasted more than twenty years. Carol died tiie twenty-first of August, 
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Hiere was much more detail about the dime novd era and the saga of 
Meiriwdl, but I had heard enou^ to know it was a valuable find. When 
London finally posed his question — ^“Could this Jbe published as a book 
today?” — iqplied without reservation, “Yes,” Of course, it would re- 
quire an editor, as well as a writer who could bring the story along from 
the time the autobiography ended, when Patten was fifty-two, until the 
time his life ended, when he was seventy-eight. 

Because of my own interest in Patten and Merriwdl, because I had 
already published five books (three of them biography), because one of 
my books. The Chapman Report, was enjoying a popular success at the 
time; Tony London inquired if I would be interested in preparing Pat- 
ten’s autobiography for publication. I told him that at another time I 
would have undertaken it, but my mind had turned to the creation of 
fiction, and that I would have to pass up this opportunity. But, I added, 
I was still interested enough to see if I could help get the autobiography 
into print. 

After numerous inquiries among my author friends, I was able to di- 
rect London to a writers’ organization, and through this organization the 
Patten story fell into the able hands of Harriet Hinsdale a Los Angdes 
playwright and novdist. In 1964, Frank Marriwdrs “Father^’ as edited 
by Harriet Hinsdale, assisted by Tony London, was published by the 
University of Oklahoma Press. In its pages I learned that, according to 
tiie American Bible Sodety, the Holy Book had sold 545,214,000 copies 
in the United States in 145 years. “Yet in the short span of less than 20 
years, it has been estimated by the publishers, that of the Merriwdl 
books alone, about 500,000,000 were printed.” 

'The literati may make what they wish of those figures (now being 
increased by the appearance of a new series of juvenile paperbadcs fea- 
turing Frank Merriwdl, Jr.). As for myself, I am gratified to have con- 
tributed, in however small a way, to a brief revival of the noble, intrq>id, 
and flawless Frank Meiriwell in the dark age of the anti-hero. 


*39 



THEY CUT AWAY HIS 
CONSCIENCE 


P EEKHK or MENTAL DEPRESSION — blues/’ as inost people like to 
call them — are as much a part of every human being’s heritage as 
death and taxes. Normal persons, however, are able to snap out of these 
spdls readily and regularly. Usually, a stiff drink, a fresh experience, a bit 
of good news, a short trip, or even a new day, will turn the trick. 

But these simple cures, unfortunately, do not work for everyone. Of- 
ten, the causes of depression are too deep-rooted, and the results too 
acute, for the victim to function normally. When this happens, the fam- 
ily doctor is prescribed, or a psychiatrist, and possibly insulin or dectric 
shock treatments. Sometimes, however, even these measures do not hdp, 
and the patient becomes too morbidly depressed and psychopathic to 
perform the most ordinary workaday tasks of living. 

The illness can take many forms. The patient may become obsessed 
with worries, agitated by countless fears, haunted by agonizing anxieties. 
He may reach a purgatory of the mind: he cannot live, and he cannot 
die. He may become sufficiently psychotic to require confinement, or 
become insane, or, wishing he were dead, attempt suicide. 

When a human being reaches this stage, and all obvious cures seem to 
have failed, there still remains a treatment of the last resort. This is a 
drastic operation which, though relatively safe and painless, has been 
performed about 20,000 times throughout the world, on poor and prom- 
inent alike. It is a form of psychosurgery known as prefrontal lobotomy. 

During the operation, a thin knife is used to sever the tissue of the 
frontal lobes of the brain, which govern a person’s social behavior, from 
the thalamus, at the lower rear of the brain, an area considered to be the 
center of a person’s emotions. The frontal lobes, the gray matter behind 
the forehead, are genmlly conceded to be the storehouse of a human’s 
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ioag^t and insight^ his hnaginatfon, sdf-oonsdousiiess, antidpatxni, 
«]i«cli whoi tinged by paimfid emotion, become tiie seat of his appidien- 
skm mid amdety. By disconnecting tiiese hontal lobes from the rest of 
die Ikain centers, tiie |»essaie of worry and mental pain is permanently 
removed. 

Prefrontal lobotomy, first tried in 1936 in Lisbon by an elderly Portu- 
guese neurologist^ who won a Nobel Prize for his accomplishment, b 
probably the most radical method so far invented in modem times to 
idieve moital distress. Ihe operation is no mere opening of flesh and 
bone to remove some tangible malignancy. Actually, the opaation seems 
to make an incision into the very stuff of Life. 

The fact is, the man who submits to a prefrontal lobotomy comes out 
of the anesthetic a different person. He may appear the same physically, 
but his personality is changed, often totally. There are those who fed 
this is a good thing, since he couldn't live with his old self, anyway. 
There are others who insist this is a bad thing, an unpredictable in- 
fringement on the Creator’s work. 

Thus, in the yean since its inception, prefrontal lobotomy has been 
the center of a heated, worldwide controvasy. The neuropsychiatrists 
who favor the operation can back up their stand with the fact tiiat pre- 
frontal lobotomy prevents insanity and suicide and alleviates pain by 
reducing anxiety and removing worry. Thus, they can show that it usu- 
ally makes men happier. Two of the foremost exponents of this school, 
physicians connected vrith an eastern university, strongly favor the opera- 
tion. "Prefrontal lobotomy is an operation of last resort,” they write. “It 
should be performed only on those patients who no longer have a reason- 
able hope of spontaneous recovery. It should be done only in cases of 
threatened disability or suicide, and only after conservative measures 
have failed. It should be done with the full appreciation of the changes 
in personality that will inevitably be brought about. . . .” Once the 
operation is performed, say these advocates of lobotomy, and the pa- 
tients find themselves heed of their old tensions, they learn the surgery 
has made 'life particularly agreeable to them and they enjoy it to tiie 
fullest.” 

On tiie other hand, there is the school of thought that can prove, also 
from factual evidence, that prefrontal lobotomy converts patients into 
docile inert, often useless drones, stripping them of their old powers, 
giving them convulsive seizures, making them indifferent to social amen- 
ities, filling them with aggressive misbehavior, and impairing their fore- 
sight and insist. 'Ihen, there are those who feel the operation tampers 
with the God substance, who feel that if it cuts out a man’s cares, it also 
cuts out his soul and his conscience. But the greatest number of critics 
are less opposed to the operation itsdf than to its indiscriminate use. Dr. 
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Nolan D. C. Lewis, director of Ae New York State F^^iatric Institute^ 
says, “In recent years, early cases are being subjected to the operation in 
ever increasing numbers, often without adequate psychiatric examina' 
tion. Such widespread application of a radical surgical method should be 
limited, until there is more proof of what the actual results involve.” 

Neither side, in the disagreement, is able to marshal adequatdy dech 
sive statistics as evidence->«lthough, currently, the Veterans Adminis' 
tration Psychiatric Division, which has performed 1,200 of these loboto- 
mies, is in tiie process of making a survey of the results. Hieir findings 
may, one day, hdp evaluate the operation’s merits and settle the contro- 
versy. But, while surveys may seem to show whetha or not the results 
justify the attendant changes in personality, it is doubtful if statistics will 
ever actually be able to solve the human equation involved. For, in try- 
ing to determine if an operation has been good or bad, what absolute 
measuring stick or standard can be used to judge? And from whose point 
of view can judgment be made? From the point of view of the patient? 
Or hom the point of view of those around him? Or from the point of 
view of the doctor in the case? 

Out of the 2,000 to 3,000 prefrontal lobotomies performed in the 
United States since 1936, I have had the opportunity, in the last few 
years, to come in particularly close contact with one case. From the de- 
tails of tibis single case, perhaps, the reader may be able to judge for 
himsdf the moral and medical rights and wrongs involved in psychosur- 
gery. But before setting down the events in the life of Larry Cassidy, as I 
shall call him, I must remind the reader that these things happened, that 
the incidents here put down are fiict, not fiction. 

»« 

One might say that the real story of Larry Cassidy began in 1943 
when, at the age of twenty-nine, he began to have headaches, sudden 
unaccountable fits of crying, tenible attacks of depression, and a growing 
inability to work or play. Actually, though, as even the most amateur 
psychiatrist may guess, and as Larry himself learned quickly enough from 
professional analysts, it had all begun back in the dim shadow of remem- 
brance that was his childhood. 

Larry’s hither was a big barrd of a man, a naturalized citizen, well- 
educated, hot-tempered, given to ranting when angry, and righteousness 
when controlled. He owned a small, prosperous weekly newspaper in 
New York City, which adequately provided for his large fomily. Larry’s 
mother was a tentative creature, hovering in the background, gentle and 
cowed, beloved by fother and sons alike. 

There were five boys. Next to Tim, Larry was the oldest. Of the 
odiers, the one who would remain the dosest to Larry and play the most 


* 4 * 



THEY CUT AWAY HIS CONSCIENCE 

inapoitAnt in flw drama tliat lay ahead was Jade, the youngest; bom 
when Xmccy wm already deven. From his earliest years, Larry, alone, re- 
acted strangely to his Other's severity and, bursts qf anger. If one of the 
boys committed mischief, and the culprit hid Isdiind silence, Larry 
wot^ usually step forward to take the blame. When he was punished, 
he took it s^cally. The others would let out normal yelps and shed 
normal tears when spanked. But no one remembered toat Larry evCT 
cried. 

The boys had one thing in common. They resented their hither, eadi 
for a diffraent reason, and they all constantly trooped to their mother for 
consolation and soothing. Each was, in his own way, bright, but Larry 
was brilliant. By the age of nine, he had devoured most of the classics. 
On Sundays, when the hunQy sat around and listened to symphonic mu- 
sic, and the boys took turns imitating Toscanini with a roler for a baton, 
it was Larry who was the most expert and feverish conductor. 

When Larry was thirteen, his father suddenly became blind. The ri- 
der autocrat remained fiercely proud. He dressed himself, and shaved 
himself, and continued to go about his business as if nothing had hap- 
pened. No one in the family ever dared mention his blindness in front of 
him. 

Shortly after Larry entered high school, at fourteen, he broke out in 
a rash and became mildly ill. The family doctor said that the boy had 
been studying too hard, was run down, and just needed a little rest and 
he would be fine. However, despite his illness, in high school Larry ex- 
celled in his studies, played tennis and swam with efficiency, enjoyed 
watching the New York Yankees, liked to browse through the Museum 
of Modem Art, or attend an occasional movie recommended by The 
New Yorker magazine. He seldom dated. And when he accompanied his 
brothers and friends to a dance or a bar, or around town to raise hell in 
general, he was always with the group but not a part of it. Occasionally, 
he forced himself to participate. But he preferred to observe. 

Larry wanted to become a college professor, since he thought he could 
do well in this field. (His father objected, saying that there wasn’t any 
money in it, and he expected Larry to begin taking over the weekly paper 
when he finished school.) At the time he entered Princeton, in 1932, at 
the age of eighteen, Larry was a shy-mannered, pleasant-looking young 
man of middle height. He was gentle, kind, unselfish, given to introspec- 
tioii and to never expressing an opinion until he had read all sides of a 
subject, and even then he would usually say that he was not sure what he 
thought. He roomed with a clever, more energetic young man named 
Burt, the son of a wealthy New York magazine publisher, who became 
his best firiend and remains his best friend today. 

During his freshman year, Larry wrote a letter hom^ the first of many 
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to follow, oti tibe usdmness <rf IHe. Hie fomify did not takt it senoady. 
'That Prinoehm panh," a tdative said with ramsement, "he's just found 
Sdiopenhaoer/' But Jade, the youngest InoUier, still lemenibeis the iOt- 
pact of tiieldta on to own immature mind. "It was biiUiantfy mittei^ 
ten^ly logical, and at the time seemed pcactically unansweraUe.” 

Larry majored in English. He planned to beemae a professor, even 
thou^ his father continued to r^;ard this as an impiactbsl whim and 
still cqiected him to take over the Weekly paper. Except for playii^ ten- 
nis and golf, Larry buried himself in books and avoided campus social 
life. His I.Q. was over 150, in the "near genius" category, as compared to 
the more common I.Q. of between 85 and 114 possessed by 66 poeent 
of the population. An essay he wrote won him a university prize. 
He became a Phi Beta Kappa, and when he graduate from Princeton in 
1936, was among the top ten in his dass. He was toe only memba of to 
dass who did not bother to show up for the commencement exercises. 

After Princeton, despite the dder Cassidy's insistence about toe fom- 
ily newspaper, Larry took a job with Burt writing detective stories and 
movie features for toe pulp magazines published by his roonmute's fa- 
ther. The work soon bored him, and he quit. He obtained a job in toe 
New York World-Telegram advertising department, but this bored him 
even more, and he quit again. Finally, he went to work on his father's 
weekly newspaper. He kept irregular hours. Usually he went to the office 
at ten in the morning, and called it a day at noon. He had no patience 
with toe work, even though what he did he did well. After the two hours 
in toe office he spent toe afternoon home reading. He rarely left the 
house. By eight in toe evening, he was in bed. 

Hiis was 1939. And during that year Larry’s mother suddenly died. It 
was a crushing blow, not only to Larry but to his father and brothers. His 
fother had loved his wife deeply. And for toe boys, it seemed toe one 
light in the house had gone out. For a full year after her death, the six 
men, blind fotoer and Eve sons, met at toe dinner table and exchanged 
hardly a word. The only smQing hice in the house, during that period, 
was Harriet's. She was toe housekeeper, a rather plain, simple girl, in her 
middle twenties, who had never gone beyond toe fourth grade in school 
and who had come to New York from a small Ohio fanning town lo- 
cated near Dayton. She was given to easy laughter and quidc entousi^ 
asms. She worshiped Larry. 

About a year after their mother’s death, the boys left home to go their 
separate ways. Larry and his youngest brother. Jack, stayed on with their 
fother several months. Larry was increasingly erratic about performing 
to job on the weeldy newspaper. He spent more and more time alone at 
home with to books, skirruning three or four a day, and he became more 
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and noie morose. He began saffaiiig attadks of nausea. He cmild not 
bdd food in his stomach. For a period after each meal, he would regur* 
gitate. 

Freseatly, almost naturally, the diieesome broke up. Jack was placed 
in a boardmg schooL Larry, accompanied by Harriet who insisted upon 
nursing him, went to Albuquerque to join his older brother. Larry still 
thought that he might become a schoolteacher. Meanwhile, the elder 
Cmsidy had given up the old fomfly house and moved to a hotel. There, 
though blind, he lived in brooding sflence, stubbornly taking care of 
himself and his room. Dafly, he made his way to the hotel restaurant by 
himself always on time, always taking ftie same place at the same table. 

In Albuquerque, despite the devotion of his brother Tim and Harriet, 
Larry became more and more Ql. He continued to vomit after meals. He 
became gloomier. He suffaed a multitude of aches and pains. But he 
steadfastly ignored suggestions that he visit a psychiatrist. Although ad- 
vanced in many subjects, Larry was backward in this one. He stubbornly 
insisted that the causes of his condition were physical, not mental — and 
he obstinately believed that psychiatry, still a world war away from being 
fully popularized, was for the idle rich and the near insane. 

With the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, Tim enlisted in the army. 
On impulse, Larry tried to enlist with him. He was rejected because of 
high blood pressure. Left alone with Harriet, Larry was now more nerv- 
ous than ever. Gradually, watching Harriet, foscinated by her good hu- 
mor and tenderness, he got the notion that he wanted to marry her. In 
the years when she had been the family servant, he had hardly noticed 
her. All the brothers, Larry included, had playfully taken her to ball 
games and movies. In the previous weeks in New Mexico, even though 
they were close and he was dependent on her cheer, Larry had never 
suggested that their relationship be anything more than friendly. In facL 
he had never once formally dated her. Abruptly, he proposed marriage. 
And sh^ long secretly in love with him, accepted. They were married by 
a justice of the peace early in 1942. 

Harriet was good for Larry's frame of mind, but not good enough. Her 
zest for living, her animal spirits, her constant curiosity, stimulated him 
briefly. But presently the vomiting and depression returned. Finally, one 
morning, short weeks later, he emerged from the bathroom, razor in 
hand. 'Tm going to kill myself," he said. She hurried him to a doctor, a 
nearby general practitioner. The doctor diagnosed a few physical His, a 
bad case of hypertension, and prescribed r^lar shots and a long rest. 

In July, 1942, Larry was notified by his draft board to rqrort for an 
army physical. When .he appeared, he was in much worse shape than 
when he had been rqected a half year earlier. But if he was in worse 
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shapes So the anny. Hie doctois ignoied his condition and passed 
him. 

Lany was in the United States Anny almost she months. He did not 
sec one day of active militaiy senice. Daring his first morning after 
induction at Fort Bliss, Texas, he suddenly broke down, fidlii^; into a fit 
of uncontrollable crying. He was promptly transferred to a Texas army 
hospital, and placed in a ward with violent mental cases. Today, his firm* 
ily feds that if it was a single experience that was responsible for dioving 
Larry over the line, this confinement in the mental ward of an army 
hospital might be regarded as that experience. 

Harriet, who kept up their apartment in Albuquerque and worked in a 
five-and-ten-cent store, visited Larry as regularly as possible. He com- 
plained to her constantly of the insensitivity of certain officers and anny 
nurses. Onc^ he came up for discharge. But someone noticed his I.Q., 
the highest in the hospital, and he was turned down. An officer re- 
marked, and the remark was passed along to Larry, “His I.Q. is too 
damn high. He's officer material.” In desperation, Larry secretly stored 
his barbiturates. He decided, if he were not discharged soon, he would 
commit suicide. In December, 1942, he was discharged. 

Larry returned to Albuquerque and Harriet. The army had given him 
some mild drugs to relieve his pains. He took these, then resumed taking 
shots from the young doctor he’d been seeing before he had been 
drafted into the army. He spent his days reading and working crossword 
puzzles. A few weds later, he received word that his father, aged sixty- 
three, had died on New Year’s Day in a violent accident precipitated by 
his blindness. The father, who had dominated him all his life, was gone. 
At last, Larry was free. But it was too late. When Larry received the 
news, he harffiy blinked. He simply returned to his crossword puzzles. 

Now, Larry became dangerously ill. Each morning was a calvary. He 
could hardly get out of bed to face the day. Once out of bed, he feared 
each thought, each pressing moment. “Days torture me,” he told Har- 
riet “Thoughts come. I can’t blot them out.” He continued to weep 
irrationally. He constantly wanted to scream. His body perspired and his 
palms were always wet. He changed shirts as often as six times a day. In 
despaation, Harriet sent for his younger brother. Jack. 

'^^ith Jack’s arrival, there began a running battle with time. Each day 
had to be made to pass swiftly. Jack encouraged Larry to stay up late, 
reading. This was easy, since Larry dreaded sleep. Larry would read imtil 
three in the morning, then sleep until one the next afternoon. In the 
afternoons, Larry, avoiding any volumes that might provoke introspec- 
tion, would rent three or four m3rstery books from a nearby library, and 
read them through the rest of the day and night. Before he left Albu- 
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qaetque, he had read the entire wall of mysteries in that library. He saw 
every new movie that qpened, played golf &uly, until he could ^ip a ball 
into a tin can at thirty f^ 

Meanwhile, the young doctor, who had been giving him shots and pep 
talks, &ially realiz^ the source of his ills. Larry had beeii begging the 
doctor for drugs. “Give me anything to stop the pain," he pleaded. 
“Give me morphine, heroin, opium, anything. I just want five years of 
peace, and then death.” Finally, the doctor told him, “Larry, your pain 
may not be bom physical causes at all. Either try shock treatmoits, or try 
psydioanalysis. Matter of fact, there's a great psychiatrist right here in 
Albuquerque.” 

Lar^ went to the great psydiiatrist. As a result, he was on the coudi 
three or four times a wedc for eight months. The first day was the worst. 
After an hour with the analyst, Larry returned to foe apartment to meet 
Jack. He walked into foe apartment unsteadily, face white; and sud- 
denly broke into raddng sote. Jack rushed to him, alarmed. “Whafs 
happened, Larry?” Lany pulled a sheet of paper out of his pocket and 
handed it to his brother. Jack remembers it was a crude sketch of two 
tdqphone switchboards. One switchboard had the circuits properly 
plugged in, foe other had its cords all tangled. The psychiatrist had ex- 
plained to Larry that foe human mind was like foe first tdephone 
switchboard, wifo foe plugs ordinarily all neatly in place. But in Larry’s 
mind, foe cords had gotten badly mixed up and needed straightening 
out. “From that day on,” Jack remembers, “he began to understand, for 
foe first time, that his su^ings were not physical but mental. He began 
to look upon himself as a hopeless mental case. He became obsessed by 
fois and seemed to deteriorate steadily.” 

During fois time, there was only one bright period. That was during 
foe seventh month of his analysis. And it had nothing to do wifo his 
treatments. Harriet became ill wifo flu, and was put to bed for two 
wedcs. Larry attended her hand and foot. He appeared happier than 
he had been in years. 

Shortly after Harriet recovered, and returned to her dime store job. 
Jack left to join foe Air Transport Command in California. Larry 
quickly lapsed into his old black rut. Meanwhile, foe psychiatrist was 
making a little progress. It was established that Larry was sufFering from 
a manic-depressive psychosis, wifo overtones of anxiety. He was being 
sufiEocated by mdancholia. The root of fois, most likely, was fiifoa dom- 
ination. Too, he had a strong Oedipus complex, as evidenced his noar- 
riage to Harriet, who was older than he and in whom he saw his adored 
mofoa. 

The psydiiatrist knew what was wrong wifo Larry, and how his psy- 
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diosis was being evidenced, but was extreoMly doubtful whedier audysis 
could lead bim badk toward nonnality. It was one afternoon, in tilie lat- 
ter stages of treatment, that the psyduatrist mentioned a new operation 
known as prefrontal lobotomy. Had Larry ever heard of it? He had not. 

But soon, reading voraciously, Larry Imew a great deal about it. He 
learned that, before 1935, medical men understood little of the hmctkm 
of the frontal lobes in the human brain, thou^ they realized that when- 
ever these lobes were damaged or removed in tumor operations, the 
mental rtudceup of the patient changed. A celebrated case, concerning a 
middle-aged member of the New York Stock Exchange^ had been re- 
ported on by Dr. Richard M. Brickner, a New York neuropsychiatrist. In 
this cas^ while removing the patient’s brain tumor, both frontal lobes, a 
quarter of a pound of tissue, had been cut away. Recovering, the patient 
underwent a complete personality change. Though his intelligence was 
unimpaired, he lost his ability to reason as logically as before, lost his 
feelings of self-consciousness, became an abnormal braggart and became 
indigent to his earlier illness and to wonies in general. 

Meanwhile, in 1935, a group of Yale research scientists, headed by Dr. 
Carlyle F. Jacobsen and Dr. John F. Fulton, had given a chimpanzee a 
series of tests, before and after removing its frontal lobes, with signifi- 
cant results. According to one medical report of this experiment, “Be- 
fore operation, if frie animal made a few mistakes, he would scream 
with rage, urinate and defecate in the cage, roll in the feces, shake the 
bars and refuse to continue the experiments. After the operation the 
same animal would continue in the experimental situation long beyond 
the patience of the examiner, making mistake after mistake, without the 
least indication of being upset emotionally.” 

In 1936, a distinguished Portuguese neurologist, sixty-one-year-old Dr. 
Egas Moniz, appeared in Paris to report to the Academy of Medicine 
that he had devised an operation to help psychotic patients, an operation 
called prefrontal leucotomy or lobotomy. Dr. Moniz, a professor at Lis- 
bon University, the author of three hundred medical papers, and one- 
time Foreign Minister of Portugal, working with an associate, Almeida 
Lima, had bored buttonlike holes in the fordieads of his patients, in- 
serted a slender, needle-thin scalpel, and cut throu^ brain tissue and 
nerve fibers connecting the frontal lobes with other parts of the brain. 
He had found this technique friirly successful in paranoia or persecution 
mania cases and in schizophrenia or split personality cases. He had found 
that while the operation seemed to cut away the patient’s ability to imag- 
ine and anticipate, it also cut away his cares and anxieties. In 1936^ Dr. 
Walter Freeman and Dr. James W. Watts, of George Washington 
University, Washington, D.C., began performing Dr. Moniz’s prefrontal 
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lo 1 x>toiny in iiie United States and by tbe end of tbe year had per- 
icsni6l twenty such operations. On teaming that Dts. Freeman and 
Watts were tibie foiemmt lobotomy specialists in .the United States, 
Lany tried to read all he could about them and their cases. In the 
An>uquerque hbraiy, he located an issue of Time magazine, published 
late the year before, diat had die most recent report oh the team of 
psydbosuigeons. “Of thdr 136 cases,” he read, “Dis. Freeman and Watts 
regarded 98 as greatly improved, 23 as somewhat improved, iz as fail- 
ures. Only 13 patients are still in mental hospitals; most are back to 
their iohs or housekeeping after one to six years of psychotic incapacity.” 

When he finished his reading, Larry’s decision was made. He could 
not go on as he was, any longer. His mind had become his enemy. It told 
him that he had no right to rdax, to enjoy himself, to live. It entombed 
him in fear, fear of the next day, of the world around him, of himself. 
He would cut himself free of this mind. He would go East, at once, and 
have a prefrontal lobotomy. 

Accompanied by Harriet, he went to New Jersey and lived with one of 
his brothers, who was eager to be of help. Together they consulted two 
psychiatrists, one in Philadelphia and one in New York City, about the 
wi^om of a prefrontal lobotomy operation. Both psychiatrists firmly ad- 
vised against it as “too drastic at this time.” Larry was confused. He had 
been afraid to live, afraid to die, and the lobotomy had presented itself 
as a lifebelt, with which to survive as long as fate decreed. Now the 
lifebelt was being withheld from him and there seemed no other choice. 
Then, suddenly, overnight, there were a half-dozen choices, and Larry, 
snatching at anything and everything, began his Dantesque journey 
through Hell. 

While Harriet remained with his brother in New Jersey, Larry en- 
tered the special mental clinic of a major New York hospital, in January, 
1944. He lived inside the walls of the hospital for one unrelieved year, 
wiAout once venturing outdoors. He was assigned a woman psychiatrist. 
It was fdt that the change in the sex of his analyst might be beneficial. 
But after several months, the woman psychiatrist pronounced him be- 
yond the help of psychoanalysis. She, after calling in other doctors for 
(xmsultation, decided upon insulin and electric shock treatments. The 
doctors administered sixty shock treatments to Larry. The hospital 
claimed that they had never before given a patient so many. Before go- 
ing downstairs for each shock treatment, Larry would stifiFen with fright. 
Yet, after it was over, he never remembered having had it. As time 
passed, die hospital became Larry’s entire outer world. He occupied 
himself with reading. Ping-pong, oil painting. He did some handicraft 
work. And he sank deeper and deeper into his manic-dq>ressive anxiety 
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state. At yeat*s end, the hospital admitted that no similar case had been 
confined so long. At year’s end, there was no real improvement in Larry, 
despite his momentary periods of hi^ dation. He finally left the dinic 
and rejoined Harriet in New Jersey. 

Now, acting on every new suggestion made, Larry began riding a mad 
merry-go-round of therapy. There was the German refugee psychologist- 
religionist, a Jew possessing a library of perhaps six riiousand books and 
pamphlets on Jesus, who tried to infuse him with faith in the future and 
in God. There was a new psychiatrist in Kentucky. And a kindly, percep- 
tive young analyst in East Orange, New Jersey, whose medical summary 
of Larry read, “He was in an extremely agitated state. He paced about 
the room, wept, distorted his face grotesquely and complained bitterly 
about obsessive thoughts. Everything was ‘a torture to me— your shoe- 
laces, your ti^ that dresser scarf — ^the very thought torments me.’ It was 
fdt that he was possibly suicidal, although his anxiety was by far the 
predomiiunt feature of his mental picture. After four months, we began 
to change our diagnosis. We felt that the illness was considerably more 
malignant than a diagnosis of aiudety state would indicate. His illness 
came to be thought of as Pseudoneurotic Schizophrenia.” 

Finally, there was even a miracle man in New England, who worked 
wonders by inserting strange tubes and rubbing seraet compounds. After 
Larry visited the miracle nun, he enjoyed a relatively good period. He 
even felt, briefly, that the miracle man might save him. But, in the end, 
it turned out to have been only his manic stage, and when his depressive 
stage arrived again, with its private hell of crying spells and peispiration 
baths and twisting abdominal pains, and he threatened suicide, the mir- 
acle man was quickly abai^oned, as had been all the rest before him. 

Larry’s limited social life was equally frustrating. Once, double-dating 
with an old acquaintance in New York, Larry, in a deep downbeat 
mood, discussed the ethics and pleasures of suicide. This not only threw 
a wet blanket on the evening, but infuriated Larry’s friend, until he 
finally told Larry that he was a fake. If he wanted to commit suicidev 
why didn’t h^ He was just playing on everybody’s sympathy, trying to 
get attention. 

“Harriet later told me how Larry argued back,” Jack says. “The firiend 
just didn’t understand. Most people didn’t. They could look at a nun 
who’d lost an atm or a 1^ and realize his incapacity. But they couldn’t 
understand a mental cripple. They couldn’t grasp that, like a man who’s 
lost a limb, Larry had lost something in his head. They’d see he looked 
healthy, and that he was smart; and they’d say all he needed was to snap 
out of it. It was like tdling a irun without legs to get up and walk. After 
that riirare were no double dates.” 
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It was late in 1945. Since abandoning tbe miracle healer, they had run 
out of doctors, and Harriet suggested that another change of scenery 
might do him good. From tiiiat moment, they were constantly oh die 
move. They went to Tucson, Arizona, to visit Tim, who had been dis- 
diarged from the army. The train ride was a nightmare, widi Larry in a 
constant state of terror, shouting, “Kfll me! Kill me!” Few onlookers 
understood his illness. In Tucson, Larry borrowed Tim’s coupe and went 
out driving alone, to return hours later, soaked with sweat. He had 
pushed the little car to eighty miles an hour, hoping it would skid off the 
road. It had not, and he had not let it. 

Next, they went to the farming town in Ohio where Harriet’s large 
himily lived. Larry was accepted with simple affection, but, soon tired of 
reading and of rides on his brother-in-law’s delivery truck, he b^an 
speaking wildly of suicide again. They pushed on to New Jersey, to live 
with another of Larry’s brothers. The East Orange psychiatrist took over 
again, gave Larry about thirty-five insulin and shock treatments, theii 
refused to give any more. One night, Larry had convulsions and die 
doctor had to be summoned on the run. As analysis plodded on, without 
success, Harriet and Jack (who had just been discharged horn A.T.C.), 
suggested hypnosis. The psychiatrist flatly rejected this. In desperation^ 
the family confined Larry to the Veterans Hospital at Lyons, New Jer- 
sey. Larry was there several months, unable to keep his mind off himself, 
steadily growing worse. 

In the end, it was neither Larry nor Jack, but a doctor at this Veter- 
ans Hospital, who brought up the subject of prefrontal lobotomy once 
more. The doctor sent a recommendation for lobotomy, along with 
Larry’s case history, to the Veterans Administration. The VA turned 
the recommendation down. 

Meanwhile, another doctor, in the same hospital, made an off-the- 
record suggestion that the lobotomy be performed on the outside by 
private doctors. He recommended an experienced psychosurgery team in 
the East. For ethical reasons, I shall refer to this team Under the fictional 
names of Drs. Leon Goldsmith and Raymond Rogers, and locate diem 
in Boston. The army doctor thought that Goldsmith and Rogers were 
among the best, and least expensive in the country, for the particular 
job at hand. In desperation. Jack and Harriet asked the opinions of 
seven different doctors on the advisability of lobotomy. Four were 
against it. Three wae for it. 

Who was to make the decision? Larry was too ill, too tom by pain, to 
care about anything. His wife Harriet was too upset and bewildered to 
decide. And so, the major weight of the decision devolved upon his 
brother. Inexperienced though he was. Jack weired both sides of the 
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matter caiefoQy. Doctoia, obvioosly, could not givo him a dear-cut an> 
swer. Their opinKms on lohotomy were split almost down the midcBe. 
But there was st 31 one more tihing to ask them. Without lohotomy, was 
there any hope for Larry’s recovery? The answer was unanimously no. A 
mirade m^t happen, of course, but they had no statistics supporting 
mirades. On the other hand, Larry might one day succeed in killing 
himsdf, although they hdd this unlikdy. “Hell soon go into a com- 
pletely psychotic state,” they agreed, “and have to be institutioiulized 
for the rest of his life.” 

This promise of Xarry’s future, combined with his rdentless dedine, 
suddenly panicked Jack. Lobotomy was useful only if a patient still had 
his grip on reality. Larry was rapidly losing his grip and might soon be 
beyond lobotomy. Time had b^me a factor. Jack could see no other 
choice. There appeared no less drastic treatment left. Lobotomy was rd- 
atively painless, even less uncomfortable than having one’s tonsils ex- 
tract^, they said, and it was relatively safe, with a record of only a 3 
percent fotality. Whatever dse it might do to Larry, lobotomy would 
rdieve him of anxiety. Larry was consulted. He was almost beyond co- 
herence but agreeable to anything, even euthanasia. Harriet and foe 
other Cassidy brothers were consulted, and reluctantly they all agreed 
that there was nothing else to do. 

During foe last week in March, 1947, Jack and Harriet journeyed to 
Boston to consult with Drs. Goldsmith and Rogers. Jack and Harriet 
waited in a reception room with seven or eight other people, mostly 
relatives of patients. However, there was one actual patient, a robust, 
middle-aged woman, who kept conversing with her husband, speaking at 
foe top of her voice. Since everyone else in foe room was silent, her 
loudness made them stare. Once, she stared back at foe others, then 
yelled, “Don’t worry. I’m fine! Look at me! I’m happy! I feel wonder- 
ful!” Jack glanced at Harriet, apprehensively. The woman’s husband 
caught the glance, and later managed to sit down beside Jack. “She really 
is doing quite well, you know,” foe husband explained. “Since her lobot- 
omy, she’s taking an interest in housework again. She even does foe 
dishes occasionally.” 

Presently, Jack and Harriet were ushered in to meet Dr. Goldsmifo, a 
serious, bespectacled, middle-aged man, gaunt and lanky. In preparing 
for foe lobotomies, he was foe psychiatrist of foe team. He diagnosed 
foe illness and plotted foe operation. Dr. Rogers, a heavyset, easygoing 
Iowan, was foe surgeon. 

When Jack finished his recital of Larry’s ills and previous treatments, 
he asked Dr. Goldsmith one question. “Will the operation do Larry any 
good?” Dr. Goldsmith reassured him that they were most successful in 
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handling cases of taat/s type, diat is, anxiety cases. Dr. Goldsmith said 
that prefrontal lobotomy would definitdy free Lany hom his fears and 
amdety, but he reminded Jack and Harriet that the operation might also 
make Lany lose his sense of responsibility, as wdl as his knowledge of 
social graces. For example, shortly after the operation, he might urinate 
while in the living room, instead of going to the bathroom. Also, he 
would lack initiative and have a confused sense of time. He would re- 
member his nervous illness, but it would be a faraway thing. He would 
remonber the lobotomy itself, but only when reminded, and only as 
something that seemed to have happened to someone else. Finally, he 
would never be able to do creative work, like writing, again. At best, he 
might succeed at holding a clerical position. 

Doggedly, Jack reiterated that they all wanted the opoation per- 
formed at once, before Larry went insane or committed suicide. Dr. 
Goldsmith promised to let them know as soon as he was free, as soon as 
a scheduled operation was cancded. The very next day, in New York, 
Jade received a telegram stating that a cancellation had come through. 

Two wedes later, during the late morning of April 14, Lany, accompa- 
nied by Harriet, Jack, anotho* brother who dwelt in New Jersey, and his 
old roommate, Burt, boarded a Boston-bound train in Newark. As the 
train sped on, Lany became more and more agitated. They all took turns 
sitting beside him, trying to distract him. But his mind kept coming back 
to the operation. He was afraid to have it; he was afraid not to have it. 
‘Til wind up an idiot,” he kept muttering. Burt tried to reassure him. 
“Larry, this operation is the most wonderful thing in the world.” Larry 
riirugged. “I don’t care, don’t care if it kills me. Anyway, if it doesn’t, at 
least I won’t have to be myself any more.” 

'They reached Boston in the afternoon. It was an overcast day. 'They 
took a taxi to the hospital, where a bed had been reserved for Larry. 'The 
hospital telephoned Dr. Goldsmith. Before the doctor arrived, the others 
in the party were permitted to see Larry once more. They tried to give 
him pep talks. 

It was early evening when Dr. Goldsmith appeared, carrying photo- 
graphic equipment. Dr. Goldsmith was alone with Larry for an hour. 
Later, they were joined by Dr. Rogers. Talking to the doctors, Larry was 
severdy depressed. He alternately cried, perspired, and choked out his 
desire to die. When the talks were ended. Dr. Goldsmith set up his 
photographic equipment and took several shots of Larry. 'Ihe portraits 
showed a fearful, haunted man. 

The next morning, it rained. Burt had returned to New York to go to 
work. Jack, Harriet, and the other brother, who had spent the night in a 
hotd across the street, were in the waiting room of the hospital early. Dr. 
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Gold^ith and Dr. Rogers had a priw lobotomy sdiedaled for nine 
o'clock. Larry was second on the list. At deven o’dodk, the fost opera- 
tion was completed. At deven-fifteen, Larry* head shaved, drowsy under 
a basal anesfoetic, was swiftly wheded past his wifo and brothers into 
foe operating room. 

Harriet gasped, then began weeping. She cried almost steadily during 
foe next two hours. The worried brother horn New Jersey watfoed her 
in stunned silepce. Jack fought tears, as he saw Larry disappear into sur- 
gery. Jack renoeinbm, to this day, foe thought that went through his 
mind that last, hdpless moment. He thought: I wili never see him again 
as I’ve known and loved him all my life. He will soon be returned from 
that room, foe same name, foe same face, foe same body, but a different 
human being, forever, for foe rest of his life and ours. 

While foe three sat in dreadful silence, in foe londy waiting room. 
Dr. Goldsmith and Dr. Rogers bent over Larry inside foe operating 
room. Dr. Rogers had marked out areas on Larry’s shaved scalp for foe 
trephine openings. These areas had been injected with Novocain. Noth- 
ing that followed physically hurt Larry. The localized anesthetic, as well 
as the hict that foe human brain is insensitive to pain, fortified him. 
Following his earlier markings. Dr. Rogers made foe necessary incisions 
at each templ^ above foe ears. A button of bone, smaller foan a dimi^ 
was removed on each side of his skull and now foe brain lay exposed. 
Silver clips were applied to bleeding vessds, as excess blood was sponged 
away. 

Now Dr. Rogers probed inside the holes in Larry’s forehead with a 
special type of cannula rod. This done, he inserted another instnunent, 
foe leucotome, a long thin dulled knife. He moved the knife in a fan- 
shaped arc^ downward, then upward^ slicing into foe nerve fibers that 
connected foe frontal lobes with the thalamus to the rear. As Dr. Rogers 
made his drastic incision. Dr. Goldsmith talked continuously wifo Larry, 
who lay drowsily awake. Dr. Goldsmith kept questioning Larry, who 
tried to answer as best he could. This question-and-answer session, dur- 
ing the operation, was part of the technique. From Larry’s answers. Dr. 
Rogers could tell when he was sufficiently disoriented, when foe cutting 
was deep enough 3°d should be halted. As the operation proceeded. Dr. 
Goldsmith asked Larry, ’’Why are we operatfog?" Larry answered, “I 
don’t knoy^,” Dr, Goldsmith asked, “Where are you now?’’ Larry an- 
swered, “Baltimore.” Dr. Goldsmith asked, “Pp you know who I am?” 
Larry squinted up, saw foe gaunt fac^ and replied, “Yes, you’re Jesus 
Christ” 

The cutting was done. The prefrontal lobes had been sufficiently dis- 
connected from foe ofoer brain centers. The cutting had been deq>~a 
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ptofonnd lobotomy— «nd Lany would no longer be dominated Iqr fears 
and anxiety. Ibe &in knife had removed his worries. It had also re- 
moved his old personality. Afto: the wounds, woe given a final diedk, to 
he sure all ble^ing had stopped, the buttons of skull were replaced and 
the flesh stitched. The prefrontal lohotomy was over. 

It was now afternoon, ten minutes after one. The operation had taken 
almost two hours. Dr. Rogers emerged first. He went directly to Harriet^ 
Jadk, and the other brother, and said, “It’s all done. It went wdl.” Har> 
riet and the brother both cried. Jack turned away, walked hurriedly 
down the corridor to the men’s lavatory, pushed inside, leaned against a 
wall and sobbed for twenty minutes. 

A short time later, they had all composed themsdves. They waited 
anxiously to see Larry. He was wheeled out of the operating room. He 
was asleep and his head was bandaged. They could tell nothing. They 
letumed to their hotel until evening, then crossed back to the hospital 
again. Larry was awake now, and they were admitted to his room. They 
stared down at him. He opened his eyes, met theirs, then averted his 
eyes. They were led out of the room. The following morning. Jack went 
in to see Larry fint. He looked at Larry, who still seemed fiiraway, then 
asked, "'Who am I?” Larry’s eyes fastened on him a moment, then he 
whispered, “Hdlo, Jack.” 

Larry, attended by special nurses day and night, was in the hospital 
two wedcs in all. Jack and Harriet visited him twice a day, and friough he 
never spoke unless spoken to, he gradually became more responsive. His 
docflity shocked Jack, who could not forget his wild agitation of a few 
days b^re. Jack thought that he seemed entirely too disinterested, but 
Dr. Goldsmith explained friat Larry’s mind was disoriented and that it 
would take some months to reintegrate iteelf. 

Jack says he first fuUy realized the remarkable change that had come 
over Larry when, a we^ after the operation, he tried to converse nor- 
mally with him. During the years of Larry’s illness. Jade had adopted a 
bantering manner. Also, before ever saying a single word. Jack had 
learned to censor his conversation automatically. “I was careful never to 
say anything that might upset or depress him, or make him moody,” Jack 
recalls. “I learned never to ask him, ‘How are you feeling mentally, 
Larry?’ Wdl, when I saw him in the hospital, I was stfll conditioned by 
foe past. I said, ‘How’s about a set of tdinis, Larry?’ I’d wanted to ask 
how he fdt, but from habit suppressed it. When he didn’t react to my 
patter, I suddenly realized that I didn’t have to be evasive. On impulse, I 
asked him, ‘How do you fed menblly, Larry?’ He simply nodded, quite 
normally, and replied, ‘Fine, fine.’ Then, foe full impact really hit me. I 
knew he was a changed person.” 
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On tiie day tiiat Lany was rdeased. Jack and Haniet woe wail' 
ing for Urn. Dr. Goldsmitli photognphed him before he left. Wilhoat 
uiging; Lany gave the camoa a broad smSe. The resnltant phofogiaidi, 
of a idaxed, dieerful young num, seemed incredible when laid beside the 
photograph snapped two wedks earlier, with its tortured, emaciated face. 
Before ftie three departed. Dr. Goldsmith warned Harriet that Larry's 
home care was important, that he must not be allowed to drink alcoholic 
beverages, diat he would have to be retaught personal habits of deanli- 
ness like shavings bathing, and remembering to use the toilet 

As they left the hospital, Lany seemed to be in a good mood. His head 
was unbandaged, and the scars, on both temples, were clearly visible. 
They would be concealed, however, when his hair grew bade. Larry’s face 
was pleasantly animated, and he appeared at peace with the world. Har* 
riet was taking him back to her fomily in Ohio, where he'd have care 
while recuperating. There were several hours before the train left, and 
Jack and Harriet debated how they could best occupy them for Larry. 

' They dedded to visit the State House on Beacon Hill, and then sit in a 
park and rest. At first both Jack and Harriet were very restrained with 
Larry. They could not relax. 'They kept expecting him to become an- 
noyed by something they’d said. It was not until they went into a restau- 
rant for breakfost, that they realized almost nothing could annoy him. In 
the restaurant, Harriet asked Larry what he would like to eat. He 
glanced at the menu without reading it. “Anything,” he said finally. “It 
doesn’t matter.” He ate heartily, and after the meal. Jack asked him how 
he felt. “Just fine,” he said, good-naturedly. 

While Jack went back to New York to find a job, Larry and Harriet 
boarded the train for Ohio. They lived with her fomily again. The family 
only dimly comprehended what the whole thing was about. They were 
not sure why or how Larry had been ill, or what the operation with the 
funny name involved, but he was Harriet’s husband and he had been 
sick and that was enough. They treated him, as they had before the 
surgery, with consideration. 

The operation and care had cost between $1,000 and $1,500, and there 
was only a small share of Larry’s inheritance and of Harriet’s savings left. 
Harriet invested this money in opening a neighborhood bakery. Larry 
ladced the patience to help her. When he visited the bakery, he was only 
in the way. He took to accompanying his brother-in-law on the ddivery 
truck again. Sometimes he hung around a nearby confectionery store, 
playing the pinball machine or glancing at newspaper headlines. Dr. 
Goldsmith had thought that he would read comic books. He never 
picked one up, although he loved movies, anything and everything, in- 
discriminately. Nor did he ever urinate outside of the bathroom. 

Often, Larry went on long walks for mile after mile. When he re- 
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tamed to the houses Hairiet found huge blhtm on his feet. He said he 
h^ not Mt them. He seemed immune to pain. Once, when it was very 
cold, he wandered outdoors in his shirt-deeves, oblii4oas to the weather. 
Harrietts mother diased hini, calling on^ "Larry, why don’t you put your 
jacket on?” He halted, then said, "Why yes, good idea.” He ran back 
into foe house for his jacket. 

He had no interest in his personal appearance. Harriet always re- 
minded him to shave. When he prepared to shave, and had turned on 
foe faucet, he would frequently stand staring at foe running wator for a 
half hour or more. He usuaUy thought that he had been there only a 
minute or two. Harriet had been warned foat most lobotomy patients 
lose their concept of time, and many are fescinated by water. He never 
drank whiskey. Harriet told him he could not, and he never disobeyed 
her. He was satisfied to sniff her beer, when they were out. 

He was difficult in many ways. He seemed to have lost a certain social 
awareness. In the street several times, he abruptly confronted strangers 
with his hands raised in a pugilistic pose, and threatened, "Want a fist 
full of knuckles?” He was always good-natured about the way he did it, 
actually kidding, never aggressive, but people did not know foat and they 
were constantly startled. 

Harriet’s femily had a five-year-old boy in foe house. Larry played'ju- 
venile games with him and enjoyed teasing him. He’d make funny faces, 
and invent fentastic names to amuse foe boy, saying “Look out for 
Coofus Gerhardt; the bear! He’s under the b^l” Then he’d steal the 
five-year-old’s ball from him, and when the boy complained, Larry would 
playfully pinch him. Wfoen the family, irritated, protested, Larry would 
tease them, too. Everyone’s nerves began to fray. Meanwhile, Harriet’s 
bakery, which had done wonderfully foe first month, steadily declined. 
Harriet was forced to give up and sell. She’d lost most of their money in 
foe ten months that had passed. She decided that a change might do 
them both good, and so she took Larry to New York. 

Jack, informed of their coming, rented a room for them from a French 
landlady in Manhattan. After they were settled. Jack and Harriet twice 
took Larry to see Dr. Goldsmith. In Larry’s -presence, Harriet related 
some of his difficulties and habits. She could not understand foe things 
he did. Still in Larry's presence. Dr. Goldsmith replied, “Well, Larry is 
only three and a half years old socially.” Jack thinks he said this merely 
to test Larry’s reaction, but Larry did not react. Later, as foe conversa- 
tion continued. Dr. Goldsmith turned to Larry and said, “Certainly you 
can shave yourself, Larry.” Larry stared at him a moment, then suddenly 
spoke. “I’m three and a half years old, doctor. How could I possibly 
Imow how to shave?” 'The doctor blinked, and Harriet and Jack were 
agape. 
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In New York, to support Larry and hendif, Hanwt took a job in a 
ScfaraCEt’s kitdien. It was heavy work, hard work, {torn seven-thirty in the 
morning until four o'clock in the afternoon. She went about, daily, in a 
daze of exhaustion. Lany, with no one to look after him full time, was 
constantly in trouble. One day, alon^ he went into an expensive restau- 
rant and ordered the best meal. When he was done, he told (he manager 
that he could not pay. The manager was decent about it, and there was 
no incident. A little later, Larry ran into an old acquaintance and invited 
him to lunch. They both ordered expensive meals. When foe (heck 
cam^ Larry admitted that he did not have a penny. 

Once^ Harriet returned home to find Larry nursing a black eye and 
bruised (heek. She wanted to know what had happened. “I met a man 
and called him a sonofabitch and he hit me," Larry explained proudly. 
'He knocked me down.” Harriet was aghast. "What did you do afta 
you got up?” Larry answered seriously, “I didn’t call him a sonofobit(h 
any more.” 

Also, he had taken to bragging. Before foe surgery he had been gentle, 
shy, sdf-efbcing, never once mentioning his educational attainments. 
Now, if he met someone, and chanced to get into a discussion or friendly 
argument, he would suddenly terminate it by shouting, "I’m a Phi Beta 
Kappa mani You’re just a shoe derkl" 

When Harriet returned from SchrafiFt’s every day, she was physically 
dq>leted. Yet she had to prepare dinner, look after housdrold affairs and 
Larry’s clothes, and give him a bath. She had to foce foe aftereffecte of 
his latest escapades, and listen to his complaints. In foe evening, though 
she was half asleep on her feet, he would want her to go walking with 
him until two or three in foe morning. Sometimes she tried. Usually she 
ccHild not, but if she could not, she would toss in bed wondering what 
was happening to him. 'They had been married six years, and in those 
six years she had not had a single full night’s sleep. 

S%e could not take it any more. When she had first come to foe Cas- 
sidy household so long before, and even when she had married Larry in 
Albuquerque, she had been a happy, bouncy, enthusiastic extrovert, full 
of healfo and hope. Now she was thin, jittery, foorou^ly crushed in 
spirit. She confided to Jack that she had reached foe end of foe road. She 
was leaving Larry. She would not divorce him, since she was Catholic. 
She told Larry foat she had to leave. He was upset. But not deeply. He 
was incapable of deep feding or hurt. He told her foat she was inconsid' 
crate. And two days later he had forgotten foe whole matter. She moved 
to New Eni^nd, where she now lives and works. Larry rarely speaks of 
her and never writes. 

After Harriet left. Jack took Larry into his own walk-up for a wedk. He 
had intended to ke^ him longer, but it was impossible. Jack, working as 
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an insurance salesman, would allow Lany to accompany him on his 
rounds. When they would leadi a call, Jack would say, “111 only be five 
minutes, Larry. You wait right here for me. Don't move.” Larry would 
nod a^eeably. When Jack would emerge, five or ten minutes later, Lany 
would be gone. He would be at least six blocks off, in any one of four 
directions, strolling aimlessly. 

At the time. Jack was in love with a pretty, Saucy modd named Susan, 
who had time to spare and tried to give Jack a hand. She took Larry to 
movies, tnuseums, walking in Central Park. But this was not enough. 
Jack, and his brothers, who had been kept informed, felt that Lany 
needed full-time care. They arranged for his readmittance to the Veter- 
ans Hospital in Lyons, New Jersey. Larry accq>ted his new address with 
complete docility. After several months in Lyons, Larry was transfened 
to the Veterans Hospital in Roanoke, Virginia, where the Veterans 
Administration was carrying out a special program for the rehabilitation 
of lobotomy cases. 

Early in 1949, Jack married Susan, and they decided to try their luck 
in California. On the way, they stopped over in Roanoke to see Larry. 
He wanted to go along with them. His reasons were not sentimental. ”I 
want to write again,” he said. “I want to write Alan Ladd movies for a 
hundred thousand dollars.” Jack promised to have him transferred to 
California, and this was accomplished in the summer of 1949. 

Larry has been in Los Angeles ever since and lives there now. He is 
committed, by his own signature, to the Brentwood Neuro-Psychiatric 
Hospital, which is connected with the Sawtelle Veterans Hospital. He 
was first kept in an open ward, which was neither guarded nor enclosed, 
but after two attempts to run away, he was more closely confined. The 
first time, having saved his veterans’ disability checks, he left in the 
middle of an afternoon for San Francisco, but soon returned volun- 
tarily. The next time, he took off without funds for Phoenix, where his 
brother Tim lives. 

Like most of the inmates in Sawtdle, Larry keeps army hours. He 
sleeps in a room with other patients, rises at dawn, now shaves promptly 
and efficiently, almost never bathes or showers in the hospital, and care- 
lessly wears the same clothes day after day. There are work therapy 
groups and various classes for the patients, W Larry is disinterested in 
them. Once, he promised the doctors and his family that he would at- 
tend classes. He went for two days and never return^ to them. Because 
he had the highest I.Q. in the ward, he was made a library attendant. He 
stayed op the job two hours and then wandered off. “We don’t want tq 
force him to do anything,” a hospital psychiatrist told Jack. “This isn’t a 
penal colony.” 

There axe two things that Lany is faithful about — movies and food- 
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Regidarly, witlioat foil, he goes to the two movies diown wedcty and nts 
through tibem both. And he is always on time for meals and deans his 
plate. Since the lobotomy (deration, his appetite has been enoimoos. He 
is actually capable of eating six or seven h^-coorse meals a day. But he 
has little patience for other activitim. He used to enjoy golf. Recentiy, 
when Jack led him to a pitch-and-putt green, he took a couple of pokes 
at the ball, on the second hole tried to hit it using one hand, and finally 
threw down his clubs and walked off to sit in the parked car. He still 
carries two or three paperback books in his podcets all the time, a hang- 
over from his old reading days, but he rarely does more than scan them. 
What he likes to do most, still, is walk. He tramps the hospital grounds 
constantly, tirdessly. Jack estimates tiiat Larry must cover thirty miles a 
day. He never thinks much, when he walks, or if he does, he never re- 
members what he was thinking about. 

He has few friends in the hospital. He likes only the patients and 
doctors who respect his intelligence, believe his daims of suffering petty 
persecutions, and who accept his own high opinion of himself. When 
another lobotomy case doubted that Larry had ever gone to Princeton, 
Larry refused to speak to him again. He likes to say that he is smarter 
than the doctors, because after all he is a Phi Beta Kappa. In arguments 
with other patients, he propounds flash opinions formed from glandng 
at a headline, and is extremely dogmatic about them. He likes to give 
advice to other patients. When he observed one patient being consider- 
ate of another, Larry intenupted, “Don’t be so ^mn considerate, mis- 
ter. Look where 1 wound up being considerate — ^in a booby hatch.” He 
likes to call the hospital a Ixroby hatch or a nut house. 

He has mingled contempt and respect for the hospital staff. When the 
fomily noticed that his teeth were bad, though he suffered absolutely no 
pain from them, he refused to visit any army dentist. ‘Those guys,” he 
said contemptuously, “I can buy and sell them ten times.” One day, he 
regards the hospital staff as so many dedicated Anowsmiths, and thinks 
he will write an epic movie dramatizing their courage. The next day, 
down on them for some fancied slight, he mutters threateningly of the 
book he will write. “It’ll make The Snake Pit look sick,” he says. “ItTl 
blast the Veterans Administration apart. It’ll let everyone know how 
they treat their patients.” The harassed army doctors, aware that Larry 
needs some way to work off his constant if momentary grudges and 
aggressions, accept his mutterings with good-natured tolerance. 

Larry has long forgotten his dream of becoming a teacher. However, 
he still wants to write. When Burt, who is editing a Hollywood quarterly 
published in New York, heard this, he sent Larry a simple assignment. 
He sent him material about a famous film star and told him to write it 
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np into a fivolitiiubed^word pictiiro caption. Laray managed to fini^ die 
taak apd iwnd k to New Yoik. Hie caption had to be ccnnpletely rewrit- 
lent i^ot Bmt mailed hhn a check, neverthekas. For months after, l^ny 
lehised to cadi die diedc, keeping it instead, to show to the patients and 
doctors as proof that he was a writer. Whenever Jack and Susan visit 
him, he promises to ddiver at least a paragraph of a story By the follow- 
ing week. But he never does. "I don’t want to write in tois nut house,” 
he says. “I want to do screenplays for Alan Ladd. I’ll go over to Para- 
mount one day and tell them I’m Larry Cassidy, and you watdi and see 
if they don’t roll out the red carpet.” 

Most every weekend, either Susan, who now writes about interior dec- 
orating, or Jack, who works for a large public relations office, pidcs Larry 
up at the hospital and brings him to their newly purchased bungalow in 
the San Fernando Valley, about a twenty-minute drive from Hollywood. 
Often, when the weekend begins, Larry is angry with Jack. For a while, 
it was because he remembered that Jack did not invite him to his wed- 
ding in the East. “You were afraid Susan would like me better,” he told 
Jack. More recently, he felt that he was being confined in the hospital 
because Jack feared that Larry might take his public rdations job away 
from him. When he suffers these brief delusions of persecution, he will 
wag his fist in Jack’s fitc^ until Jack says, “But, Larry, I’m your brother. I 
love you.” Tlien Larry will lower his fist, and break into a childish grin. 
“That’s right. Jack,” he’ll say, “and I love you, too.” 

During these weekends. Jack is able to see the degree to which Larry 
has changed, for better or for worse. Dr. Goldsmith had promised that 
Larry’s behavior would level off after three years, and however he was 
then would probably be the way he’d remain for the rest of his life. 
Today, at thirty-seven, with four years behind him since the lobotomy 
operation, Larry’s, new personality has probably solidified. 

Unquestionably, today, he is happier than he was before die opera- 
tion. His bice is round, young, cherubic, and he’s getting plump about 
the middle. He is never depressed, rarely moody, and when moody, only 
for fleeting moments. Emotionally and physically, he is free of pain. His 
occasional complaints of persecution, his pretended belligerences, and 
his continued social impatience do not alter the ffict that he is carefree, 
irresponsible, happy-go-lucky. 

'The price of this contentment, of course, has been the loss of many of 
his old powers. His intelligence is still high, but diis brilliance is errati- 
cally mixed with terrible streaks of childishness and unreality. When he 
has bright periods, behaving as of old, and his family begins to think he 
is recovering, he suddenly lapses into irrelevant fantasy or moronic solilo- 
quy. In his pre-lobotomy days, he used to listen to the radio program 
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tnformatkm, ^ in wveid yeais missed onfy one c» two qne$> 
tions, a leccnd whn^ matdied Jc^n Kienn’s. He knew, for one tinner 
tbe most otwcme passages from ^v^kespeaie. Recently, when someone 
asked him |p ledte the tontine pr not to be” passage from Ham- 
let, he was unable to recall it Yet e lew days after that walking with 
Jade past a library^ he read the Latin inscription etched above tiie en- 
trance and accurately translated it On fpother occasion, when Jack was 
writing a publicity story about a burUsqqe queen, and trying to remem- 
ber a synonym ^ striptease that had something to do with insects, Larry 
looked up and said, “Eedysiast just her that” Jack went to his 
Webster’s and found “eedysis” defoied as die “act of shedding an outer 
Cuticular layer, as in the case of insects, crustaceans, etc.” 

Now the family has learned neither to underestimate nor to overesti- 
mate Larry's intelligence. They accept thp fact that he has stupid days 
and smart days, without rhyme or reason, irhey also accept gratefully the 
fact that his sense of humor seems largidy unimpaired by die operation. 
One afternoon, driving in Beverly Hills, J^ committed a minor traffic 
infraction. A motorcycle policeman rolled up alongside and bawled Jack 
out. The moment the policeman lei^ tarry exclaimed, “Somebody 
ought to give that cop a lobotomy.’’ Arojond &e hospital, arguing poli- 
tics, he will often get steamed up at the national administration and say 
that the President ought to have two Ipbotomies a week. Leaving the 
hospital for his weekend recendy, he realized that he had forgotten 
something, and blurted in exasperation, “Gee, I should have my head 
examined.” Then, looking about the hospital corridor with quick humor, 
“Matter of fact, I’m in a great place for it!” 

While his mind still has roots in the p^ Jus memory is badly scram- 
bled. Infrequently, he recalls his lobotonay pperation. “I’m glad I had it 
done,” he will say. But if sotqpqne as^s Jiim if he ever talks to the other 
lobotomy cases in his ward, he ^ill snap, can talk to those idiots?” 
He remembers all his relative; and ^fonds, tjrpugh without much depth 
of feeling toward them one ^ay pr another. He still regards Burt as his 
best friend, and writes him a letter every wpek. Occasionally, he remem- 
bers special days and is exceedingly thoughtiqj, On Jade and Susan’s last 
wedding anniversary, he quietiy rose at dawp, fheir Valley 

bungalow the many miles into Hollywood, found ^ store that was open 
on Sunday, selected and bought a pair of beaujifql bookends, and hiked 
all tire way back with tire gift. 

People who meet him for the first tim^ aqd have not heard of his 
lobotomy operation, always accq>t him as ^ perfectly normal citizen. 
'Ihey regard him as intelligent, jovial, although somewW egotistical and 
impatient. After they meet him a second or tiiiid time^ thqr begin se- 
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etedir to ttispert iiiat somdluiig » wrong wito limi, tliat poiiaps lie’s a 
liHle ecpentric. His oontiitoed tmpatieiic^ inespcmsibility, and lack of 
sestnufl^ are usually the final giveaways. ' 

Fcv snonfhs, for example, Lany had spoken of going to Ciio’s, an 
eiqien^ nqhf dub. Ja^ and Susan d^ded to suipiim him on his 
birthday, lliqr brought him in horn the hospital. Th^ peded his bid 
suit off him and forced him into the baditub. They presented him with a 
new suit Then, witti a party of friends, they took him to Giro’s. After 
tea minutes, he was ready to leave. He had no patience even for Giro’s. 
Lata the same night, an incident occurred that revealed his attitude 
toward the opposite sex. He had long be^ed Jade to line him up with a 
lusty woman, and Jack had obligingly paired him off at Giro’s with an 
uninhibited redhead. After they had driven the redhead home, Jade and 
Susan settled down in the car for a long wait, while Larry led her up to 
her door. In two minutes, he was back. Jade was amazed. “Why so fast? 
Didn’t you even kiss her?” Lany was genuinely shodeed. “Kiss her? Do 
you think I’m a cad?” 

Larry’s lack of social control, above all eke, causes those around him 
constant consternation. He is not supposed to drink, even though in 
recent months he has been permitted an occasional sip. One Sunday 
morning; when Jack and Susan were out, some neighbors down the 
block spotted Lsxiy out walking. They invited him to join them in an 
early morning drink. He gulped down one shot, then two, then tiuee. 
The whiskey tasted like tea to him, and by the time Jack located him, he 
had had six and was thoroughly potted. Jack put him to bed, and when 
he woke up. Jack lectured him. “They’re nice people,” Jack said, “but I 
don’t want you drinking with diem. They’re dipsomaniacs and that’s not 
for you.” The following Sunday, Larry was on his eternal walk, when the 
same neighbors saw him and invited him in again. Larry was agreeable. 
They inquired if he would like to join them in drinks again. He primly 
refused. “My brother says I can’t,” he announced. “He says you’re a 
couple of dipsomaniacs and I mustn’t drink with you!” 

That same Sunday, a few hours later, Larry again exhibited his lack of 
restraint. Susan, who is Gatholic, took him to church with her. He sat 
beside her in perfect silenoe throughout the sermon. When it was done; 
he broke into wild applause. The priest looked starded, and everyone in 
the diurdi turned and glared. Susan blushed, and whispoed diat he 
must not applaud in church. “Why not?” he asked. 'That guy makes a 
lot of sensei” 

This is Lany Gassidy today. How typical is his post-lobotomy personal- 
ity? Whfle results vary from individual to individual, it is evident that 
everyone who has undergone a lobotomy has much in common with 
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Lury. For evidence on other kihotcmiies, Dis. Goldsauth and Rogen 
cite Ae findings of fdlow psyciKisuigeons, especudly pioneos like l>s. 
Freeman and Watts of Wa^ington, p.G. 

After performing jaefiontal lobotomies on over 400 persons, whh 
whom they kept in contact, Drs. Freeman and Watts came to certain 
conclusions. “Patients who have been operated on are usually cheerful, 
responsive afiFectionate and unreserved. They are outspokoi, often criti- 
cal of others and lacking in embarrassment . . . They tend to procras- 
tinate to make up their minds too quickly and to enunciate opinions 
without considering the various implications. The most striking and coiir 
stant change from the preoperative personality lies in a certain unsdf- 
consdousness, and this applies both to the patient’s own body and to his 
total self as a social unit. The patient emerges from the operation with 
an immature personality that is at first poorly equipped for maintaining 
him in a competitive society; but with the passage of time there is pro- 
gressive improvement, so that in about one-half the cases earning a living 
again becomes possible.” 

The fact that psychosurgery is supported by a large proportion of Uie 
medical profession is evident from its widespread acceptance and usage. 
In August, 1948, when the First International Conference on Psychosur- 
gery was held in Lisbon, 8,000 lobotomy cases were reported on by doc- 
tors from twenty different nations. Lobotomies are being performed to- 
day in countries as disparate as India, Sweden, Czechoslovakia, New Zea- 
land, and Japan. 

Those who support lobotomy stand on its record. The English Board 
of Control, checking the results of 1,000 lobotomy cases in forty-three 
hospitals in England and Wales, found 35 percent could be discharged 
into regular life (of these, 242 were able to earn a living or keep house) 
and 32 percent were improved in their hospital adjustment. Drs. Free- 
man and Watts have reported, at different times, that affCr lobotomy 
about one-third of the patients recover, one-third improve and one-third 
foil to improve. “There are variations from one investigator to another 
and from one disease to another,” Drs. Freeman and Watts conclude, 
“but the results are sufficiently good to warrant the use of prefrontaa 
lobotomy on a large scale for the relief of the very serious and chronic 
forms of mental disease that keep the back wards of the psychiatric hos- 
pitals filled to capacity and beyond.” 

However, the critics of lobotomy are equally numerous. Dr. Stanley D. 
Porteus, who studied fifty-five cases in Kaneoke Hospital, Hawaii, de- 
cided, “Undoubtedly, if everyone in the world was to be simultaneously 
lobotomized, it would spell the end of all progress. Industry, exc^t at 
the simplest levds, would cease. A population of cheerful <hones could 

164 



THIY CUT AWAY HIS CONSCIENCE 

inv^jr cany on <3ie coiiq>kx business of modem living.” Dr. Nolan D. C. 
Lewis Idxitomy patents sboiild be csnefolly sdected and operated 
i^on only as a last resort ^‘Meanwhile tbe furor ^mapeuHcus contin> 
ues wilii an entiiusiasm tiiat may prove dangerons,” he says, "unless an 
accurate stock of the situation is soon taken and made known.” A prom- 
iirani Fhiladdphia psydiiatrist regards lobotomy as "disuseful” in begin* 
ning cases, but of value if no ojdrer therapy has improved the condition 
of a serious mental case. 

Dr. G. Rylander has quoted the families of lobotomy patients, who 
ate stunned by the personality changes produced by the psychosurgety. 
One wife^ whose husband had a lobotomy, protested, "Doctor, you have 
given me a new husband. He isn’t the same man.” The mother of a girl 
who had a lobotomy complained, "She is my daughter, but yet a differ- 
ent person. She is with me in body, but her soul is in some way lost 
Those deep feelings, the tenderness, are gone.” Thwe are other object 
tmns, too. Some Catholics, like Dr. R. O’Rahilly, feel lobotomy is 
morally wrong. And, since the announcement that lobotomy has been 
tried on criminals. Dr. D. H. Winnicott has argued, "What guarantees 
have we that a Bunyan in prison will be allowed to keep his brain intact 
and his imagination free?” 

Because he has always fdt that he played a major role in deciding 
i^n Larry’s lobotomy. Jack Cassidy keeps abreast of this medical con- 
troversy. He still does not know whether he did the right thing by Larry 
or not. On Saturday nights, when Larry is staying over for the wedcend, 
and is asleep in the spare room, and Susan ^s gone to bed. Jack will 
often settle into the big living-room chair, and try to read the Sunday 
papers. But invariably, he admits, his mind returns to Larry. Listening 
to Larry’s heavy breathing. Jack finds himself automatically reviewing 
the events of the past years. 

If they had waited a little longer, he will reflect, maybe a miracle 
would have happened after all. Or maybe one of the newer operations 
would have been better. They are still using prefrontal lobotomy, he 
knows, but they are also experimenting with all kinds of offshoots and 
variations like topectomy, gyrectomy, and transorbital leucotomy. Then, 
thinking about it, he remembers something else. He remembers Larry’s 
fece before the operation. He remembers the agony on that face, and 
how Larry wanted to die. He is sure Larry would have wound up in an 
asylum, suffering for the remaindar of his life, or possibly insane, or even 
a suicide. Besides, there was the time element. If they had waited, it 
might have been too late even for lobotomy. 

Thinking about it. Jack tries to rationalize. Sur^ it hurts to see what 
has become of Larry. Why, Larry had been practically a genius, even 
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his grahu was of little value. Now he is dolled, no longer the 
person dnt thejr once knew. Chi the otha hand, some of him is s^ that 
same penon. A^d the rest of him is happier, and enji^ certain pleas- 
ores, and does not mind what he has hecome. Pediaps that is better tiian 
nothing. 

About this time, on Saturday nights, Jack is always tired, and he 
readies up to turn ofiF the lamp. He walks through the darkened house to 
his room, widi Larry’s heavy breathing following him. Were diey right 
or wrong? Jade wOl never know. Anyway, it is a hdl of a thing to try to 
answer at two in the morning. 

After aU, Jack asks — ^“What would you have dond” 

»« 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . , . 

When I submitted the foregoing story to The Saturday Evening Post 
in May, 1951, the editors were fascinat^ by it, but concerned about its 
strangeness and the moral and religious considerations involved. An as- 
sociate editor was assigned to learn if lobotomy was really an acceptable 
surgical procedure, and if I had presented foe clinical aspects of Larry 
Cassidy’s case wifo accuracy. Among foe several psychiatric experts con- 
sulted on lobotomy, foe most important was a dochir on foe faculty of 
foe University of Pennsylvania. He assured foe associate editor on foe 
tdqphone, ’’lobotomy is of help to many who are in a hopeless condi- 
tion, living at a purely instinctive level, trying to kill foemsdves or some- 
one dse, and existing like caged lions.” 

The asscKiate editor reported this conversation to Ben Hibbs, then foe 
editor of The Saturday Evening Post, and recommended that my story 
be evaluated by “an unbiased psychiatrist,” such as foe one on foe Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania faculty. Mr. Hibbs agreed, and a copy of my 
Larry Cassidy story was sent to foe unbiased psychiatrist. One week later 
fois psychiatrist replied, in writing, to Mr. Hibbs: 

“Psychosurgery in foe form of lobotomy, lobectomy, under cutting 
(ti^iectomy) or transorbital lobotomy, etc., is a recognized treatment 
procedure and has a definite place in psychiatric therapy. This place in 
relationship to foe general problem of psychiatric treatment can be lik- 
ened to foe role that heart surgery plays in foe problem of the treatment 
of cardiac disease or that foe role of total removal of a lung plays in a 
case of tuberculosis. There are ndfoer psychiatric objections nor* moral 
nor religious arguments against foe procedure. Lobotomy as a procedure 
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is definitely «oocpted. llie author describes incidente of bdiavior gn e 
patient's part that are fiurlytypkal. ...” 

Innnedai^yr The Saturday Evemrkg Post accepted 'They Cat Aw^ 
His Conscience” for publication. 

First, however, I was asked to make some nunor revisions and major 
cots. The average Port artide, at that time, was eighteen manoscr^t 
pages, The story I had submitted was fifty-four nunosoipt pages. | had 
not given a damn about formula or length when I wrote the story, for I 
was determined to present Larry’s saga on my own terms. No\jy a com> 
promise was efiEected. The editors of the Port agreed to run the story as 
“a double-length feature,” that is, thirty-six pages in length. I agreed to 
make the painful excisions. (When renting the story for inclusion in 
this volume, I decided to restore at least a thousand words that I had 
been forced to put aside in 19^1.) On July 8, 19^1 , 1 delivered to The 
Saturday Evening Port the cut-down version, and it was accepted with 
enthusiasm. 

So emotionally devoted was I to the story, that I could hardly await its 
appearance in print. At last, in The Saturday Evening Port dated Octo- 
ber 20, 1951, it saw the light of day. There was one change. Because my 
tide, “They Cut Away His Conscience,” was considered too controver- 
siaL a new title was used. It had become, safely, “The Operation of Last 
Resort.” 

The immediate public response to the story was unexpected. Despite 
what the teeder may have heard to the contrary, authors who write fic- 
tion or nonfiction for popular periodicals generally receive little acknowl- 
edgment from the vast facdess population of magazine buyers and sub- 
scribers. A writer's short story or article is only one of a dozen or more 
appearing in a single issue of a magazme. So even if his tale makes some 
impact, its identity is usually suffocated by the sunounding stories and 
advertisements. Also, his contribution in a single issue of a weekly has a 
brief life span, because the next issue is too quickly at hand, offering 
newer marvels. A writer fades quickly into oblivion in the pages of a 
magazine. 

But there are exceptions. And for me, the appearance of my story on 
Larry Cassidy was such an exceptioii. Whereas an average article or essay 
might bring me a half-dozen letters from appreciative or critical readers, 
the travail of Larry Cassidy inspired a small mountain of mail. Much of 
the mail was congratulatory; readers were deeply moved. Some of the 
letters, firom physicians and clergymen, questioned or discussed the wis- 
dom of Larry’s psychosurgery. Other letters came from parents or rela- 
tives of mentally ailing persons, tragic, heartrending letters, asking for 
more factual inforrrution, inquiring for the real names and addresses of 
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Dr. Leon Goldsmitih and Dr. Raymond Rogers. The edftots of The Sat- 
urday Evening Post advised me that tiie double-length feature had 
drawn a record amount of mail, and was, in dm respect, among the two 
or three most provocative stories they had published in a decade. 

The day after publication, from Los Angeles, I was prompted to write 
my New York literary agent, Paul R. Reynolds; “TTic response, out here, 
to 'The Operation of Last Resort’ has been overwhdming and gratify* 
ilig” 

The responses of some of the leading players in the story interested me 
most of aU. Larry’s best friend and former roonunate at Princeton, Burt, 
worried at his publishing desk in New York that the story did not teU 
enough and might give the impression that Larry’s case was satisbictor* 
ily solved. Larry’s younger brother. Jack, was pleased that Larry’s terrible 
odyssey and his own dilemma were out in the open, and pleased also to 
have a portion of my earnings from die sale of the article to help support 
his charge. 

And Larry Cassidy, the lobotomized hero still in the Sawtdle Veteram 
Hospital, how did he react to the publication of his story? Knowledge of 
its appearance was not kept from him. He was exhilarated by the biog- 
raphy of himself, even though he had been given a fictional name in the 
narrative. It gave him teal identity in the hospital, and supported his 
own contention of his superiority over the other patients. During 1951, 
he marched through the halls of the ward, brandishing a copy— the copy 
— of The Saturday Evening Post, waving it under the noses of fellow 
inmates and psychiatrists alike, bdlowing, “Se^ here it is in print, here is 
the whole truth — I went to Princeton, I’m smarter than all of youl Look 
at it! The Saturday Evening Post doesn’t publish articles about idiots!” 
And in the years immediately after, speaking or writing to his friend 
Burt, he would constandy announce that the author of that artide was 
as great a man as Burt, or Dwight David Eisenhower, because the artkde 
had made Lany “world-fiunous!” 

Of course, Larry’s former physicians around the nation read the popu- 
lar biography and recognized in it their onetime patient. One doctor in 
particular, who had been feirly cooperative about supplying information 
during the early stages of my writing the article, later resented the final 
form of the case history. When I showed him a copy of the manuscript, 
he was appalled and angry. He felt diat I had rdi^ too much on die 
Cassidy fomily for material and consequendy had given "a one-sided pres- 
entation.” He demanded that his real name be removed from the story, 
and ended a letter to me with die quotation, "If you can see your wor^ 
twisted by knaves to make a trap for fook . . .” After that pronounce- 
ment on my knavery, and the string statement that Larry had been an 
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onntu&cta^ lobotomy lesiilt (''in tbe loweft 5 peroent of latiiig of xe* 
ndts of lebotom/'), dtis dodor witttdiew further coc^eiation from me. 

But after lfre stoty appeared in print, and its leceiAion was favorably 
tiiis same doctm did a complete about-frce. Unashamedly, he wrote his 
knave asking for assistance in placing for publication a pppular medical 
article that he had written. I felt litde charity then — I might fed more 
today— >so I dropped his literary request into the wastebasket and did not 
tqply to him. 

I have since tried to analyze my irritation with this one doctor, and I 
bdieve that it comes to this: The doctor had been disappointed in the 
result of Larry's lobotomy, which he had advocated, and wanted to bury 
fr>rever his own contribution (one among many) to that result, and so, 
figurativdy, he had disowned his patient. But when my story, in a con- 
servative periodical, had briefly made Larry a national personality, ac- 
cepted by a vast public of judges as an object of interest and sympathy, 
the doctor seemed suddenly to regain a measure of pride in his n^lected 
stepchfld. I do not say that this is what happened, but it is my only 
guess. It was as if, until then, by not responding at top level to recom- 
mended psychosurgery, by losing too many of his powers, Larry had failed 
this doctor and all physicians associated with the case. It was as if Larry 
had remained a walking rebuke to the doctor's presumably invincible 
magic. Larry had failed this doctor, and the doctor had wash^ his hands 
of him. When, by an accident of circumstances, Larry had become a 
public figure, much discussed and debated, the doctor had reconsidered, 
periiaps decided that in some way his operation had succeeded, and that 
Larry had been a success, also. In a sense, the doctor permitted Larry to 
join the club again, mounted his addled but celebrated brain on the 
medical mantelpiece, and said all was forgiven. 

Well, that was in 19^1, when Larry Cassidy was thirty-seven years old, 
and his lobotomy personality was four years old — and since then we have 
had the long tension years under President Eisenhower, President Ken- 
nedy, and President Johnson — and today, Larry Cassidy is fifty-one years 
old and his lobotomy personality is eighteen years old. How has the pas- 
sage of time afiFected Larry? What is he today? 

Following the appearance of the story, I had no further personal con- 
tact wirii Larry. Shortly after becoming '‘world-frmous,” he had removed 
himself from Los Angeles, and only occasionally, through his friend Burt 
or his younger brother Jack, did I hear what he was doing. But what I 
did hear, usually in the form of some singular Kafkaesque anecdote, 
made it clear to me that his inaedible odyssey in search of peace, first 
from his demon mind, and then from his altered conscienceless mind — 
txagioomic sometimes, outrageous often, pitiful usually, and, finally to* 
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day, somewhat lemadcahle— was contmuing w^mot lesfate. Whe& I 
decided to include Laity’s stosy in a booh, I also detomined to find out^ 
if I could, what had happened to lum in tiie last fourteen years. 1 have 
now found out. 

In 1951, Laiiy Cassidy had already spent two yean in die Brentwood 
Neuro-Psychiatric Hospital, located in West Los Angdes. It will be re- 
membered that twice he had attempted to ran away from diis institu- 
tion. His weekends with his brother Jack, whom he apjnoached with 
hate and love, and his sister-in-law, Susan, were not solace enou^ for 
him. He was still a ward of the government, technically imprisoned 
among those whom he considered his inferiors, and he chaf^ against his 
commitment and agitated to become a hee citizen of his country again. 
Perhaps what happened next was triggered by the appearance of my 
story and its efEect upon him. This story gave him concrete evidence of 
his importance, and possibly made him even more resentful of having his 
unique genius caged. In any event, Larry persistently begged for freedom 
bom the hospital, but nothing came of it. Then, one day in 1952, a 
shrewd fellow patient in the ward said to Larry, 'Tou know, you’re too 
smart to be in here. It’s unfair. Why don’t you get out? Even thoi^h 
Jack put you in here, he can’t have you held. Legally, you committed 
yourself. You signed yourself in. Why don’t you sign yourself out? No 
one on earth can force you to stay here.” 

The sudden realization that he was self-committed spurred Larry into 
immediate action. He applied for release. And he signed away his right 
to government care and maintenance in return for liberty and independ- 
ence. When his brother Jack learned of this, learned that Larry’s dis- 
charge was already being processed, he rushed to an official of the Vet- 
erans Administration. "You can’t let him out,” Jack implored. “He’s 
irresponsible. He can’t make a living. You’ve got to hold him here.” The 
official shook his head. “We can’t hold him, if he doesn’t want to be 
conunitted. We need beds for people who want to be here. He doesn’t 
want to be here. That’s the way he feels.” Jack replied angrily, “He’s not 
in a position to fed that way or any way about himsdf. Can’t you see 
that?” 

'The government could not see that. It saw nothing except tbe law. 
Preparations for Larry’s release from the Neuro-Psychiatric Hospital 
went on. In a desperate effort to stave off what he feared would be a 
catastrophe, Jack made up his mind to battle foe United States govern- 
ment. He retained an attorney, and went to court. Informed of Jack’s 
mov^ Larry spent much of his hoarded veteran’s pension to hire a law- 
yer of his own. 

The legal action was brief. The law was foe law, and Larry won his 
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cue. In 1953, lie leodved his disdiaige fitom the Netuo-Psychiainc Hos- 
pital. Hathning bitterness a^^inst the Cain who he fantasi^ was jealous 
of him, Larry left Los Angles. In New Ymk, he was sure, he had a 
better ftiend in Burt, his long-ago, wealthy Princeton roommate, who 
was now a snccessfol magazine editor. Burt, Larry decided, understood 
his crea^ abilities, and would hdp him malce use of them and help 
hhn malce his nuurk in the world. 

Although apprehensive upon Larry’s arrival, Burt was sympathetic and 
nsefid. He settled Larry in the first of a series of inexpensive one-room 
apartments. Because he wanted to bank Larry’s monthly pension chedc 
for him, Burt allotted him a weekly allowance out of his own podcet. 
Perhaps it was Larry’s handling of this weeldy allowance that made Burt 
remember his ftiend’s condition. Each weekly allowance evaporated in a 
sin^e day. Larry’s sense of responsibility had been left in a surgery room 
in Boston six years b^re. Thereafter, Burt doled out Larry’s allowance 
on a daily basis, a four-dollar check every morning. 

Now began the epic of Larry Cassidy, Wage Earner. Larry’s grandiose 
dreams of obtaining high-salaried executive positions were quickly de- 
flated. From that beginning in New York City, and for ten years after, 
and to this day, Larry’s career story has been the story of small jobs 
found and small jobs lost. Ihe lobotomy had stripped him of the neces- 
sary faculties of compromise and competitiveness. In no single year has 
he ever earned more than $300. Largely, he has lived on Burt’s charity 
and his veteran’s pension. His pre-lobotomy personality, with an I.Q. of 
over 150, a Phi Beta Kappa key, a desire to become a professor, and a 
wish to commit suicide, all this that had been good and bad, had been 
permanently removed. Now, as a post-lobotomy product, possessing a 
shallow belligerence as well as freedom from anxiety, he was left with an 
intelligence so erratic that it could not cope with a profession. In fact, it 
became quickly evident to Burt that Larry could not manage even me- 
nial jobs. Variously, he was a night watchman, a delivery boy, a sales- 
man. Yet, he was none of these for more than three or four days at a 
time. He was fired, most often, because he antagonized employers by 
flaunting his superior educational background and complaining about 
his demeaning work, because he appeared eccentric and unstable in his 
behavior, and beqiuse he lacked the ability to concentrate on a task or 
stay in one place for any length of time. 

Aside from his endless wanderings about Manhattan, Larry’s social 
and recreational activity consisted of visiting Burt and Burt’s family once 
a week. An hour or two before dinner, Larry would appear, disheveled 
and filthy, for he had no one to care for him and had no interest in 
caring for himself. Burt would run a tub of water, strip him, get him into 
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tbe badi, Aen nish liis dotlies tibrotig^ the washer and dryer. While Ae 
dt^ies were being honed, Bart would dianqwo Lanyas hah, scmb hh 
bad^ and cut his fingemafls. Once Larry was dean and dressed, he 
wouki, said Burt; *Vart like a Pavlov dog for the dinner bdl to 80on4 eB 
Ae while pacing up and down, talking constantly." His best mondogaes 
were in praise of Burt, his patron, of the President of the Unhed States^ 
of the armed might of America that could crush any opponent on earth, 
of recent books he had read. Occasionally, the somnolent bdligerenoe 
would awaken. Larry would suddoily halt his pacing, strike a pugilistic 
stance, and then diudding, he would address his unseen enony. If tiie 
unseen enemy was young, Larry would tdl him, “I am going to hang one 
on you. I wouldn’t urinate on you if you were on fire." If the unseen 
enemy was aged, Larry would growl, "I’ll urinate on your grave." Who 
were the unseen enemies? They varied from the Veterans Administra' 
turn ofiEuaals to hospital patients he had known to his brother Jack to Dr. 
Goldsmith and Dr. Rogers. But the hostility lacked dq>th. Quiddy, tiie 
pacing while waiting for dinner would be resumed, and Larry would be 
discoursing on the level (low) of culture in American society. 

For five years, this pattern, the briefly held jobs, the endless walks, tire 
visits to Burt; were the confined Andorra'like boundaries of Larry’s life. 
Then there occurred a dramatic change. For smne tim^ stimulated by 
newspaper advertisements and his own foncies, Larry Cassidy had been 
demanding a trip abroad. Burt turned his friend’s pleas aside as long as he 
could, but at last, witii dire misgivings, he gave in, praying the change 
might give his lobotomized ward some stimulation and joy. Burt planned 
the first of what was to become three foreign trips with care. Using some 
of Larry’s pension savings, taking advantage of oflf-season rates, Burt 
went to a reliable New York travd bureau. He arranged for every step of 
the itinerary in advance, for every flight, hotd, meal, sightseeing trip. 
And then he packed Larry off with two small bags of clean clothes and a 
booklet of travders’ checks. 

The first Grand Tour, which included Great Britain, France; and 
Italy, went well. There was only one misadventure. According to Jack; 
Larry’s belligerence landed him in a Paris jail ovenught. According to 
Burt, it was Larry’s irresponsibility that caused the trouble, and that did 
not land him in jail. Rather, he had spent all his available funds, and was 
unable to pay his Paris hotel bill. There was an unhappy scen^ but in 
the end the Paris hotd merdy held on to Larry’s luggage, which was 
sordy in need of fumigation anyway. Aside from that one incidoit, and 
scnne mild confusion about Larry’s destination when he took to exc^ng* 
ing flight tickets, both Larry and Europe survived his visit, and he re- 
turned to New York emiched and intact. 
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EnConniEed bjr tesolts of die fiist bip abroad. Suit pennitted 
Lany a aecond one die following year. 'Iliis sojourn was uneveniful, until 
Laiiy arrived in Ei^nd. Sdll possessed of some f^ed fragments of lit* 
ezaty knpwfodge^ Larry joined an overnight round-trip bus tour bom 
Lcmdm to Stiat^d-on-Avon. On the bus, he found himsdf seated be- 
side a small, shy, not unattractive, middle-aged En^ish woman, a secre- 
tary full of romantic readings, on a holiday. Her name was NeDie. Their 
bi^ encounter in the mellow English countryside — ^they were travd 
companions no more than forty-eight hours— became love, fm each of 
diem, at fost si^t. For Larry, diis incredible sweet bird of a woman, so 
reticently English, so ingrown, yet warm and sympathetic, filled the void 
left by his Catholic wife, Harriet, who had abandoned him as a matter of 
scjif-preservation almost a decade before. For Nellie, her vision filtaed 
dirough her own neuroses, Larry was a handsome, dashing, knowledge- 
able visitor from the New World, interested and interesting, as unrealis- 
tically romantic and matic as herself, and portending good prospects. 
When the pair returned to London, they exchanged addresses and prom- 
ises. Nellie went back to her parents, to hope, and Larry returned to 
New York and Burt, to wage a campaign that would conquer his Maid 
Marian. 

Larry wooed his love by airmail correspondence. His passionate letters 
to Nellie poured out daily. Because lobotomy had deprived him of re- 
straint, his letters were earthy. Nellie was not dismayed, except when her 
parents saw the letters and confiscated them as “pornographic.”' Her 
own daily letters had a different tone. As a friend of theirs told me, “Her 
letters were on the Elisabeth Barrett Browning level of love, and his 
were on the men’s-room-wall level of love. Her letters savored more of a 
cry from the soul, his from the groin.” Yet, to them, their semantics 
were not so far apart, but conveyed a commonly understood yearning. 

A year of correspondence with his beloved Nellie was all that Larry 
could endure. He was determined to visit her in her native habitat, to 
show her family that he was not a lecher, and to request her hand in 
marriage. Without disclosing to anyone his ultimate plan, he asked Burt 
to hdp him travel to England once more. Burt agreed, and put him 
aboard an eastbound French liner, destination Southampton. 

On the first westbound Frendi liner out of Southampton, Larry was 
back in New York City. He had neither set foot on English soil nor laid 
eyes on his fevered and waiting Nellie. The British immigration author- 
ity, it appeared, had refused to allow Larry to land. Had Nellie’s disap- 
proving parents or Larry’s disapproving brothers intervened? On check- 
ing, Burt learned it was not any rdative who had prevented Larry’s land- 
ing. Larry had been the cause of his own undoing. Handed a routine 
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British entity qnestionnaiie, before disembailai^ he studied the ques- 
tion, “Have you ever been committed to a mental institution?”— and 
he answered, ‘Tes.” Immediately, the British immigration officiab sum- 
moned him for an mteiview. '\^^t met their eyes was a bewildeied, 
unshaved, unlcempL foul-smdOing passenger, who admitted to having no 
money and was unable to rememl^ that all his expenses had been pie* 
paid. Promptly, his visiting privileges were rescinded. The undesirable 
alien was sent home, whfle Nellie grieved on the dock. 

Love thwarted became love intensified. Lanry confessed his plan. He 
must many Nellie. Burt and Larry’s brothers. Jack and Tim, tried to 
dissuade him. The leucotome, the knife that had once severed Larry’s 
prefirontal lobes, had dulled Hamlet but not afPected Romeo. He wanted 
Ndlie, and she wanted him, and if he could not go to her, he would 
bring her to him. 

Horrified at the prospect of X,arry and the poor, unsuspecting Ndlie 
under one roof, as mates, Burt took the decisive stq>. He wrote Ndlie 
the truth. He revealed all of Larry’s history, including the dinical fects 
about his prefrontal lobotomy operation, and was certain that that 
would end the love afiEair. Burt was wrong. Blandly, Nellie wrote back 
that she was femiliar with lobotomy cases — during World War II she 
had volunteered to serve in a military mental institution, and had helped 
handle the more hopeless lobotomy patients— and now she was even 
more eager to join Larry and care for him. Stunned, Burt wrote more 
letters to her, and enlisted other old school friends and relatives of 
Larry’s to write to her. All of this negative propaganda foiled. Nellie 
remained adamant: She was determined to abandon her family, her job, 
her country, to answer Larry’s summons and love. 

In one final effort to disenchant Nellie, Burt telephoned London — he 
remembers, wryly, that the toll charges came to $125 — and he spoke to 
Nellie, spoke interminably. He played down Larry’s good points. He em- 
phasized Larry’s hostilities, relating how he had once slapped his land- 
lady, how he most resented people who tried to help him, how he was 
incapable of holding a job. 

When Burt had finished presenting his case, Nellie, choking with 
emotion, cried out over the transatlantic cable, "I don’t care what you 
say! I must be with him! Ill commit suicide unless I can come to Amer- 
ica to be with him!” 

For Burt, there was no more to say. After he had hung up the receiver, 
he was as tom about his own role in Larry’s future as Jack had been, so 
many years before, on the eve of the decisive prefrontal lobotomy oper- 
ation. Recently, recalling that period, Burt said to me: 

“Afta that transatlantic call, 1 was forced to play Cod. In focL I 
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HBsn’t playkif Cod. I woi God. I knew Oat Nellie was a disturbed per- 
aon, and diat lota <k disturbed persons do conunit suidde, as she had 
iJunateoed. I knew forlher that if she could help La^y, it would be an 
inoed^ blessing. He was living alone in a filthy, filthy slum. Aside 
from Seeing me once a week, he had almost no human contacts (though 
identy of inhuman ones, widi landladies and neighbors) . Larry was rot- 
ting. The yeara ahead inesented a frightening prospect. And, meanwhile, 
Nellie kept assuring me that love could move mountains. 

"Thoe wae enormous pressures on me from both camps. My own 
fiamfly and Larry’s fiimfly were outraged at the idea of my helping Nellie 
come over here. You see, her coming here was in my hands, for she 
needed letters from me promising she would never become a ward of the 
government. At the same time, Ndilie was talking about suidde, and 
Larry was rotting. It was a genuine dflemma. You know how I dedded, 
and only the real God above knows whether I dedded right or wrong.” 

What Burt finally dedded to do was to cooperate fully in bringing 
about the reunion of Nellie and Larry. 

Ndlie’s troubles began the moment she walked down the gangplank 
in New York City. So overwhdmed and nervous was she, that she was 
unable to face Larry during her entire first day in foe United States. 
Presently, the reunion was effected by Burt, and Nellie set up house- 
keeping in Larry’s wretched apartment. She could not be his legal wife, 
or even his common-law wife, because Larry still had a wife somewhere, 
named Harriet, who was too religious to divorce him. And, since Larry 
was legally incompetent, he could not sue for a divorce. From their first 
domestidty — as in the years after, and today — ^Larry and Nellie lived in 
gentle sin. 

A friend, who saw them in their first weeks together, told me, “It was 
almost as if the two of them were trying to get out of a bog, Larry using 
her as a stepping stone, and foe higher Larry rose out of the muck, foe 
lower Ndlie went in.” Suddenly, it seemed, Larry’s story became Nellie’s 
story. He leaned on her, and was supported, but like her predecessor, 
Harriet, she slowly began to collapse under the burden. 

Nellie’s initial shock came when she faced the conditions of her new 
life on New York’s West Side. She had been catapulted from a neat, 
whitewashed, antiseptic, tightly efficient English atmosphere into a 
neighborhood crowded with impoverished and angry immigrants. She 
had moved into an apartment, half-furnished, primitive and dirty, crawl- 
ing with bedbugs. 'ITiere was not even the illusion of romantic privacy. 
The walls that shdtered them might have been of Japanese rice paper. 
In the day, the toilet sounds came through. In foe night, foe bed sounds 
tortured her. The next cause of shock was her companion, who wanted a 
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muse not a mistier who was at once intdiigent and nnintdlieSde^ 
whose habits wexe often as civilized as tiiose of a roving animal. 

Yet, she loved him and he loved her, and die determined to mold 
what was left of Larry into an acceptaUe memba of the human race and 
into a good provider. He had once dreamed of being a professor, and had 
confided his dream. She would, she ddermined, make him a teacher, at 
least, a respectable pedagogue, and togeliier they would escape this hdO* 
hole. Larry applied to Long Island University, to study in the school's 
education department, and he was accepted. Ndlie, working on what 
was left of his Princeton I.Q., studying with him, for him, got him 
through the required classes. With her hdp, he managed to become an 
accredited teacher. This had cost them $500, but now Larry, the teacha, 
was ready. He applied for positions. He was interviewed. Alone, without 
his collaborator, he fell down every time. The keen-eyed buyers of 
teacher-minds saw that his was not a dqiendable mind. He had the cre- 
dentials, but no job. 

Anguished over their defeat, Nellie insisted that at least they escape 
the slum. They moved to a cleaner apartment in a small New Jersey 
town, which was near the residence of one of Larry’s brothers. Nellie was 
still determined that Larry should make his own way. More of his sav- 
ings were withdravra, and he was enrolled in the Graduate School of 
Library Service at Rutgers University. Diligently, Nellie coached her 
charge, but to no avail. Larry foiled his tests and was dropped by the 
school. Because money was heeded, he obtained employment as a night 
manager in a movie house. Under Nellie’s soothing encouragement and 
guidance, he held the job for two months. Then he was dismissed. 

Friends came to the rescue. There was an opening in the Princeton 
University Library. Larry was recommended, and accepted for the job 
subject to an interview. In high spirits, he invested a fifty-dollar deposit 
on a modem new apartment in Lawrenceville, to be near his library, and 
then he had his interview. Shortly afterward, a member of the library 
called Larry — apologetically, to be sure — ^to explain that the opening was 
no mor^ because its former occupant had decided to return. In short, in 
his interview, Larry had talked too much. 

There was something about a possible post-office job in Philadelphia, 
so Larry and Nellie moved to Philaddphia. Once more, Larry bent to his 
books, and Nellie hovered over him, and finally he took his civil service 
examination. His grade was passing, but low. Jobs were given on the 
basis of grades received. Impatiently, Larry waited to be called. Once 
more, funds were needed, and Nellie went to work. This, then, became 
toeir life, Ndlie, frail and foding and fearful, working, and Larry, agi- 
tated and angry and aggrieved, waiting. It was eighth months befme 
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Ibe Fhiladdpbia post-office smnmoned him. Once moiCr the ffitehil in* 
terview. Once more, Lany talked. Once more, he remained unemi^oyed. 

At last, in Hiiladdlphia, reality caught up with Ndlie. She came to the 
knowledge that dreams are for the sleeping and not the waking hours. 
She came to see what her life with Larry truly was, and what it could 
tndy neva* be. The weight of diis disenchantment, atop her own neu* 
loses, broke her down completely. 

A friend who was with them in Philadelphia told me the next of Nel- 
lie: "The Seven Plagues of Egypt were visited on her frail and quaking 
little body and suffering soul. Ihere were protracted periods of sweats, 
drills, insomnia, violent and alarming tachycardia. She had depression to 
the point of nausea. Then there was severe pyorrhea, to add to all else, or 
because of it, that cost one thousand dollars to repair. Inevitably, the 
total nervous breakdown. She was committed to the ]^iladelphia General 
Hospital. After three weeks she was released as possibly cured. But she 
was still in black despair. Then followed private treatments — ^ten electric 
shock treatments — and this helped her considerably.” 

All of that was 1962, a year that ended with one more job prospect for 
Larry, on one more frr horizon. The prospect was in Sacramento, Cali- 
fornia, and so Larry and Nellie left Philadelphia and moved to the West, 
and the full circle had closed for Larry. He was back where he came 
from, in effect, but this time not committed to a hospital. 

The job prospect in Sacramento did not work out. However, there was 
temporary employment, very temporary, as a salesclerk in a department 
store. And then, more important, there was something better. After ten 
years of resenting and missing his younger brother. Jack, Larry was re- 
united with him in the early part of 1963. 

The years had not been easy on Jack since he had fought the Veterans 
Administration in a Los Angeles court to keep Larry institutionalized. 
True, in terms of career, he had grown and l^ome successful. While 
still a struggling young publicity man, he had determined to risk going 
into business on his own. He established a talent agency. Because of his 
ingenuity and drive, he had prospered enormously. But there had been 
difficulties. One major problem vras with his wife, Susan. Another was 
witii his own neuroses, coupled with his guilts and uneasy conscience 
about consenting to Larry’s lobotomy. 

For Jack, his marriage became untenable, and he and Susan drifted 
apar^ until at last, in 1959, they were divorced. Now his guilts had be- 
come unbearable, and finally, on advice Jack acted to make himself hap- 
pier. Psydiosutgery, especially lobotomy, had fallen into disrqpute, and 
the new medical age was experimenting with, even favoring, mind-chang- 
ing drugs such as LSD, mescaline, psyilocybia, and tranquilizets such as 
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resetpine and chloipromazine. Jade dedded to nndeigo LSD tieatmaits. 
He received nine treatmoits in all. As he told me^ '"When I went into 
LSD, I was filled with sdf-recrimination. AD of Larry lodeed up inside 
me poured out.' Other things poured out; too. And at the end of my 
treatments, I was a new person. It was the most remarkable and wonder- 
ful thing that ever happened to me." 

Freed from tensions by his divorce and his LSD therapy. Jack Cassidy 
married a lovely fashion model, had a son and daughter by her, expanded 
his business firm, and thus fortified, determined to see Larry for the first 
time in ten years. Early in 196^ Jack flew to Sacramento to face Larry 
and meet Nellie. He recount^ the reunion to me. "I had not seen Larry 
in so long. I was full of apprehension. Then there he was before m^ and 
when I saw him, the dam bursL burst '^e open. We embraced and 
kissed, and there were tears in his eyes, and I don't mind admitting I 
cried. He was so very proud of his baby brother who had made good 
among the film stars. He was sweet, and all the old hostility was gone." 

Jack was thrilled at the transformation he thought he detected in 
Larry. “His face was cherubic and peaceful," said Jack. “And he looked 
youthful. He is eleven years older than I am, but he seemed at least 
three or four years younger." The several times that they saw each other, 
Larry vi^s clean-shaven, and although his clothes were frayed and worn, 
they were immaculate. And the small apartment in which Larry and 
Nellie lived, while sparsely furnished, was neat and comfortable. Before 
returning to Los Angeles after his first visit. Jack bought the couple a 
television set, and also a shelf of books since Larry had become a vora- 
cious reader again. Jack promised to find a medically oriented hypnotist, 
to help Nellie, and before departing, he promised to see them from time 
to time, to write regularly, and to assist them with money. 

Larry and Nellie still live in Sacramento. Larry devotes his days 
to reading fiction, fevoring mysteries, and to hunting for pbs. Most re- 
cently, he was trying to become a printer or an editorial assistant. At 
night, Larry and Nellie sit mesmerized before the new tdevision set, so 
now both have an outside social life in their own living room. Finan- 
cially, they struggle along on the monthly veteran’s check, the regular 
checks from Burt and Jack, and the income from the occasional job. 

Larry receives no extraordinary medical attention. From time to time 
he will hear from Dr. Goldsmith, who writes from Boston to inquire 
about Larry’s progress, mainly for the psychiatrist’s statistical records. 
Larry hates the psychiatrist, and rarely replies to him. Once, Larry wrote 
him to try to bonow money, but received no answer. Larry informed 
Burt, “I wrote to Dr. Goldsmith to tell him I’m now in Sacramento, 
and to ask him for advice on jobs. His only suggestion was that I should 
apply for a job as a garbage collector!" 
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^od so, Latiy today. I asked the two men closest to him, his friend 
Bart in New York, and his brother Jade in Los Angdes, what they think 
of his present and his future. While Burt tends to be mildly pessimistic, 
and Jack mildly optimistic, both are in full agreonent that Ndlie has 
improved Larry, brought him closer to the company of men. 

According to Burt: 

"Is'Lany's progress teal or specious? I can't be certain. I am no profes- 
sional (if such there be, which I purely doubt), but I’d lean toward 
specious. Take Nellie away from him, take away the humanizing re- 
straints she places on him, the proprieties she insists upon, and he might 
lapse within a week. In my opinion, it’s all Nellie. Because I suspect his 
lobotomy personality is still there. She is the one who keeps it contained. 
She is the supporting cast that enables him to play the role I’m sure he 
would have enjoyed playing in New York before her time, had he been 
able to find someone to play opposite him. He knows what words like 
status and respectability mean. He likes them. He wants status and re- 
spectability, but not if he has to do anything to get them. So Nellie does 
the job for him. 

“Was I wrong to bring Nellie to him? I’ve come to this. It was an eye 
for an eye. Larry is vastly better off, and Nellie vastly worse. Have I any 
final judgment to pass on Dr. Goldsmith and Dr. Rogers and their lo- 
botomy? Certainly not. As between the wretch who spent his days sweat- 
ing and screaming, before the lobotomy, and the wretch who now has 
brought someone else down to his former level, but himself knows no 
pain, who can choose? Anyway, he wanted her, and she was ready to die 
without him. And that’s the way it is.” 

According to Jack: 

“Of course, today Larry’s handicaps remain, the same inability to get 
and hold a job, the same inability to sustain interest in anything, the 
same necessity to talk incessantly. Yet, in a sense, this is a story with a 
sort of happy ending, if it can be called that. I believe this. The life he 
lives would not be a meaningful or normal or happy life to you or to me. 
It is too limited. But for him, in relation to what he had been before, it 
is now better and happier than it has ever been since he became an 
adult. From his point of view, he has a life he can live with, thanks to 
Ndlie. 

“As to the lobotomy to which I gave my consent in 1947 — well. I’ve 
come a great distance since then. I’ve learned to live with my part in 
dedding about his life. I get along with it now. . . . But you know, 
rrften, so often, I say to myself — ^maybe if we had waited, just waited a 
litde longer . . 
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E arly in World War II, when Hitler assigned Hermann Goeiing the 
job of blasting Great Britain from the map, Goering cast about for 
an accurate list of targets. He did not have to look far. On his book- 
shelves rested the one source that he trusted even more than his costly 
intelligence reports. He pulled down his red-covered copy of Baedeker’s 
London and Environs, studied it, then officially commanded the Luft- 
wafiEe to “destroy every historical building and landmark in Britain that 
is marked with a star in Baedeker.” Thus began the thunderous Nazi air 
attacks which came to be known to the English as "the Baedeker raids.” 

It was not surprising that Goering owned a set of Baedeker guide- 
books. Up to the outbreak of war, over two million other persons residing 
in every civilized nation of the world had bought the eighty-seven differ- 
ent tides of the fomous peacetime guidebooks published in Leipzig. 
Most of these readers, however, used their Baedekers for more construc- 
tive purposes. 

Unlike Goering, the mass of Baedeker owners were ordinary tourists, 
who reverendy regarded the guidebook as their sightseeing bible. They 
relied upon its pioneer system of rating sights by stars to save them time 
in travel (Two stars, "must see,” the Louvre, the Kremlin, Niagara Falls; 
one star, “see, if possible,” the Jungfrau, Yale University, street scenes of 
Cairo; no stars, Tolstoi’s home, the Chicago stockyards, the Albert 
Memorial). Tourists counted upon Baedeker for capsule culture 
("China’s Great Wall, completed towards the end of the 3rd century 
B.c. as a protection against inroads by Huns. Constructed mainly of 
bricks and is in a ruinous condition. No stars”). Readers drew heavily on 
its practical advice (In Naples, "Iron bedsteads should if possible be 
sdected as being less infested by the enemies of repose”) . 
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But above all, sightseers depended almost &natica]ly on Baeddaei's 
accuracy. Their faith was mirrored, some years ago, in a German cartoon 
depicting a father and his family studying a castle and a waterfall. In tiie 
facer’s hand, a copy of Baeddcer shows the scene reversed, waterfall and 
then castle. And the father is complaining, “Why, tiiis scenery is all 
wiongl” 

In a century and a quarter, Baedeker’s hypnotic influence over readers 
grew so strong that its subjects often took Baedeker’s descriptions as 
seriously as did the sightseers. Once, when Kaiser Wilhelm was in a 
critical conference with his ministers in Potsdam’s palace, the wall dock 
struck noon and the palace band began forming outside for its daily 
concert Inunediatdy, the Kaiser rose. “With your kind forbearance, 
gentlemen,” he said, “I must excuse myself now to appear in the win- 
dow. You see, it says in Baedeker that at this hour I always do.” 

More recently, an innkeeper located in the Black Forest 3 mile north 
of the main highway, was horrified to learn a new edition of Baedeker 
had mistakenly placed his inn a mile south of the h^hway. When his 
business began to fall off, he filled the hi^way with signs pointing out 
the right direction to his inn. But tourists ignored his signs and stuck to 
their Baeddkers. At last, in desperation, the innkeeper uprooted his en- 
tire establishment, moved it from its position north of the highway, to a 
mile south, exactly where Baedeker had located it. 

Such devotion by readers, and submission by sites, to the judgment of 
a travel volume — ^the first to make a fetish of infallibility — soon made 
the name Baedeker an international synonym for guidebook. Nothing in 
the travel field, published before or since, has ever attained the renown 
of Baedeker — with its thirty volumes in English and fifty-seven in 
French and German. 

Yet, despite its historic popularity, it appeared for a time that Bae- 
deker might not survive World War II. For Goering, by perverting the 
guidebook’s use, almost caused its downfall. The British, enraged by 
“the Baeddrer raids” and determined to destroy Baedeker’s presses and 
great store of maps, retaliated. In 1943, the RAF struck at Leipzig, 
unloading tons of bombs on die Ba^eker printing plant, reducing a 
century and a half of painstakingly prepared records, maps, plates to 
rubble. 

As if that were not enou^, Baedeker was beset by an even greater 
menace in postwar Europe and America. While Baedeker, trying to re- 
plenish its records, trying to raise financing, wavered between continuing 
or quitting, die world’s tourists were suddenly bombarded by a new type 
of guidebook. The new guides, written or edited by Fielding, Sutton, 
Joaqih, Ogrizd^ Claris Fodor, wer^ for die mos^ “modem”-4.e., cas- 
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^ cute^ wiseoaclang, br^t Often, facts w»e smothered under 
posonal opinion and prejudice. In some, photographs and art had com- 
pletdy replaced sdiolarship. Several were insensitiye to culture and his- 
tory. While all strove for accuracy, and a few attained it, still, it was not 
the dodged, detaded, checked and rechecked Teutonic accuracy provided 
by the old Leipzig plant. 

That was enough fot tibe elders of the Baedeker clan — old Hans and 
Dr. Dietrich Baedeker, grandsons of the founder. No one, they felt, had 
yet successfully replaced them. No one, they decided, had yet given their 
vast footsore public what it most desired. Ihey made their decision. Bae- 
deker bounced back into the postwar battle for the world's sightseers. 

But still it was not easy. On resuming publication, seventy-three-ycar- 
old Hans Baedeker, because of lack of funds and backlog of material, 
decided to stick close to home with his first book. Working in Commu- 
nist-controlled Leipzig, he obtained Russian approval for a guidebook on 
that city. He was forced to let the Communist mayor of Leipzig write 
the preface, and forced to publish it through a Communist printing 
plant. But he would not compromise on detail or accuracy. Because all 
Germans, at one time or another, had to visit the Russian Kommanda- 
tura Building, Hans plainly located the building on one of his maps. The 
moment Baedeker's Leipzig was released, the Soviets saw the map and 
arrested Hans for committing a breach of security. He got off with his 
life, but had his publishing license revoked. In despair, Hans quit, and 
disappeared into the anonymity of the Russian zone with his brother Dr. 
Dietrich Baedeker. 

But old Hans had a nephew, Karl, and Dr. Dietrich had two sons, 
Hans and Otto, all three dwelling outside of Leipzig. These young Bae- 
ddcers, physically free of Russian restrictions, fired by the popular recep- 
tion to the family's first postwar guidebook, pledged themselves to keep 
the firm alive. Karl Baedeker, a handsome, forty-four-year-old army vet- 
eran, established new headquarters in the British zone, outside Ham- 
burg, using his father-in-law's thatch-roofed cottage for a publishing 
office. Young Hans set up shop in Stuttgart, while aristocratic, twenty- 
eight-year-old Otto went to work in London. 

Slowly, steadily, in the seven years since, the dry, factual, oddity- 
crammed, red-covered books, still stressing accuracy, have crowded their 
way back into the world's bookstores. After Baedeker's Leipzig came a 
whole series of German travel guides on Munich, Frankfurt, Northern 
Bavaria, and Schleswig-Holstein — and, finally breaking out of Germany, 
Baedeker’s London, which had first been issued in 1862, and was now 
iq)ublished simultaneously in Hamburg, London, and New York City. 

Although the Saturday Review detected in the Northern Bavaria 
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guideboi^ an "tmdercnnent of nationalism”-~becaase tbe Baeddcers, 
thou^ never pro-Nazi, harped on the Allied bombings of Germany— 
the general reception was enthusiastic. The New York Times spoke of 
Baedeker's “enviable standard of scholarship," and the Cincinnati Eiu 
qxiirer admitted, “when you ccnne ri^t down to it, there is no mme 
satisfactory guidebook than the Baedeker type." 

Encouraged, the three Baedeker great-grandsons are today preparing 
more popular volumes on Paris, Switzerland, and Italy. But they agree 
even guidebook makers must have a guide. Theirs is the original Karl 
Baeddcer, who founded the firm 126 years ago. The great-grandsons 
speak of him as if he were still alive, their active senior partner, as well 
he might be — since it is his name that continues to appear as author of 
the books, even though he died in 1859. 

While researching for their most recent editions, the three young Bae- 
dekers like to remember that the original Karl, one April night and morn- 
ing in 1854, spent thirteen and a half hours alone in the P^e Lachaise 
cemetery of Paris, searching out famous gravestones and noting their in- 
scriptions and positions. The modern Baedekers like to remember, too, 
the old man’s honest admission, in a guide on Austria, that he (X)uld not 
describe a certain stretch of countryside because he had “travelled over it 
by night only.” Above all, they like to remember the founder's warning, 
“A good guidebook is always in the making and never made." 

Karl Baedeker the First, a printer’s son bom in Essen during 1801, 
entered Heidelberg University at the age of sixteen to major in philoso- 
phy and history, and later went to Berlin to study bookmaking. The most 
important part of his schooling, however, took place outside the class- 
r(x>m. Fellow students regarded Baedeker as an eccentric because he 
constantly wandered off on lone sightseeing hikes, during which he filled 
dozens of notebooks with historical facts, statistics, impressions. At 
twenty-six, facing the necessity of earning a livelihood, he opened a book- 
store in bustling Coblenz, capital of the Rhine Province of Prussia, a city 
which harbored the first Rhine steamship line, already heavily used by 
English vacationists en route to Switzerland. 

Bored with his bookstore, intrigued by the Rhine, Baedeker began to 
spend more and more of his time exploring its banks, jotting down nota- 
tions of the sights. One afternoon in 1827, when neglect had brought his 
bookstore to the verge of bankruptcy, Baedeker was rowing a dinghy 
along the river. Suddenly, he saw a small dog tumble into the water. The 
dog’s master stood helplessly on shore, calling for help, as the animal 
floundered. Baedeker rowed to the dog’s aid and rescued it. The grateful 
owner of the animal, a Dr. Wilhelm Klein, explained that he was author 
of a new guidebook, Klein’s Rheinrem — The Rhine Journey; A Hand- 
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book for TravttVm in a Hurry— prepated for rushed tourists using the 
neve river steamboat service. Dr. Klein presented Baedeker with a copy 
of the guide, and later Baedeker was able to tell him, “I only saved your 
dog— but you saved my future with that little book.” 

Reading the Rhine guide, Baedeker saw that it was useful, but incom- 
plete. He felt that he could improve upon it a hundredfold. And at once, 
he knew what he wanted to do-~combine his knowledge of bookmaking 
with his love for sightseeing and fact-gathering. Learning that the ailing 
Dr. Klein was prepared to liquidate his business, Baedeker set about rais- 
ing money. He got rid of his bookstore, borrowed money from his father, 
and took over Klein’s guidebook. He rewrote it completely, drawing 
heavily upon the notes he had made during his Rhine excursions, and 
adding detailed maps. He retained Dr. Klein’s name on the new edition, 
had it published, and waited. He didn’t wait long. It was a sensational 
sdlout within three weeks. Baedeker was ecstatic. He had found his vo- 
cation. He looked about for new worlds to conquer. 

Baedeker realized that while guidebooks were nothing new (pilgrims 
had used them in the Middle Ages), there was a desiderate need for the 
special kind of volumes he had in mind. 'The Napoleonic Wars were 
over, and ordinary citizens, so long locked in, were eager to travel. There 
was only one Continental guide available, a handbook to the Lowlands 
and Germany, brought out by John Murray, the English publisher. But 
this guide, like the lesser ones, was designed to serve travelers who pos- 
sessed money, leisure, and education. It was taken for granted by these 
guidebooks that those who traveled had available luxurious carriages, 
previous knowledge of Europe’s capitals, and socially prominent friends 
abroad. 

But what about the middle-class tourist? 'The shopkeeper who had 
only four weeks? 'The student with limited means? The eldest daughter 
who’d never been outside her home and didn’t know a soul? For them, 
nearby foreign countries were as impenetrable as the African jungles. To- 
ward travders without money or contacts, every hotel porter, every res- 
taurant owner, every guide acted like a beast of prey. There were no big 
travd agencies to arrange protective group excursions. There were no 
newspaper columns or magazine articles offering handy advice and tips. 
If these travelers dared venture forth, they were bedeviled, exploited. It 
was this growing army of the world’s timid tourists that Karl Baedeker 
determined to hdp. He would make each and every one of them, he 
decided, “independent of hotel keepers, commissionaires, and guides,” 

But he realized tiiat, to accomplish this, he must leam firsthand if it 
was really possible to travel quickly, cheaply, comfortably — and yet see 
everything of importance, and understand what had been seen. Immedi- 
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atdy, he embarked upon his first swing throni^ Europe. Thereafter, un- 
ceasingly for thirty-two years—deaving his wife Emili^ four sons, and 
two daughters .behind—4ie moved about Europe, observing, eiqperienc- 
ing, recording. He travded by foot, on bicyde, on horseback, and in 
stagecoach. He even took the first railroad journey across Belgium, cover- 
ing a whirlwind six miles in three-quarters of an hour, and excitedly 
reported to his father, “What a thrdl! Objects near the track seem to 
mergel" 

Throughout the Continent, his serious round face, with its wide fore- 
head, piercing eyes, full lips, set atop a barrel of a body, became a famil- 
iar sight. On the road, he usually wore a shawl over flannd shirt, rough 
breeches, old boots, and he always carried a knapsack. On hot days he 
would open an umbrella or shield his eyes from the son with green aepe 
paper. In cities, he often changed to long black coat and black cravat. 
His prejudices became as renowned as his appearance. He liked rooms 
with a southern exposure, beer, horse racing, mountain views, Paris by 
night, and Honesty. 

In his guidebooks, he placed Honesty next to Cleanliness. He went to 
great lengths to ferret out all who conspired against tourists, and tourists 
appreciated this and consequently trusted him. Assuming shabby, frayed 
attire, and a country-cousin manner, he would often register in some 
swank Zurich hotel. If the management proved snobbish, relegated him 
to an overpriced room, treated him to the companionship of bedbugs, he 
would promptly remove the hotel’s star from the Baedeker guidebook. 
At various recommended restaurants in Vienna, he would sit down to 
dinner incognito. If he received watered soup, another star fell. 

Although essentially a kindly man, he could be exceedingly blunt. In 
the beginning, he severely censured slipshod hotels. When France retali- 
ated by banning his books for a brief period, he changed his policy to 
one of criticism by omission, remarking drily, “Hotels which cannot be 
accurately characterized without exposing the editor to the risk of 1^1 
proceedings are left unmentioned.” Sometimes, however, he was unable 
to contain himself, as in his comment on a Belgian restaurant, “The 
waiter’s arithmetic is occasionally at fault.” 

Besides dishonest hotelkeepers and restaurant owners, the other vil- 
lains mentioned in his volumes were bandits who drove carriages, guides 
who overcharged, and pickpockets. He was equally firm about opposing 
handouts to beggars, overtipping, and missing a two-star sight. And 
as for those who were embarrassed to be recognized as tourists, who 
fought to get off the beaten path, he was positive this attitude was over- 
rated; hence his constant cautioning against out-of-the-way lodgings: 
“The Traveler is warned against sleeping in chalets unless absolutdy 
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neoessary. Whatever poetry may be theoretically in a fragrant bed of hay, 
the coM nig^t air, the ringing of cowbells, the grunting of pigs hardly 
conduce to reheshing slumber.” 

Despite his trials on the road, he never lost his enthusiasm for sight- 
seeing. ‘"Europe is for me like a wonderful garden with many lovely 
flowers,” he wrote a friend. “I try to be a good gardener.” That he was a 
good gardoier became evident from the public clamor for his meticu- 
lously detailed guides on Belgium and Holland, Germany and the Aus- 
trian Empire, Switzerland, and finally, the last one he wrote himself four 
years before his death, on Paris. In these books, poetry walked hand in 
hand with practicality, as in his advice on Lourdes: “The torchlight 
procession presents a fairylike scene (Beware of pickpockets).” Or 
again, in discussing hiking trips, “Over all the movements of the walker, 
tiie weather holds despotic sway (West winds usually bring rain) .” 

Not only the general public, but eventually members of royalty and 
celebrities, adopted Karl Baedeker’s little red books. Countless famous 
people like Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Thackeray, Hawthorne, Carlyle, 
Ruskin, Dickens, Henry James, Mark Twain, Theodore Dreiser, made 
the Grand Tour, Baedekers in hand. The greatest number of these read- 
ers favored the volume on Switzerland, with the Rhine following closely, 
and Paris just behind. It is a tribute to old Karl that Baedeker’s Switzer- 
land still remains the top best seller of all time on the firm’s large list. 

Baedeker’s Switzerland appeared first in 1844. Its immediate success, 
and continuing popularity for over a century (it went into twenty-eight 
editions), was due not only to the attraction Switzerland held for the 
middle-class tourist, not only to Karl’s elaborately detailed advice and 
suggestions, but also to the attention he gave to the interests of outdoor 
enthusiasts. “The maps alone were the most expensive and valuable the 
firm ever produced,” says Otto Baedeker, old Karl’s great-grandson in 
London. “Each map showed accurate mountain climbing routes, almost 
all tried out by Karl himself. These map plates were destroyed during the 
war, and now have to be replaced from scratch.” 

Old Karl was at his best in this volume. Nothing was too minor to be 
overlooked. “A light rucksack suffices to contain all that is necessary for 
a week’s excursion,” wrote old Karl. “A pocket-knife with a corkscrew, a 
drinking cup, a tin-opener, a pocket flash, stout gloves, a compass, and 
a pocket first-aid outfit should not be forgotten. Useful, though not indis- 
pensable, are a pair of binoculars, sewing materials, a piece of cord, and 
an electric torch.” But before the climber took off, old Karl stayed him a 
moment, admonishing, “The enthusiast must curb his ardours at the out- 
set.” For countless problems had to be anticipated. The climber’s feet, 
for instance. For an overdose of "ardour,” BCarl suggested, “The feet may 
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be robbed morning and evening with brandy and tallow. Soaping tbe 
inside of tbe stocking is another well-known safeguard against abrasion 
of the skin.” As to meals: “Glacier water is dangerous and cold milk is 
also prejudicial. A little cold tea, slightly sweetened, or a dried prune 
now and then, will suffice.” As to the inevitable diarrhea: ‘Tifteen drops 
of a mixture of parts of tincture of opium” — though later Baeddcers took 
a dimmer view of opium, and finally dropped the medical suggestion 
from the book. 

As tourists continued to scramble and puff up Junghau and the Mat- 
terhorn, Karl prepared them for real dangers. Perhaps a slip, perhaps an 
avalanche. In that case, “Distress signals may be made by waving a flag 
or handkerdiief on the end of a stick, by shouting, whistling, or by show- 
ing a light (lantern, fire, etc.).” In the event of a thunderstorm, “it is 
best to sedc refuge from the lightning in some shdtered spot, carefully 
avoiding single trees and other prominent objects, while on the open 
mountain it is sometimes advisable to lie flat on the ground.” Finally, 
after achieving the summit and making a safe return, the greatest danger 
of the entire excursion; the tip. But old Karl, ever watchful for his purse- 
poor reader, surmounted it nobly. “Among the Swiss mountains the ju- 
dicious traveller knows well when to make the tender of his cigar-case or 
^irit flask.” 

When Karl, aged fifty-eight, his immortality secure among those 
afflicted with wanderlust, lay on his deathbed in Coblenz, he gathered 
his four sons about him. “I have shown my fellow men Europe,” he told 
them. “I leave you to show them the rest of the world.” 

Two of the sons, Fritz and Karl II, undertook this task. But when Karl 
II suffered sunstroke in Egypt, and retired, Fritz Baedeker carried on 
alone. While old Karl had established the firm, and set the high stand- 
ard for its continued excellence, it was Fritz who made Baedeker truly 
international. He insisted that his employees think not as Germans, but 
as world citizens. Toward this end, he quickly introduced the French 
and English language editions. One of his most pleasurable moments 
occurred on the occasion when he sat in a depot rereading Baedeker's 
Switzerland in German, and an American lady tourist, noticing the book, 
exclaimed, “Oh, you have the translationl” 

As the automobile and the railroad supplanted ffie stagecoach, en- 
abling tourists to cover more ground, and as more and more vacationers 
went to the Near East, Africa, the Orient, Fritz Baedeker’s job became 
increasingly complicated. He realized that the guidebook was no longer 
a one-man job. He began to hire foreign editors to prepare the volumes 
on their native lands, professors and other experts to assist with special- 
ized chapters, and “spies” to ddiver lesser material. In preparing his first 
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bodk mi London, in 1862, he hired cah^vers and street sweepers to re- 
port to him, and was then able to write in the guide, 'The stranger is 
warned against gtwg to any unrecommoided house near Leicester 
Square, as there are several houses of doubtful reputation in this local- 
ity/' In preparing his Sweden and Norway in 1879, his Scandinavian 
“spies” reported on certain discomforts in their vicinity, and Fritz passed 
them on to his readers: “Visitors to Lapland and the Swedish Norrland 
should also be provided with veils to keep off the gnats.” 

In Coblenz, and lator in Leipzig where the firm established larger 
headquarters, Fritz employed as many as twenty assistants to help him 
coordinate tiie information that poured in. 

In the years that Fritz headed the firm, Baedeker blanketed the world. 
Not only was London covered, but such widdy varied localities as Pales- 
tine, Egypt, Italy, Sweden, North America, Spain, Canada, the Riviera, 
Constantinople, India, and Russia. Where his father had given Baedeker 
its first big best seller in Switzerland, Fritz supervised the company’s 
most distinguished later volume, which was on Egypt, and was regarded 
by the Manchester Onardian as “one of the most astonishing guidebooks 
ever put together.” 

Baedeker’s Egypt, first published in 1878, went into eight editions, the 
last appearing in 1929. 'The special editor assisting Fritz Baedeker was 
Professor Georg Steindorff, an Egyptologist from Leipzig University who 
eventually moved to New York. The 495 pages of the guide ranged 
through a potpourri of subjects such as Arab caf^, Egyptian dialects, the 
Nile, Mohammedan manners and customs, the major Egyptian deities 
and sacred animals. Full chapters were devoted to hieroglyphics and Is- 
lamic architecture. 

But though it was a scholarly masterpiece, and everywhere regarded as 
a work of art, at no time did Fritz Baedeker forget his primary audience. 
One hundred and six maps and town plans filled the book, and the 
Great Pyramid was covered to the satisfaction of the most retiring tour- 
ist. “nie ascent of the Pyramid, though fatiguing, is perfectly safe," 
Fritz assured his readers. “The traveller selects two of the importunate 
Bedouins and proceeds to the N. E. comer. Assisted by the two Bedouins, 
one holding each hand, and, if desired, by a third (no extra payment) 
who pushes behind, the traveller begins the ascent of the steps.” Often 
the guides rushed the tourist. But Fritz advised, “The Traveller should 
insist on resting as often as he feels inclined. 'Quiet, or you shall have no 
pay' is a sentence that may often be employed with advantage. All re- 
quests for bakshish should be refused, and it is well to keep an eye upon 
one’s pockets.” As to exploring the interior of the pyramid, Fritz warned: 
‘Travellers who are in the slightest degree predisposed to apoplectic or 
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£aintu)g fits, and ladies travelling alon^ should not attempt to penetrate 
into these stifling recesses. The floor is often vay slippery and the air 
smells strongly of bats.” 

If Fritz fathered Baedeker’s greatest guides he also hdped produce a 
number of others that held lesser records of distinction. Baedeka’s In- 
dia, published in 191^ was the most difficult and wearisome volume the 
firm ever put together. It took four years to prepare, and sold poorly, 
because of the lack of tourist traffic in India. Baedeker’s Palestine and 
Syria, first published in 1875, ffired somewhat better, even though it 
helped defeat Fritz’s homeland in World War I. For General Allenby, a 
Baedeker fan, used his 1912 edition of Palestine and Syria in his fight 
against the Turks and the Central Powers. 

Baedeker’s Italy, published by Fritz in 1872, proved to be the most 
controversial volume on the firm’s list. Fritz found Naples wanting in 
deanliness, oppressively hot in September, and swarming with beggars 
(who, he wrote, could best be dismissed by “a slight backward move- 
ment of the head, accompanied by a somewhat contemptuous expres- 
sion”). The Naples Chamber of Commerce protested, officially, to the 
German government. At the same time, the Italian pharmacists in Rome 
threatened legal action because Baedeker advised tourists in the Eternal 
City to confine their medical shopping to dragstores owned by Ameri- 
cans and British. The gondoliers of Venice felt similarly put upon. Bae- 
deker, they screamed, assaulted their gallantry (he had merely said that 
they often insulted ladies, and advised the sensible escort not to push the 
-offenders into the canal but simply to “lodge a complaint”). Baedeker, 
they wailed, deprived them of their livelihood (he had merely suggested 
caution in stepping out of a gondola, “steps slimy,” then added the 
death phrase, “gratuity not obligatory”). 

Baedeker’s North America, prepared at a cost of over $100,000 and 
published in 1893, was the firm’s first venture into the New World. 
Great care was taken with the guide. Viscount James Bryce, British Am- 
bassador to the United States, was hired to write an entire chapter on 
the United States Constitution. Baedeker found much to recommend in 
America. Two stars were awarded Yellowstone National Park, the Morse 
Collection of Japanese Pottery in Boston, and Niagara Falls (“perhaps 
the greatest and most impressive of the natural wonders of America”). 
On the other hand, there was much that disturbed Baeddcer. Public 
toilets were lacking in New York City, San Francisco architecture was 
abominably and the Chicago stockyards could interest only those 
“whose nerves are strong enough to contemplate with equanimity 
wholesale slaughter and oceans of blood.” Other barbarisms were duly 
noted, but happily, in the 1909 edition, Baedeker was able to add: 
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'Thiov^Ottt almost flic whole country travelling is now as safe as in the 
most civilised parts of Europe, and the carrying of arms is unnecessary.” 

TTie present Karl Baedeker admits that the fim^’s greatest fingn c i al 
failure occurred in that period. “At great expense Fritz Baedeker pre- 
pared and brought out a guide on Russia. It appeared in 1914, on the eve 
of World War I. The war, and new Communist government, quiddy 
outdated our book. We lost a fortune.” 

Nevertheless, Baedeker's Russia— with Teheran, Port Arthur and Pe- 
king — A Handbook for Travellers remains a fascinating curiosity of recent 
times past. There was no Iron Curtain before 1914 (“the visa is good for 
six months”), and Baedeker researchers were able to prepare 40 detailed 
maps, 78 town plans, and 590 pages of exact information. Still, tourists 
were warned of difficulties. “Passengers are strongly advised not to send 
their luggage in advance. Unprinted paper should be used for packing, to 
avoid any cause of suspicion.” Fritz found only one hotel in Moscow, the 
National, worth even a single star. As to historic sights, there were few 
musts. One of the few was the Kremlin: “In the centre of the city, on a 
hill rising 1 30 feet above the Moskva and dominating the whole of Mos- 
cow, rises the Kremlin [two stars], in which all the reminiscences of 
Moscow's past are united. For the Russians the Kremlin is a holy spot.” 
Even though few tourists ever found use for this volume, one purchaser 
found it invaluable. During World War I, the British General Staff 
bought up all available copies to guide its officers on the customs, man- 
ners, and favorite landmarks of the Russians. 

After Fritz Baedeker’s death in 1925, his son Hans took over until 
1946, when his retirement was enforced by the Communists. Since that 
time forty-four-year old Karl Baedeker, in partnership with cousins Otto 
and Hans, has headed the firm. The present-day Karl was drafted into 
the German Army during World War II and stationed with the occupa- 
tion forces in the Balkans. He was assigned to take his fellow soldiers on 
tours of Greece, where he gave learned lectures on the two-thousand-year- 
old Parthenon (two stars). Like his great-grandfather, he jotted down 
notes on everything he saw. And, with an eye to the future, he investi- 
gated certain sites. He remembers scaling a 13,000-foot Yugoslavian 
mountain five different times to discover the safest and most scenic route 
to recommend in a future guidebook on the Balkans. 

Today, Karl Baedeker works on limited funds out of his in-laws’ pri- 
vate residence near Hamburg, where he lives with his wife and two chil- 
dren. He admits the going is difficult. “We put so much money into our 
guidebooks, the profits are small,” he says. “We’ve had many offers from 
rich backers, but we’ve refused them all. 'They want fast profits, which 
would force us to lower our standards. 'That we could never do.” 
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As Karl, Otto, and Hans carefully prepare thdr new Baedekers on 
Paris, Switzerland, and Italy, they continue to adhere rigidly to Ae 
formula laid down by the founder. While they are not sure that they like 
the old star system, they are maintaining it. “This star system is a sore 
point with us,” Otto Baedeker says. “Too many tourists, in a hurry, feel 
they must see anything with two stars, even if it bores them. Once 
bored, they blame us. But why go to an art museum, if you hate art, 
simply because it has two stars? Why not, if you love science, go to a 
science museum, though it has no stars at all?” 

In the new Baedeker on London, such old standbys as the Tower of 
London, the Rosetta stone, Windsor Castle, all continue to hold their 
two-star rating. In future volumes, Rome’s Colosseum, St. Peter’s, and 
the Forum are promised two stars. But the Baedeker family insists that 
stars are something that can only be added or removed after a few dec- 
ades of reflection. In the guidebook on Germany, in 1861, the Amalien- 
burg, outside Munich, wasn’t even mentioned. Ten years later it was not 
only mentioned but awarded two stars. ITie Austrian Army Museum, in 
1896, had a star; by 1929 it was starless. And Vienna’s Maria-Theresa 
Memorial, in 1888, had a star; by 1918, that star was gone, too. 

Tlie present Baedekers are also following the firm’s historic policy of 
criticizing by omission. “It is not our business to criticize man’s work or 
God’s work,” says Otto. “Nothing is really all bad. If we don’t like some- 
thing, we speak of it mildly. More often, we don’t mention it at all.” 
Actually, this policy was made a firm house rule shortly after the publica- 
tion of Baedeker’s Palestine and Syria. In that volume, referring to a 
restaurant that proved to be a clip joint, Fritz Baedeker wrote, “Proprie- 
tor Arab; fix prices beforehand.” Filled with indignation, the Proprietor 
Arab sued Baedeker for defamation and libel. He won a large settlement. 
Baedeker then set its new policy of omission, and dropped the Arab’s 
restaurant from its next guidebook. ITie Arab was stunned by the omis- 
sion. As his clientele dwindled, he finally forced himself to write Fritz. 
He offered to repay all the money that he had won in the lawsuit if he 
could be reinstated in Baedeker. Fritz refused. 

Actually, what causes the biggest headache for the Baedeker family is 
not criticism but fact-gathering. The pitfalls are countless. “After all,” 
says Otto, “what is a feet? It’s all in the point of view. Who won Water- 
loo? It depends on what you read and where you live. The English say 
Wellington. The Germans say von Bluecher. It was over a point of view 
that we fought our biggest lawsuit when two Belgian cities sued us in 

1933” 

This famous lawsuit was provoked by two historical statements in the 
1930 edition of Baedeker’s Belgium. First, Baedeker remarked that citi- 
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zens of Aarschot had killed a German colonel who was commanding the 
forces occupying the town in 1914, and in retaliation the Germans had 
executed 158 Belgians and burned the town. Second, Baedeker remarked 
that inhabitants of Dinant had fired upon German troops entering the 
dty, and in return the Germans had executed 669 citizens. Enmged by 
what they regarded as falsification of facts, the municipalities of Aar- 
schot and Dinant pooled funds, hired two former Belgian Ministers of 
Justice to represent them, and sued Baedeker. 

The case was fought out before the Tribunal of Bmssels. The Belgians 
argued that the German colonel in Aarschot was murdered, not by their 
citizens, but by his own men, and that the Germans entering Dinant 
were fired upon, not by Belgians, but by retreating uniformed French. 
Baedeker replied that the guidebook accounts were based on war ar- 
chives in the Reich, that there had been guerrilla warfare in the Low- 
lands, that the firm was only interested in promoting understanding be- 
tween nations. The judgment was against Baedeker, which was forced to 
pay the costs of the suit plus the costs of printing the verdict in ten 
European newspapers. Baedeker protested to The Times of London and 
the League of Nations, but finally submitted to the Belgian decision. 
Ever since, Baedeker editors have been wary of two-faced facts. 

The Baedekers admit that in preparing their new guides they try to be 
sensitive to changes in tourists' tastes. Each generation looks upon a his- 
toric monument with different eyes. Usually, there is agreement between 
sightseers of the past and those of the present. But when there is not, 
Baedeker feels this must be detected and recorded. Members of the firm 
cite the Albert Memorial in London as the perfect example of tourist 
fickleness. In Baedeker’s London and Environs, 1878, the Albert Memo- 
rial was given a half page, leading off with “To the S. of Kensington 
Gardens, between Queen’s Gate and Prince’s Gate, near the site of the 
Exhibition of 1851, rises the Albert Memorial [one star], a magnificent 
monument to Albert, the late Prince Consort (d. 1861), erected by the 
English nation at a cost of 120,000 pounds.” 

By 1930, the Albert Memorial was reduced to one-quarter of a page, 
and was no longer “a magnificent monument” but only “a gorgeous 
monument,” By 1951, the Albert Memorial was cut to five curt lines, 
stripped of its one star, and, though still “gorgeous,” Baedeker had to 
confess, “it does not arouse universal admiration.” 

But though the living Baedekers agree that they are changing with the 
times, trying to catch the modem temper in their little red books, they 
remain inflexible about one tradition. They insist that each new Bae- 
deker guidebook must be as accurate as those published by old Karl over 
a century ago. They quite agree with A. P. Herbert’s lyrics written for a 
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Paris tourist scene, in an English musical comedy called La Vie Pari- 
rienne: 


For kings and governments may err 
But never Mr. Baedeker. 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

I had always been tantalized by the Baedeker legend. Early in 195 3 » 
when I suggested to Reader’s Digest that I do a story about the founder 
of the firm, his family, and their guidebooks, I was immediately given 
the assignment. In the summer of 1953, I traveled to England to visit 
with Otto Baedeker, one of the three great-grandsons of the founder. 
Otto, who was then twenty-eight years old, was on temporary leave in 
London, working in the editorial department of Allen & Unwin, the 
publishing firm. He was there mainly to improve his English and in- 
crease his knowledge of publishing techniques in England and the 
United States, and since Sir Stanley Unwin, one of the heads of the 
company, was an old friend of the Baedeker family, Otto was being gen- 
erously instructed. 

I ransacked many sources on the Continent for the material in the 
preceding article, but it was Otto Baedeker in London who proved to be 
my most valuable source. The story that I wrote for Reader’s Digest was 
well received by its stafiE. Yet it appeared only in their German edition, 
because Germany was the one country in Europe in which Baedeker 
guidebooks had already made a full comeback in the postwar years up to 

1953- 

My affection for the Baedeker legend never waned, and when I de- 
cided to include my Baedeker story in this book, which would be its first 
appearance in English, I began to wonder what changes had taken place 
in the old German firm during the passage of years since 1953. In 1964 , 1 
located Otto Baedeker, who had returned to his native Germany, and in 
1965 I earned on an interview by correspondence with him. What I 
learned was that my original story was still valid and accurate, and that 
the only significant changes concerned some members of the family, the 
location of the firm, and the expansion of the publishing house. 

In 1953, ten years after the destruction of the main plant in Leipzig, 
the eldest of the three great-grandsons, Karl Baedeker, was doing busi- 
ness out of a house owned by his wife’s parents in Malente, a health 
resort in Schleswig-Holstein. When it became apparent that the Bae- 
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deker guidebooks were as much in demand as ever, and when the first of 
the postwar revised editions began to sdl, Karl decided to put the finn 
back in business in a big way. In 1956, he established 'the publishing, 
house— Karl Baeddker Verlag — in the university dty of Freiburg, in 
southwest Germany, where it is flourishing today. While Karl, ijow fifty- 
six years old, presides over this plant and its subsidiaries, he has dele- 
gat^ to his foity-yearold cousin, Otto Baedeker, control of both edito- 
rial content and production of the English language editions. 

The third of the present-day Baedekers, thirty-five-year-old Hans 
Baeddcer, is editorial and technical supervisor in a Stuttgart branch of 
the firm known as Baedekers Autofiihrer-Verlag. This enterprise is the 
result of a partnership that the Baedekers formed with Dr. Volkmar 
Mair, who had been the foremost European publisher of automobile 
maps and atlases. The Baedekers control the editorial policy of this sub- 
sidiary, which brings out Baedeker’s Touring Guides. According to Otto 
Baedeker, “This new venture has proved very successful. The Touring 
Guides are, in a way, streamlined guidebooks, intended mainly for mo- 
torists and for travellers who do not stay very long in one place, but 
rather undertake a quick tour of a whole country.” 

These condensed guides for automobile tourists are the Baedeker fam- 
ily’s major recent concession to the jet age. As a Baedeker brochure ex- 
plains, “When the first Baedeker was published, travellers went by 
stagecoach, averaging 50 or 60 miles a day. Now you can fly with your car 
to the heart of Europe in a few hours.” These special guidebooks for the 
automobile tourists tend heavily toward maps, routes, distances, lists of 
recommended wayside hotels. Since 1953, there have been English edi- 
tions of these guides for France, the Low Countries, Italy, Scandinavia, 
Spain, Switzerland, Austria, and Germany. The most popular of these 
English editions are the guides to France and Spain. TTie most popular 
German editions are those to France and northern Italy. 

Wondering what the elder Baedekers, who thought a train was a dar- 
ing adventure, would have said about all this, I asked Otto what had 
happened to the elders. 1 recalled learning in 1953 of the father of die 
present-day Karl, seventy-three-year-old Hans Baedeker, and the father 
of the present-day Otto and Hans, Dr. Dietrich Baedeker. Together 
they had tried to revive the firm in Leipzig after World War II, had 
suffered seeing their publishing license revoked by the Russians after 
an editorial faux pas, and, as I had written, they had “disappeared into 
the anonymity of tilie Russian zone.” I now learned that the senior mem- 
ber, Hans Baedeker, had died at the age of seventy-nine in 1959 . 1 also 
learned that Dr. Dietrich Baedeker was still alive, but retired. 

I wondered how actively the sons were publishing since they had 
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taken over the firm and moved its headquarters to Freiburg. I remem- 
bered that between 1827 and 1953, there had been thirty Baedeker 
guidebooks published in English and fifty-seven published in French and 
German. What had happened since? 

''Since the firm started up again after the last war/' said Otto Bae- 
deker, "thirty-eight German and eighteen English titles have been is- 
sued, most of them running into several editions. From 1827 until 1964, 
ninety-two German, thirty-three French, and forty-five English titles 
have been published. This may not seem a large number, but it must be 
remembered that each title runs to a certain number of editions — some 
of them well over forty editions — ^and that each new edition is com- 
pletely revised, and more or less constitutes a new book. The number of 
these editions may therefore be more relevant: 740 German editions, 268 
French editions, and 311 English editions — 1,319 editions in all. If you 
further take into account that all new titles and most new editions have 
passed through the hands of a Baedeker, this must give you some idea of 
the work accomplished by four generations.” 

Using the same exhaustive research techniques that I had described in 
my original article — except, as Otto stated, "the very-quickening pace of 
this post-war world has made a greater amount of research necessary” — 
the younger Baedekers have recently published, in English alone, new 
guidebooks on Italy, France and Corsica, Southern Bavaria, Yugoslavia, 
Scandinavia, as well as others devoted to such special cities as Cologne, 
Frankfurt, Munich, Salzburg, Berlin. 

Karl Baedeker the First, one imagines, would have had no criticism of 
the guidebooks produced by his great-grandsons. Few concessions have 
been made to tourists interested in speed and condensation. The New 
York Herald Tribune praised the Baedekers' “traditional accuracy and 
thoroughness” and considered the new products "a model of what the 
guidebook of today ought to be.” When Baedeker's Italy appeared in 
1963, The Listener of London called it "still the best, and, ultimately, 
the most economical . . . the most lavish and scholarly of guides.” And 
in New York, the Saturday Review added, "The first, and apparently 
still the last, word in guidebooks . . . leaves no sight unseen, no church 
uncharted, no fact unfathomed in its relentless pursuit of everything,” 
objecting only that "its mass of information makes it somewhat difficult 
to curl up with in front of a fire on a cold winter's night.” 

While two recent English-language Baedeker guides to Y'ugoslavia 
and Scandinavia, have had only — ^according to the American publisher — 
"a modest success in this country,” reader resistance could be attributed 
as much to the fact that Yugoslavia and Scandinavia are not favorite 
tramping grounds for American travelers as to an American impatience 
with Germanic thoroughness. 
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Elsewhere around the world, and especially in Europe, the sale of Bae- 
deker guidebooks is booming once more. The latest success is Baedeker's 
Berlin, published in German text early in 1964. So detailed was its explo- 
ration of Germany's greatest city that the president of the House of 
Representatives in Berlin gave a copy to each and every piember. 
‘‘Within one year of publication," said Otto Baedeker, “over ten thou- 
sand copies were sold, a great part actually to Berliners. The latter illus- 
trates the two tasks which the handbooks have to perform: firstly, to aid 
the tourist; secondly, to serve as works of reference." 

Today, Baedeker is going all out to capture the eyes, minds, and dol- 
lars of American tourists. In the next decade, there will be Baedeker 
guidebooks in English on Great Britain, and on the cities of London, 
Paris, and Rome. And supplementing these, there will be automobile 
guides to Germany, Turkey, and “the whole of Europe" in English. 

For me, only one question remained. Would the historic system of 
rating sites by stars continue to be used — and if so, were any changes or 
modifications in the star system contemplated? 

To this, Otto Baedeker replied at length: 

“No, the star system as such has not been changed or modified within 
the last decade, and it will not be changed. Of course, some stars may 
disappear in the course of time — a particular painter or painting may 
have been held in high esteem at the turn of the century, but today is no 
longer looked upon as important. Or a building which at the time of its 
construction was a great feat of engineering is no longer outstanding in 
this respect. But these are gradual changes, which do not affect the star 
system as such." 

Otto Baedeker was eager to illustrate how the star system was kept up- 
to-date. “The prehistoric drawings in the Altamira cave in Spain now 
have two stars, whereas before the war they had only one, because at that 
time the interest in archcolog}^ was perhaps not as great as it is today. A 
new two-star item is the Television Tower at Stuttgart, which was the 
first building of its kind and represents an outstanding engineering 
achievement." 

llien, as he had so many years ago in London, Otto Baedeker re- 
minded me that the star system must not be overemphasized. “We nat- 
urally take the greatest care in awarding stars," he said. “But we would 
be the last to suggest that ‘he who has seen the stars has seen it all,' and 
that the culture and scenery of a country could be summed up by a list 
of starred objects. I am saying this because we have at times been re- 
proached for inducing people to rush from one star to the next. This, we 
think, is rather unfair. Firstly, we try to provide accurate and well- 
balanced information, and to point out what in our opinion is impor- 
tant. But we cannot be held responsible for the use people make of this 

199 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN ABROAD 

information. Secondly, it is only natural that American tourists, for ex- 
ample^ with a limited time to spend in Europe, should restrict thcm- 
sdves to what is outstanding.” 

I was satisfied. With Baedeker, little had altered since 1953, or even 
since 1827. In a new time of flux, a bewildering time of illusive horizons, 
many of us yearn for the finite, the known, the dependable. Death, yes. 
Taxes, oh yes. And Baedeker, always. In my book, still, Baedeker shall 
have its two stars. 
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INTRIGUE EXPRESS 


O NE NIGHT in the late winter of 1930, the crack international train, the 
Simplon-Orient Express, hurtling through Turkey on the final lap 
of its regular run from Paris to Istanbul, ran into a blinding snowstorm. 
As first sleet and then swirling snow blanketed the rails, the Orient Ex- 
press slowed, and at last, somewhere in the vicinity of Tcherkeuy, came 
to a full stop. 

About the immobile train, the storm grew in intensity. Within a mat- 
ter of hours the snow was piled many feet high, and by early morning it 
almost obscured the windows of the Wagons-Lits coaches. The thirteen 
passengers — ^most of the other travelers had been dropped at previous 
stops in Lausanne, Milan, Belgrade — found themselves trapped within a 
fortress of white. These thirteen passengers, according to Wagons-Lits 
personnel who swear to the fact, represented exactly thirteen different 
nationalities. One was a sleek Italian countess who wore low-cut dresses, 
another was a young British diplomatic courier, the third was an Amer- 
ican corporation lawyer, and among the several couples there was an ex- 
Prussian officer with his pretty Swiss bride. 

The employees of the Simplon-Orient Express (or plain Orient Ex- 
press, as they and everyone else preferred to call it), engineers, conduc- 
tors, cooks, led by the chef de train, immediately held a council of war in 
the restaurant car. Several had been snowbound for as long as four days 
on previous trips, and they knew that this present imprisonment might 
last even longer. Their first concern was for the passengers who, sealed in 
by a wall of hard-packed snow and representing all types of nationalities, 
might become irritable, troublesome, even dangerous. A rule was made, 
promptly announced, and as far as possible, strictly enforced. Passengen 
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must not discuss politics with each other. They might discuss, nostalgi- 
cally, their homes, friends, experiences, they might discuss art, literature, 
sex, sports, but absolutely no politics. 'Fhis was a sage rule that Orient 
Express personnel, themselves representing seven nationalities, observed 
on their hectic trips three times weekly between Paris and Istanbul, and 
it had prevented friction on the run for almost a half century. 

With this censorship established, all hands settled down to mingled 
boredom and hope of rescue. As it turned out, there was no boredom, 
and rescue proved long deferred. The first cook was given complete dic- 
tatorship over rations. Instead of three sumptuous meals a day, he ladled 
out only one meager repast, since the train had been almost at the end 
of its journey and the cupboards were practically bare. 

On the sixth day, disaster seemed unavoidable. The food ran out. And 
late in the afternoon, just as in the most improbable of adventure stories, 
wolves began howling. The seventh day was not a day of rest. Tlie snow 
melted and receded slightly, and the weary passengers, peering from 
their windows, could see the wolves at a distance, erratically circling the 
train. The conductors found three guns, and stood guard, in shifts, on 
the open platforms between the coaches. 

The food problem now approached desperation since there was no 
means of communication with the outside world and no way of knowing 
when help might arrive. Soon the coal was gone, and the train became 
bitterly cold. The passengers sat huddled and hungry in their compart- 
ments. When the water supply ran out, all optimism went with it. 

The personnel of the Express did not despair. Tlie second cook, with 
the ingenuity of Robinson Crusoe, solved the water situation. He began 
melting snow and boiling the water from it, and that helped. Mean- 
while, others of the Orient Express personnel tried to burrow a tunnel 
through the snow, but the first two tunnels collapsed after a dozen yards. 
A third tunnel was begun. Reinforced with the train's furnishings, the 
red plush seats, the silk armchairs, the dismantled berths, it held, and on 
the ninth day they broke out into daylight at the foot of a shallow bank. 
Conductors, armed against the wolves, climbed into the open and after 
brief exploration found semisolid footing. Tliey knew by checking their 
timetables that the village of Tcherkeuy was nearby. 'That was their only 
hope. Two conductors, lightly dressed, often slipping and sinking waist- 
deep in snow, set out on foot for aid. For another day, the passengers, in 
their snowbound train, alternately paced and prayed. 

And then the break came. Tlie conductors, driven by a Turkish farmer 
in a primitive sleigh, returned, Ihey had found the village and bargained 
with the villagers for sheep and coal, and there would be roast lamb for 
dinner. And they had telephoned of their plight, and learned that help 
was already on its way from several directions. 
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On the fifteenth day, Turkish soldiers, in horse-drawn sleighs, arrived 
with food, clothing, first aid. On the following day a snow sweeper ar- 
rived from Switzerland. Shortly thereafter, its latest misadventure at an 
end, the famed Orient Express, two and a half weete overdue, limped 
into Istanbul and disgorged its baker’s dozen of exotic, long-suffering 
passengers. 

Occurrences such as this, although regarded as strictly routine by the 
sophisticated personnel of the Orient Express, are the stuff of which 
thriller fiction is spun. For example, five years after the incident at 
Tcherkeuy, Agatha Christie, who often accompanied her archeologist 
husband on the Orient Express to diggings in the Near East, wrote a 
suspense novel entitled Murder on the Orient Express. Her mystery, if not 
based directly on the incident at Tcherkeuy, was at least compounded of 
several such near catastrophes that have befallen the Orient Express. 

‘'High in the mountains of Yugoslavia,” states a blurb on the dust 
wrapper of Miss Christie’s novel, “the Orient Express, speeding north- 
ward, was halted by heavy storms and huge snowdrifts. One compart- 
ment of the Calais coach was occupied by one of the most delightful of 
all detective characters, Hercule Poirot. In another lay the body of a 
murdered man!” Among those also stranded in Miss Christie’s Orient 
Express were a British colonel returning from India, a Belgian director of 
Wagons-Lits, a young English lady from Baghdad, an American com- 
mercial traveler, a Wliite Russian princess, a Hungarian diplomat, a Ger- 
man maid, a female Swedish missionary — ^and, of course, the knifed 
body. 

To those who like their stories straight, Miss Christie may seem to 
have been spreading it on a bit thick. But the most jaded w'orld traveler 
will quickly confirm that the Orient Express is one institution that does 
not disappoint — it offers an authentie romantic experience, one of the 
few left available, where fact and fiction merge. 

For, what the Orient Express sells is glamour. It has none of the 
standard attractions. It is neither as fast as the Super Chief or the City of 
Los Angeles ripping across the United States, nor as old a scheduled 
train as the Royal Scot running from London to Edinburgh, nor does it 
travel as long and as far as the Trans-Siberian chugging from Moscow to 
Vladivostok in nine days. In place of records for speed, longevity, or 
distance, the Orient Express, the world^ first and foremost international 
train, offers romance. 

In a single journey of two days and three nights, the Orient Express 
crosses seven foreign frontiers, more than any other train in the world. It 
is the only train in existence whose passage from country to country has 
been arranged by diplomatic treaty among governments, rather than by 
mere contracts between railways. Most important, it links two worlds. In 
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connecting Paris, metropolis of Western Europe with Istanbul, colossus 
of the Near East, it promises that, for the price of a one-way ticket, the 
twain shall meet — ^three times a week. 

More than its physical journey, more than its highly advertised lux- 
uries, it is something else that makes the Orient Express the most color- 
ful and dramatic rolling stock on earth. It’s the people you meet. 

Even though the Orient Express, like its more mundane counterparts 
in America, carries its share of traveling salesmen (conductors refer to 
the late Sir Basil Zaharoff, a regular passenger, as “that salesman”), the 
specialty of the house is still, as it has been since 1883, female secret 
agents swathed in mink, bearded men in monocles, inscrutable heads of 
armament cartels, pretty girls in distress, royalty in flight. “Ah, if I had 
but the pen of a Balzac, I would depict this scene,” an Agatha Christie 
character sighs, observing the assortment of passengers boarding the Ori- 
ent Express. “All around us are people, of all classes, of all nationalities, 
of all ages. For three days these people, these strangers to one another, 
are brought together. TTiey sleep and eat under one roof, they cannot get 
away from each other. At the end of three days they part, they go their 
several ways, never perhaps to see each other again.” 

No journey on this train is without its strange drama. 'The cast of 
characters, especially before World War II, often included Franz von 
Papen, King Michael of Romania, Greta Garbo, Toscanini, King George 
of Greece, W. Somerset Maugham, Pierre Laval, Sonja Henie, Edda 
Ciano, King Gustaf of Sweden, Philippe Petain, Lily Pons, Baron Ed- 
ouard de Rothschild, King Boris of Bulgaria, the Duchess of Kent, Mau- 
rice Chevalier, the Duke of Windsor, King Alfonso of Spain, Marlene 
Dietrich. 

Personnel of the Orient Express affectionately remember Pope Pius 
XII, when he was Cardinal Pacelli, as a frequent passenger. He would 
chat with the conductors, or fellow passengers, in perfect French, often 
probing into their lives and hearing out their problems. Sometimes he 
would retire to his compartment, leave the door ajar, and eould be seen 
pecking away on a pure white portable typewriter. The 244-pound Aga 
Khan, direet descendant of Mahomet’s daughter Fatima, is remembered 
by the personnel with less affection. The Aga, an owlish mountain of 
flesh, was always remote, uncommunicative, and he devoted hours to 
lolling back listening as his mal^secretary read aloud to him from a book 
or newspaper. Many times there were ex-King Carol and his redheaded, 
pudgy Pompadour, Magda Lupescu. Since they never lived openly to- 
gether in Romania, they remained equally discreet on the Orient Ex- 
press, riding in separate compartments. 

The majority of passengers, however, were not celebrities, but thqr 
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were no less provocative. There was the cameo-faced French girl, 
gowned by Schiaparelli, dripping with orchids, who kissed her elderly 
French husband good-bye, cried a little, boarded the Express and, as it 
pulled out, joined a young Czech artist in his compartment. There was 
the French countess who traveled on the Orient Express rponthly, 
picked up wealthy industrialists in the diner, and lived on the expensive 
gifts she obtained from them. There was also the cute Italian actress, all 
ing^ue, who stole jewels and was finally apprehended. Most memorable 
of all, there was the quiet little Englishman, with unruly rust hair and 
quick smile, who, as the Orient Express was moving across a bridge high 
in the Swiss Alps, was seen suddenly plummeting from the train to 
his death thousands of feet below. The French Sfiret6, in the best man- 
ner of Vidocq and Bertillon, later combed the train and its luggage for a 
clue, questioning everyone, but never learned whether he fell, jumped, 
or was pushed. 

It is because of such incidents, because everything (and everyone) 
happens on the Orient Express, that writers of international tales of in- 
trigue like Agatha Christie, Eric Ambler, Leslie Charteris, Georges Sim- 
enon, Graham Greene, persist in starring the intrigue train in their fic- 
tion. For the same reason, Hollywood producers have used this mobile 
Grand Hotel as inspiration for settings of suspense, while some of the 
classic English adventure films (like Alfred Hitchcock’s The Lady Van- 
ishes and Carol Reed’s Night Train) have played all their action on the 
Orient Express, or a reasonable facsimile thereof, even though they have 
taken a necessary dramatic license and attached crowded day coaches to 
the Express (a proletarian liberty its proprietors would never permit in 
the lush prewar days), so that their strange characters might all be de- 
picted before the camera together. 

When World War II broke out, and the Orient Express, in Septem- 
ber of 1939, made its last full run from Paris to Istanbul and back 
again — ^“with only four of us in the diner on that last ride,” a newspaper- 
woman representing the Istanbul Vatan recalls, “and two were Ameri- 
cans eating chicken” — ^it was feared by the train’s owners, the French 
and Belgian officials of the Wagons-Lits company, that the old train 
might never be the same again. Their fears, stemming from the knowl- 
edge that Herr Hitler had his eye on the famed Express and its luxurious 
equipment, were well justified. When Hitler marched into France, he 
confiscated most of the glittering coaches and baggage can of the Orient 
Express for the use of German officialdom and its military hierarchy. 
However, while it is difficult to hide a train, the French managed to 
salvage a handful of the Orient Express coaches by the process of sending 
them to the cities of Lyons, Vichy, and Dijon as temporary shelters for 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN ABROAD 

war refugees. During the war, these coaches of the Orient Express, along 
with other Wagons-Lits cars put out to pasture, managed to house more 
Aan 58,000 persons. 

With the dawn of V-E Day, the Wagons-Lits people began collecting 
and reassembling the remnants of their stock. They brought coaches 
back from Germany, the Lowlands, the Balkans, and from every comer 
of France, and by September, 1945, they had a shabby, makeshift edition 
of the Orient Express traveling horn Paris to Innsbruck. At last, after 
months of steady repair work and reupholstering, after two international 
conferences at Lugano and Montreux, it was officially announced that 
the Orient Express was ready to go three times a week as far as Milan, 
while its numerous sister trains were ready to proceed to Vienna and 
Prague. With that announcement there was the merest hope among the 
romantics that glamour might again be had for the cost of a $158 one- 
way ticket. 

Today, if ever before they entertained doubts, the romantics may rest 
easily. Despite endless complications — the Russians creating difficulties 
for branch coaches of the Express passing through Austria, the Greeks 
declaring they could not possibly repair bridges for several years. Marshal 
Tito refusing the Express peraiission to traverse Yugoslavia unless he 
might have his way about loading the train with Yugoslav conductors 
and obtain a better share from the money exchange — the Orient Ex- 
press, in January of 1947, with too much makeup and too much fuss, and 
creaking at the joints like an actress who has come out of retirement 
once too often, again got up steam for its historic run into the Near East. 
The usual staff of multilingual employees bustled about, but instead of 
the old label-plastered leather luggage, there was a dismaying preponder- 
ance of barracks bags and briefcases, and most of the first passengers 
were staid businessmen, army officers, and French railway officials. With 
this cargo, the Express puffed out of the chilly Gare de Lyon en route 
through broken Europe. 

Today, again, the conductors walk down the corridors chanting, 
"Paris . . . Lyons . . . Lausanne . . . Milan . . . Trieste . . . 
Ljubljana . . . Zagreb . . . Belgrade . . . Sofia.” Now, three times 
weekly, five coaches of the Orient Express roll as far as Sofia, Bulgaria. 
Then the passengers tumble out, climb into Turkish sleepers, and con- 
tinue overnight across a corner of Greece and into Istanbul. 

Today, the Wagons-Lits company — in preparation for the 300,000 
American tourists the American Express Company has predicted will 
visit Europe this year, in preparation for the dollars these tourists will 
spend, according to the promise of the U. S. Department of Com- 
merce — ^has printed timetables and travel folders for the old-fashioned, 
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undiluted trip from Paris to Istanbul, without the Bulgarian change- 
over, and Wagons-Lits has officially announced that this trip will be re- 
sumed in the next few months. v 

While a prewar first-class ticket from Paris to Istanbul could be pur- 
chased for $138, today's American tourist will find that the purchase of 
through passage is no longer simple, nor is the price quite so definite. In 
Paris, the average tourist will visit the five-storied Wagons-Lits Cook 
building in the Place de la Madeleine, or the American Express offices in 
the Rue Scribe, wait in line an hour, learn that he must make his reser- 
vations at least twenty-eight days in advance, and be advised that he 
cannot purchase or pay for a through ticket. Because of the eccentricities 
of money-exchange control regulations, the tourist can buy, with French 
francs, rail tickets and sleeper reservations on the Orient Express only as 
far as Italy, There, in American dollars, he must pay for extensions on 
his ticket to Belgrade, and in Belgrade, using Yugoslav currency, he must 
pay for an added ticket to Sofia. Tire whole process will cost him $134, 
more or less, depending upon the fluctuations of exchange, and at jour- 
ney’s end he will be an economist or a madman. 

In return for these financial acrobatics, the tourist will have the finest 
railroad accommodations in Europe today — although veteran travelers 
will assure him that, comfortable as they are, the Orient Express just is 
not what it used to be. At least, not yet. While the 57-ton sleeping 
coaches, each containing eleven private compartments, are still paneled 
in mahogany, and expensively carpeted, the added touches are missing 
all down the line. In the palmy days, for example, there were showers on 
the train. Tliey are no more. Also, before the war, the Orient Express 
featured a de luxe special compartment for dogs only. Now passengers 
must keep their Pekingese, Scotties, and Russian wolfhounds on the 
floors of their own compartments. 

In the good old days, the Orient Express diner, gleaming with silver, 
sparkling with bone china and mirrors, abounding in deep leather chairs, 
was a mobile mess for epicures. Now, though still physically attractive, it 
is simply a mess. 

The Orient Express often changes dining cars four times on a single 
run. It starts with a French diner, staffed by French chefs, switches to a 
Swiss diner, then to an Italian kitchen, and finally to a Yugoslav one. 
Before the war, the first and second chefs, in white uniforms, supervised 
six cupboards on each diner, each cupboard representing a nation 
through which the Express passed and containing the choice delicacies 
and vintages of that country. Because each European nation had its food 
restrictions and drink monopolies, all cupboards were kept securely 
locked, except the one containing the food and drink of the land 
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through which the Express happened to be moving. As the Orient Ex- 
press left Paris, the chefs extracted French wines from the French cup- 
board, and waiters in silk breeches and buckled shoes served these in 
Belgian crystal goblets during the two-hour evening dinner period. 
When Ae train crossed into Switzerland, a French customs official 
boarded it, locked the French cupboard with its anay of wines and li- 
queurs, then a Swiss customs man came on and unlocked the Swiss cup- 
board with its chocolates, cheeses, and jams. When the train entered 
Italy, a Swiss customs man came on, sealed the Swiss food cupboard, and 
an Italian official followed him and opened the Italian cupboard. And so 
it would go through Yugoslavia, Bulgaria, and Turkey. 

Today, these cupboards are anything but a gourmet's delight. No 
longer can the Orient Express chefs prepare, and the three train waiters 
(sporting immaculate white gloves) serve on rich silver platters the old 
menu of eight hors d’oeuvres, omelets, fish, a choice of four meat dishes, 
and a selection of the best white and red wines in the Old World. Now, 
due to shortages and government rationing, the dinners are frugal. 
When the Orient Express goes through France, the dining car features, 
for 150 francs or $1.25, a set menu of soup, a choice of fish or meat, two 
v^etables and, for dessert, an apple. Tlie best meal to be had on the 
journey, if the passenger will rise before dawn, is breakfast in Switzer- 
land, where everything may be ordered from high-grade coffee and fresh 
eggs to real butter and white bread. After that, in Italy and on through 
Bulgaria, the quality and quantity of the food deteriorate and the local 
chefs shrug, and in their awkward French invariably explain, “C’est la 
guerre.” Payment for these various meals is as complex as the food is 
simple, since payment must be made in the currency of the country in 
which the food happens to be served. 

The Orient Express still carries two baggage cars. Only the contents of 
these cars are now different. Ten years ago there would have been an 
exotic assortment of trunks bearing brightly colored labels, at least one 
bantam automobile such as a German Opel or an Italian Fiat, crates of 
gold being transferred from a French bank to a Sabian bank, and pok- 
ing out above all this, like porcupine quills, dozens of skis and alpen- 
stocks. Once, at the time when the late dictator of Turkey, blond Kemal 
Ataturk — ^who had converted mosques into granaries and put an end to 
polygamy — decided to westernize his country further by abolishing the 
traditional fez, the Orient Express was called upon to transport its 
strangest cargo. Ataturk was deadly serious about his ban on the fez; he 
even slapped the Egyptian minister for daring to wear one. Conse- 
quently, all males in 'Turkey were desperate for some kind of substitute 
headgear. 'Hie clothing stores and bazaars of Istanbul and Ankara put 
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out a harried SOS to the dothieis all over Europe. Overnight, the Ori- 
ent Express baggage vans were loaded down with the most improbable, 
high-priority shipment they ever carried — ^London borers, German 
hombargs, Basque berets, Polish visor caps — all for the unprotected 
pates of Turkey. 

Today the luggage reflects the times. One baggage car will catry hun- 
dreds of food packages, secondhand bicycles, several baby carriages, end- 
less bundles of clothes. The few trunks, with die remnants of dieir 
Monte Carlo and St. Moritz stickers, have seen better days. The second 
baggage car is devoted entirely to mail, delivering the bulk of land com- 
munications from Western Europe to the Near and Far East. In this 
car, all the postal clerks, by international agreement, are Frenchmen. 

However, for the American tourist, the most unusual thing about the 
Orient Express will be the minor ways in which it differs from his own 
de luxe streamliners at home. While almost all first-class American trains 
have green- or rust-curtained sleeping berths lining both sides of a center 
aisle, the Orient Express has none. Every cushioned seat on the Orient 
Express, when converted into a berth at night, is enclosed in a private 
room, similar to the bedrooms and compartments on American Pullmans. 
Today, the officials on the Express are embarrassed by a temporary excep- 
tion to this advertised privacy. Due to the acute European transport 
shortage, the train has been forced to drag along, at its rear, six ordinary 
day coaches. This appendage for the peasantry, regarded as a sort of 
steerage class, is not discussed openly by the officials of the train. 

While the Express now has central heating, its windows are not her- 
metically sealed as they are in similarly expensive American trains, but 
may be pulled down at will by passengers. Once, the Express experi- 
mented with a single coach, equipped with sealed windows, but the idea 
was quickly abandoned when the Continental fresh-air fiends complained 
they were being suffocated. The individual compartments, with direc- 
tions printed usually in French, German, and English, lack the individ- 
ual concealed toilets of the American streamliner. Nor do the coaches 
have separate lavatories for men and women. Instead, there is one com- 
munity water closet at the end of each car. And while there is usually a 
pitcher of drinking water above the washbasin in each compartment, this 
is regarded as an American barbarism, and travelers are expected to have 
wine served in their rooms by the conductor when they are thirsty. Most 
surprising of all, perhaps, for the American traveler is the absence of Pull- 
man porters. The brown-uniformed conductor doubles as the tid^et col- 
lector and the attendant who makes up berths. 

The private car, so often attached to the Orient Express, is an institu- 
tion that will provide further amazement for the traveling American. Of 
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course, Americans know all about private cars and can brag about build- 
ing some of the world's best. Many Americans will cite how Death Val- 
ley Scotty came out of the California desert, hired a luxurious private 
Pullman coach, and rode to New York in it, flinging gold pieces and 
greenbacks to the populace all along the way. Others will relate the ex- 
travagances of Mrs. Marjorie Post Davies, largest stockholder in the 
General Foods Corporation and wife of Joseph E. Davies, ex-Ambassa- 
dor to Russia, who bought her own railroad Pullman, hired herself a 
private porter, and had the car fumigated before each trip. And almost 
every American knows about the highly advertised Presidential Pullman, 
so often used by F.D.R. and to a lesser extent by President Truman. But 
the use of the private car in the United States is still the exception, 
whereas in Europe, on the Orient Express, it is a routine thing. 

The private car most frequently attached to the Orient Express is a 
special gray salon coach built for the Presidents of France and for for- 
eigners of equally high station. The most recent personage to travel in it 
was Farida Zulfikar, Queen of Egypt, the wife of King Farouk I. Her 
government applied for its use through the protocol section of the £lys6e 
Palace, and it was promptly offered, along with a staff of police from the 
Sfiret6 Nationale, by the French government and the Wagons-Lits com- 
pany. The queen was astonished by its luxury. She discovered the coach 
interior was paneled with mahogany, inlaid with exquisite Lalique glass, 
and the car illuminated by indirect lighting. Tire entire car was divided 
into only four rooms — a large bedroom, with a real bed instead of a 
berth, for the queen’s use; a private bathroom; a tiny room for her maid 
or seaetary; and the remainder a comfortable living room furnished with 
deep sofa, bureau, and easy chairs. 

Run-of-the-mill celebrities and millionaires, however, are not permit- 
ted to use this car, but instead must hire a first-class coach of their own. 
The stunning Marina, Greek widow of the late Duke of Kent, always 
hired a private coach when she journeyed from London to Athens. The 
most frequent users of private cars have been Indian maharajas who 
cross over from India to Turkey and take the Orient Express to Paris. 
Once, a particularly wealthy maharaja even hired a private restaurant car 
to trail his sleeper. 

Another rich Indian potentate bought out an entire Wagons-Lits 
coach, all twenty-four berths, at a cost of around $3,500, to take, in com- 
plete privacy, the most curious collection of passengers the Orient Ex- 
press ever carried from Istanbul to Paris. M. Bortolotti, a Frenchman 
and twenty-year veteran of the Express, was chef de train on that trip, 
and he recalls it with relish. “This Indian, a maharaja or whatever he 
was, hired the private coach with the provision that all other passengers 
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and Express personnel be barred from entering it except myself. I 
couldn't wait to get in, to see what he was hiding. And then when I went 
in for the tickets and passports, I saw. What a sightl He had his whole 
harem on the Orient ExpressI There they were, seven of them, and don’t 
let anyone tell you modem harems aren’t pretty. All seven gi^Is were 
young and beautiful, Indo-European types, gorgeous figures. Each wore a 
veil, but the veils were thin and you could see right through them. Each 
girl had a tiny diamond set on the right side of her nose and one in her 
right ear lobe, as beauty marks, I imagine. These diamonds didn’t look 
grotesque at all, but shone from behind the veils and were very exciting. 
I tried to act nonchalant. After all, we on the Orient Express are sup- 
posed to be used to everything. But I couldn’t help staring, and the girls 
kept giggling at me until I finished my business with their husband and 
left.” 

'The personnel of the Orient Express, men like M. Bortolotti, with 
their stock of fantastic stories, form the most unchanging part of the 
train. Of those who worked on it before Hitler, most are back on their 
old jobs again. Only the German conductors are now missing. The boss 
of the Orient Express, on each journey, is the blue-uniformed chef de 
train, whose position is like that of a purser on a ship but whose authority 
is greater. He is in charge of the conductors, solves special problems for 
passengers, keeps in contact with various stations en route, and at trip’s 
end hands in a log of the journey to the Paris office. He often knows six 
languages. Bortolotti, for example, besides speaking his native French, 
has taught himself German, Dutch, Italian, Yugoslav, and English. 

The c'onductors who are under the chef de train, one in each coach, are 
predominantly French and Swiss, and each must, as a minimum, know 
three languages. 'The service language of the train is French; all must 
speak it. 'The other two tongues are optional, but are usually German 
and English. 

Constant travel between two worlds has made sophisticates of the 
Orient Express conductors, and surprise is an emotion they rarely feel. 
The conductors assigned to the subsidiary Orient Express, traveling only 
to Vienna and back, must guide their flock through four military zones. 
Conductors state that American MP’s, who invariably come on the 
train singing, create the greatest consternation. 'They usually chew gum, 
and since many Balkan passengers have never seen gum, conductors 
must patiently explain the ingredients. On this same trip, farther down 
the line, across the river Enns, bearish Russian soldiers emerge from 
wooden barracks to inspect military passes. According to the Express 
conductors, the Russian soldiers from Leningrad and other big cities are 
bright boys, but those from Asia often hold passengers’ military permits 
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upside down as they pretend to read than, and then approve them if 
tiiey are colored red. These Russians are rotated weekly, probably so that 
their thinking may not be sullied by the decadence in evidence on the 
Orient Express. 

Conductors are expected to fulfill almost all passenger requests widi- 
out batting an eye. Sometimes a conductor will Ite asked by a prominent 
Frenchman in Paris to deliver personally champagne or caviar to some- 
one in Sofia. Once, Fritz Kreisler absently left one of his priceless violins 
in the Austrian Embassy in Warsaw. He remembered the oversight after 
boarding the Orient Express, and asked the conductor to take care of the 
matter. The violin reached Kreisler safely a week later. Another tim^ 
when there was plenty of space available, a millionaire from Bucharest 
came on the train and asked the conductor to sell him three compart- 
ments so that he might have one for sleeping, one for working with his 
secretary, and one in which to smoke. And there was the occasion, ac- 
cording to the story, when Josephine Baker — ^the renowned colored en- 
tertainer, who left St. Louis to thrill Paris with her dance performed in a 
G-string of bananas — ^woke hungry at two in the morning on the Orient 
Express, and demanded cheese sandwiches and beer. When she was told 
by the conductor that this request was somewhat unreasonable, she 
asked to be taken to the sleepy-eyed chef and then proceeded to promise 
him that if he would go to work at this hour in the kitchen for her, she 
in turn would perform for him. The chef eagerly agreed, delivered the 
repast, and la Bakhair danced for it in her nightie, in the diner aisle, as 
the Orient Express rolled into the dawn. 

Because they extend such special services, the personnel of the train is 
able to supplement its salary with generous tips. In fact, the subject of 
tips is the topic most thoroughly discussed and debated by the conduc- 
tors when, after each journey, they meet amid the oyster baskets and 
wine bottles of the railroad cafo, Au Depart, across from the Gare de 
Lyon. As a result, the subject of tipping on the Orient Express has a 
thoroughly documented history. The conductors enjoy breaking down 
tipping into categories. For instance, they classify tippers according to 
nationality. Most conductors seem to agree that, before the war, the 
highest tippers were the German travelers, not only industrialists but 
ofiBcials like von Papen and Funk. On the other hand, conductors regard 
South Americans, particularly Argentinians, as the most tight-fisted of all 
passengers. “Perhaps the rich men from Argentina don’t know any bet- 
ter,” said one conductor, “or perhaps they are just stingy.” Most conduc- 
tors feel that, as a class, pre-1914 royalty like the Grand Duke of Russia 
or the Queen of Austria or a random Esterhazy tipped most handsomely. 

All personnel on the Orient Express, from the highest operational offi- 
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dal to tlie youngest conductor, unanimously agree that the best modem 
tipper among the bluebloods and, in fac^ the most colorful character 
ever to travel the Orioit Express, was King Boris HI of Bulgaria. Before 
the war. King Boris, a gently charming man in his late forties, who once 
listed as his pet hobby “locomotive driving,” would invite train, person- 
nd into his compartment for tea and discuss every aspect of the Orient 
Express as if it were his very own toy. He was, in tmth, in love with tlie 
train. For years, on every trip between Sofia and Paris, after becoming 
bored reading his stack of newspapers in six languages, he would leave 
his wife. Queen Giovanna, the Italian Princess of Savoy, knitting in their 
compartment. He would work his way forward, through car after car, to 
the engine, and at the first stop, crawl in beside the two French engi- 
neers and take over the throttle. Hiis went on for countless trips, over 
many years, until the word got around that the Orient Express was being 
driven by the King of Bulgaria. When various diplomats heard this, and 
then authenticated the fact, they raised a furor. The governments of 
France and Italy formally advised King Boris that he must not drive the 
train through their territories, endangering both train passengers and tiie 
citizenry. On his first Orient Express excursion after the ban. King Boris 
sat glumly and slept restlessly through France, Switzerland, Italy, and 
Yugoslavia, but when the Express reached the Bulgarian border where 
his own word was law, he left his compartment, pulled on a pair of clean 
overalls, walked to the engine and took over the throttle to Sofia. More 
than any other passenger lost in the war, the conductors miss Boris. They 
insist that he did not die naturally in 1943, that they have inside infor- 
mation he was poisoned by the Gestapo when he refused to turn the 
Bulgarian Army over to Hitler. 

Among plebeians, the most fabulous tipper ever to ride the Orient 
Express was a Mr. Capile, an Italian shipbuilding millionaire from 
Genoa. “He was a wonderful man,” recalls one conductor. “He enjoyed 
the train. At the end of each trip he would go into the kitchen, among 
the kettles, compliment the chef, tip him and his assistants, and then he 
would tip the chef de train and then the conductor. One time, in two 
days on the train, he tipped a thousand dollars.” 

Some of the Orient Express conductors have become celebrities in 
their own right. Perhaps the most famous is seventy-three-year-old Jean 
Bonnefoy who, in his thirty-five years on the train, hobnobbed with the 
world’s greats. Today, in his anecdotage, he remembers that Queen 
Amelia of Portugal would always inquire first if he were on the Orient 
Express before making her reservations. He recalls, too, how once he 
stopped the train to rescue the Duke of Windsor when, as a lad, he was 
left stranded on a platform in Dijon. Bonnefoy’s fame grew as a result of 
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poetry he wrote during long, lonely nights on the Express. One volume 
Visions of Rome, brought him a personal letter from Benito Mussolini 
and he was made a Knight of the Crown of Italy. Thereafter, he was the 
only decorated conductor on the Orient Express. 

Today, on pension, Bonnefoy longs for the good old daj^. “Before the 
First World War,” he says, “the Orient Express was really luxurious, the 
upper halves of the compartments painted white, the lower halves built 
of teakwood. And all personnel, conductors as well as waiters, had to wear 
white gloves. Things have gone downhill since.” Sometimes, just before 
ten-fifteen in the evening, Bonnefoy will walk from his flat down into 
the Gare de Lyon to watch the great train pull out. He will stand in the 
drafty station and snort at the lack of festivities. As recently as 1939, 
when the Orient Express took off, it was like a ship embarking on an 
ocean crossing — ^great, gay parties to see friends off, singing from com- 
partments, champagne corks popping, all the high bustle and excite- 
ment of a bon-voyage celebration. Today, the departure is quiet and eflfi- 
cient. Most people aren’t traveling in Europe for fun. They are going 
about their business, and there’s usually nothing to toot tin horns about. 

When the train pulls out slowly — it will later clip along at 80 kilome- 
ters an hour (it used to go 100 an hour, but now there are weak bridges 
and poor rails) — ^Jean Bonnefoy will remark, “Ah well, so it is not the 
same, but there are two things that are the same as ever — ^the scenery, 
the glorious sights in all those countries — and the organization that 
makes seeing the sights and the whole trip itself possible.” 

Most of the Wagons-Lits personnel, either for political reasons or be- 
cause they are genuine converts, like to extol the unseen organization 
which they serve. However, except for recognizing their immediate supe- 
riors, most know little about who owns and runs the Orient Express. For 
that matter, outsiders know even less. Yet this organization, like an 
enormous hidden perpetual-motion machine, has sent the Orient Ex- 
press catapulting from Paris to Istanbul and back again, with precision 
and without a hitch, for exactly sixty-four years. Actually, the Orient 
Express is owned by Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits, lo- 
cated in Brussels, and operated out of a large branch building in Paris, 
where the messenger boys are outfitted as train conductors. 'The Orient 
Express is under the complete authority of a wealthy Frenchman, Ren^ 
Margot-Noblemaire, whose father is manager of the French National 
Railways. The Noblemaire family has dominated French railroading 
since the late nineteenth century. 

The Wagons-Lits company was conceived in 1872 by a Belgian 
engineer named Georges Nagelmackers, who had visited the United 
States, seen the world’s first sleeping cars, and wanted to set up facsim- 
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lies of the PuHinan in Europe. Nagelmackers’ idea of luxurious sleeping 
cars was met with derision throughout Europe, and he had almost aban- 
doned the idea when he was summoned by King Leopold tl of Belgium 
to discuss it. The king was enthusiastic and within a year the first Wa- 
gonS'Lits sleepo^ — carrying a dozen bunks, heated by burning briquettes, 
and lit by oil — ^was placed on the run from Ostend to Berlin. The sleeper 
was a success, and in 1876 the Wagons-Lits company was organized into 
its present form. King Leopold was one of the first stockholders, and 
with the prestige of his name, the company was capitalized to the sum of 
4 million Belgian francs. 

That was the beginning. Seven years later the company produced a 
complete train — ^boiler engine, two sleeping cars holding a total of 
twenty-eight persons, one diner with twenty-four seats, two baggage cars 
— guaranteed to transport pioneers via the historic route used by the 
Celts, Huns, and Crusaders, from France, running north of the Alps, 
across Bavaria, down along the Danube, to Turkey. On June 5, 1883, the 
world’s first international luxury train made a trial run from Paris to 
Munich to Budapest, to deposit passengers on a steamer that crossed the 
Black Sea from Varna to what was then Constantinople, in 81 hours 
and 40 minutes. 

Exactly four months later, the Orient Express was officially inaugu- 
rated. Speeding along at 55 miles an hour, it went from Paris through 
Strasbourg, Stuttgart, Munich, Salzburg, Vienna, and Budapest. Every- 
where there were festivities to greet the passengers of Europe’s Iron 
Horse. At Szeged, Hungary, the furnishings of the diner were pushed 
aside while a band of eleven gypsy musicians came on and played Vien- 
nese waltzes and czardas for two and a half hours. “Wlien the band 
attacked the ‘Marseillaise,’ ” reported a nineteenth-century conespond- 
ent, Opper de Blowitz of he Temps, “our bearded French cook rushed 
out of his kitchen and, hand on his heart, with flaming eye and ecstatic 
face, poured it forth in deep and sonorous voice. We finally had to send 
him back to his stove to prepare lunch. The gypsies left the train at 
Temesvar.” 

In Bucharest, the Orient Express was held over while the passengers 
were taken to the Romanian Royal Palace to be received by King Carol 
I. At Giurgiu, a tiny Romanian town on the Danube, the passengers left 
the Express, were ferried across to Ruse, on the Bulgarian side, and then 
proceeded on another section of the train to Varna. This section of the 
journey was particularly hazardous since the rails were not protected 
from animals by the usual metal fences and the locomotive swept cows 
and oxen aside with a vast iron grating, or cowcatcher, attached in front. 
At Varna, on an inlet of the Black Sea, the passengers sloshed across a 
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muddy fidd on foot to embark on a small steamer whidi, despite a 
choppy sea, brought them in 15 hours to minareted Constantinople. The 
East and the West had met, and the total time had been 77 hours and 
49 minutes. 

To arrange this trip, the Wagons-Lits company had confened, earlier 
in 1883, with railroad people and royal diplomats of the Duchy of 
Baden, the Kingdom of Wurttemherg, and of Bavaria, Austria, and Ro- 
mania. In the sixty-four years since that first treaty, the Wagons-Lits 
company, in arranging the various frontier crossings and routes of the 
Orient Express, has acted more like a sovereign state than a mere rail- 
road corporation. 

In 1888, to give one instance, a manager of the Wagons-Lits company, 
M. de Richemont, was rushed to Sofia to negotiate with Prince Ferdi- 
nand of Bulgaria about a new line that would bypass the Black Sea 
steamer trip and take the Orient Express straight overland into Turkey. 
Due to haste, M. de Richemont arrived in Sofia with only two business 
suits. He was advised by the prince's aides that he could not enter the 
palace in ordinary clothes. He made inquiries and, learning that a uni- 
form was considered formal attire, he promptly sent his train personnel 
into the streets to find anything that resembled one. The men returned 
with a Bulgarian police captain, who consented to rent his uniform. But 
this was not enough. To it, M. de Richemont added the accessories of 
the Wagons-Lits conductor — from cap to service ribbons — ^and in this 
way, having satisfied the demands of the prince’s advisers, he entered the 
Royal Palace and bowed stiffly before Ferdinand. The prince took one 
look at the outlandish uniform, grinned knowingly and confided, “Isn’t 
this the damnedest country!” After that, the agreement was easily made, 
and a year later the Orient Express went directly from Paris to Constan- 
tinople by land and reduced the time of the journey by 14 hours. 

Year after year conferences were held between Wagons-Lii.; and the 
various European governments to settle the problems of passports, cur- 
rency exchange, luggage, and conductors. It was agreed that if a conduc- 
tor committed a minor crime, he could not be summarih pulled off the 
train but enjoyed the status of an extratenitorial and came under the 
jurisdiction of the Geneva Court. If he committed a major crime, it was 
determined that he was subject to the laws of the nation through which 
the train was passing at the moment of the crime — that is, hypotheti- 
cally, if an Italian conductor strangled an English duchess while the Ori- 
ent Express was racing through Yugoslavia, he would have to submit to 
the trial and judgment of a Belgrade court. 

In 1919, at the Versailles Peace Conference, the Wagons-Lits com- 
pany signed a series of international treaties and contracts, the most im- 
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poitant of ^ich provided &at tiie traio should cut its time to Istanbul 
by passing throu^ the longest tunnel in the the Simplon Tunnel. 
Because it steamed tiirough this hole, entering at Valais;^ Switzerland, 
emerging in Piedmont, Italy, the old Orient Express was officially re- 
named the Simplon-Orient Express, a name the Wagons-Lits^ people 
now use in documents and advertising, but which Continental travelers 
persistently ignore. 

Other treaties have been concerned mostly with namesakes of the Ori- 
ent Express. An American traveler in Europe who believes there is but 
one Orient Express will, after a few days at travel bureaus, be sadly con- 
fused by the repetitions of the name, applied to a variety of trains which 
seem to go in every direction at once. The fact is, there is not one Orient 
Express, and there never has been. There are a half-dozen or more differ- 
ent trains going back and forth to the Near East, ftiree times a week, and 
all are rightly called the Orient Express. Then, too, in normal times, 
there are special sleeping coaches that go and come from Rome, Athens, 
and Berlin, on other trains, and are eventually attached to the Orient 
Express en route. They then proceed with it either to Paris or to Istan- 
bul. Just before the war the special Orient Express sleeper, brought 
down from Berlin to meet the main Express, often carried disguised Jews 
with false papers, escaping the wrath of Hitler, and Nazi secret agents 
going into the Balkans and France. For security reasons, the German car 
was kept isolated, by means of a locked door, from the rest of the 
Express. Today, also, there is an Orient Express that goes from Paris, 
through Munich, to Vienna and Bucharest, and there is a sister train, 
the Arlberg-Orient Express, that goes through Zurich, Switzerland, to 
Vienna in 34 houn. Added to all this confusion, there is another luxury 
train, the Taurus Express, that picks up some passengers the Orient Ex- 
press drops off in Istanbul and takes them to Cairo or Baghdad. 

But these trips remain sideshows beside the three-ring circus provided 
by the Paris-to-Istanbul train. Starting at night, from the hangarlike 
Gare de Lyon in Paris, the Orient Express speeds through Dijon, crosses 
the French frontier station of Frasne, and chugs into the mountains of 
Switzerland. With the dawn, it runs through Lausanne, skirting the 
north shore of Lake Geneva, the most spectacular of Switzerland’s 1,484 
lakes, passes Montreux, and goes through the Simplon Tunnel, over 
twelve miles long. With the new day, the Orient Express swings past 
Lake Maggiore toward Milan. The American tourist, having missed 
Fiance and Switzerland in the night; will still see a good part of northern 
Italy. All the first day, the Orient Express rides through or pass such 
cities as Verona, Venice, Trieste and, with the second night, leaves San 
Pietro del Carso and enters Yugoslavia. 
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The passenger, sleeping through Zagreb, capital of Croatia, will have 
breakfast his second morning in Belgrade, while coaches arriving from 
Ostend, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, and Budapest are attached. Listening to 
the newcomers, he will hear plenty to write home about — that Lidice is 
now a flourishing wheat field, that Princess Gabrielle Esterhazy now 
runs a Budapest furniture delivery company, that the current anti- 
Russian joke making the rounds of the Balkans is that ‘7^^ Stalin made 
two big mistakes — in showing Europe to the Russians, and the Russians 
to Europe.'" 

Passing from Yugloslavia to Bulgaria, conductors will point out their 
favorite oddity, the small island of Ada-Kaleh in the middle of the Dan- 
ube, which still belongs to Turkey because diplomats forgot about it. All 
the second day the Express moves through Bulgaria, reaching Sofia before 
nightfall. The passenger, if he stays up late, may dine when the train 
goes through Dikea, Turkey, but he will certainly be asleep as the train 
crosses Pityon, Greece. In the early morning, puzzling over piasters, as- 
saulted by dragomen who wish to show him the Mosque of St. Sophia 
and the ninety-two streets of the Grand Bazaar, the tourist will alight in 
Mohammedan Istanbul. 

But long after the sights seen between Paris and Istanbul have become 
as unreal as a picture postcard, the American tourist will remember, viv- 
idly, the best sight of all — ^his fellow travelers on the journey, both the 
world-famous and the nonentities, and he'll remember what they did 
and what they said. 

Before the war, Pierre Laval, Philippe Petain, and Field Marshal von 
Rundstedt once traveled in the same coach of the Orient Express at the 
same time. Singers and musicians frequently jammed the train. Lily Pons 
and Grace Moore would ride it, and be heard w^arbling each day on their 
way to engagements in Italy, and Bruno Walter and Toscanini would go 
regularly on it to Salzburg. Paderewski, just before his death, was a fre- 
quent and favored passenger. In the dining room, whenever he sat to eat, 
fellow passengers would be treated to a silent recital; as he talked in 
French to tablcmates, Paderewski would drum the table with the fingers 
of one hand, playing passages from various piano works, and it was al- 
ways a favorite sport among observers to try to identify a particular com- 
position. 

Anthony Eden is remembered as the train's most elegant passenger. 
He would have a compartment for himself, another for his wife, a third 
for the rest of his family. He would wear a frCsShly pressed suit every day, 
melt female passengers with his manners, and talk politics to the train 
personnel. The late Cardinal Luigi Maglione, Secretary of State of the 
Vatican, was equally elegant, handsome, and much more awesome. “I'll 
never forget the cardinal," said one passenger, “very severe and stiff, all 
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Jesuit, constantly nodding over his Bible. And when he looked at you, 
well, you tried to remember the last time you'd been to church." Mau- 
rice Chevalier often traveled the Express in those days, and while many 
passengers liked him, the conductors generally detested him for his bad 
manners. ‘'Once there were some Americans on the train," recalls one 
conductor, “man, wife, children, good solid people. They had admired 
Chevalier's old Hollywood films and they sent their card by me inviting 
him to dine or have a drink. He just tore the card up, threw it back at 
me, and refused to reply. So I made up a nice excuse for the Americans, 
but it was rude of him." Another entertainer, Marlene Dietrich, traveled 
on the Orient Express from her earliest days with UFA, the Berlin film 
company. Male passengers drooled over her, and mash notes were 
slipped under her compartment door, but she remained smilingly aloof. 

Government representatives regarded the Orient Express as their per- 
sonal conveyance. Dr. Eduard BeneS, the unsmiling President of Czech- 
oslovakia, usually devoted fifteen hours a day to working on notes, his 
bulging briefcase beside him, but on a few trips he mingled with other 
passengers and expounded his ideas on disarmament and a United States 
of Europe. But mostly there were kings — rulers of nations like King Mi- 
chael of Romania, who always took first-class passage instead of a private 
coach, and rulers of finance like the endless European Rothschilds, who 
were regarded variously by the employees of the train (the French 
Rothschilds considered too class-conscious and cold, the Austrian Roth- 
schilds considered charming, friendly, and handsome Uppers ) . King Gus- 
taf of Sweden, annually on his way to Monte Carlo via Paris to play 
tennis under the pseudonym of Mr. G., would delight other passengers 
with his stories of hunting in Sweden. King Ferdinand of Bulgaria, fa- 
ther of the late King Boris, is remembered as having the biggest appetite 
ever seen on the Express. He would eat his way through five courses, 
following them up an hour later with five more, and often awarded Bul- 
garian decorations, for extraordinary services to tlie crown, to chefs and 
conductors. 

The numerous coaches usually attached to the Orient Express at Bel- 
grade brought their share of celebrities, characters, and stories. The most 
prolific coach for anecdotes was the one switched on from Berlin. Karl 
Fiirstenberg, the German banker, was a regular passenger. Once, for pri- 
vacy, he bought both the lower and upper of a compartment. Tlie train 
was crowded, and a new arrival asked old Fiirstenberg if under the cir- 
cumstances he might use the empty upper for the night. Fiirstenberg, 
who was making an overnight trip, sniffed and said, “Sir, I always make 
it a rule to sleep on my decisions. Ell let you have my answer in the 
morning." 

The Berlin coach of the Express was always a beehive of smuggling. 
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All sorts of persons 'were trying to get their possessions out of Germany, 
under the noses of the Gestapo. One Romanian artist, now in Holly- 
wood, a Jew who had incurred Hitler's anger by marrying the German 
girl selected as “Germany’s most typical Aryan beauty,” knew that he 
must get out while the getting was good. His life’s savings were on his 
pason, but he realized they would be confiscated when his train left 
Germany. Carefully, the Romanian made a study of all trains leaving 
Berlin and then selected, for his flight, the Berlin coadi of the Orient Ex- 
press simply because it had the only possible place he might successfully 
hide his money. This was a metal sign, with some instructions to passen- 
gers, screwed onto the compartment wall. This, the Romanian felt, was 
the one foolproof place, unlikely to occur to anyone searching. He 
worked for hours in desperation, unscrewing the sign with a penknife, 
fearful every moment the Wagons-Lits conductor might discover him. 
At last, it was loose. He shoved his bank notes behind it, screwed it back 
into place, and then sat down to wait. The German frontier was reached. 
The customs officer came on. The Gestapo came on. He was searched. 
Every inch of his room was searched. But the Nazis overlooked the 
metal sign, and they left, and in a moment the train was out of Germany 
and the Romanian’s money was safe. As they passed the frontier, the 
Wagons-Lits conductor stuck his head in the door. “Hope you had no 
trouble with your money, sir,” he said. “Best place to hide it is behind 
that metal sign up on the wall. Everyone does, and it always fools those 
pigs.” And he winked and walked down the aisle. 

Before the war, the nonentities on the Orient Express were often 
more ffiscinating than the celebrated travelers. A Wagons-Lits inspector, 
Mr. Lebmn, traveling up from Istanbul to Paris, noted his fellow pas- 
sengers in the same coach, on a single journey. They included one Japa- 
nese returning from Iraq, a Berlin tailor who had been to Baghdad to 
take measurements of wealthy customers there, a Pennsylvania professor 
returning from a jaunt through the Near East in which he tried to follow 
the footsteps of Alexander the Great, and a Spanish nobleman. The only 
celebrity in the coach was the relatively sedate and bemused Mr. Lloyd 
George. 

But those were the good old days, the Wagons-Lits people say now, 
and though it was less than ten years ago they make it sound like a 
century. They insist that most of the people traveling today are dull 
businessmen going to Zurich, or Italians who have wangled passports, or 
French traveling in search of better meals, or Chinese UNESCO repre- 
sentatives. They complain that the newly rich, “the bloodsucker black 
marketeers” as they label them, who used to travel third-class, now clut- 
ter the Orient Express. “You should see,” says an Orient Express con- 
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txoller, “how these new rich put their feet on the opposite seat, litter the 
car, spit on the floor. But we catch them and mate them pay for every- 
thing soiled or broten.” 

This Orient Express controller is a cherubic, dderly man, most zealous 
about his job, and several weeks ago he took me down into the Care de 
Lyon to watdi the Orient Express pull in from feraway Sofia. As the 
passengers stepped off the train and came walking through the steam 
vapors, dodging baggage trucks, the controller intercepted the blue- 
uniformed chef de train, a skinny, toothy fellow, and said to him, “I 
have a writer here. Tell him the kind of people who have just been on 
Ihe Orient Express with you. I have be^ warning him that the old 
glamour is gone.” 

The chef de train nodded, glanced down at his passenger list, then, in 
a matter-of-fact voice, said: 

“It was a quiet trip. I would estimate 40 percent of our passengers 
were dealing in the black market or just smuggling. It’s the usual thing. 
Our conductors must resist those devils all the time. You remember 
what happened in June? No? Jean-Pierre Coateval, a gangster, was ar- 
rested for using fourteen of our men on the Orient Express as smugglers 
for gold, jewels, foreign exchange, and drugs like heroin between coun- 
tries. The whole syndicate got rid of 300 million francs’ worth of goods. 
Well, that was cleaned up, and lOur conductors are above reproadi now. 
But our passengers continue, four out of ten of them, to deal in these 
shady activities. 

“^^0 else did we have? Oh, the everyday thing. Government officials, 
and two diplomatic couriers with padlocked pouches — ^they are not 
touched by customs. A colonel who had come up all the way from India. 
Those two walking over there, they came on from Bucharest. Jews. Ter- 
rorists from Palestine. I hear one is going into England to direct sabotage 
of public works. 

“Oh, yes. One more thing. Most amusing. A little Turkish governess. 
She got on at Sofia. A very nervous girl. In Yugoslavia, she pulled the 
emergency cord, held up the whole train at night for five minutes. She 
said a man wearing a coat had been in her compartment, but she 
screamed and scared him off. Ridiculous. We couldn’t even get into her 
compartment — ^it was bolted from the inside — ^until she opened the 
door. 'The conductor says he saw a mystery novel by her berth. We had 
that once before, you know, an English girl who had read and heard too 
much about the Orient Express, all the fantasies, the nonsense, and got 
hallucinations one night about stranglers, and she pulled the cord. But if 
you wish to write stories about the Orient Express, monsieur, you have 
certainly picked the wrong time. It is nothing now. Come, have a brandy 
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with me at the ca^ and I will tell you about the old days and the real 
types,” 

We turned to go, and I almost bumped into her. A dark-eyed, tall, 
slender brunette with a slow smile. She had just come off the train. She 
was wearing a mink coat. In one hand she had a mink muff, and in the 
other a gold cigarette holder. Tire man behind her, wiping a perspiring, 
beefy face, was saying, “Countess, it’s wrong — ” 

I could not hear the rest, because tire chef de train of the Orient 
Express, striding along beside me, was chattering too shrilly. “Yes, mon- 
sieur,” I could hear him saying, “yes, you should have been down here in 
the good old days, just before the war. . . .” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

Shortly after the preceding story was published in the July 12, 1947, 
issue of The Saturday Evening Post, 1 ran into my friend, Joseph 
Wechsberg, the well-known author and gourmet. He congratulated me 
on my story about the Orient Express, and told me that he thought one 
day he would write about it, too. And one day, not many years later, he 
did. 

Following the publication of Wechsberg’s Orient Express article, we 
had a reunion at the apartment of a mutual friend in Los Angeles. Our 
mutual friend and host said: 

“I am glad both of you are here, because I am puzzled about some- 
thing that you can perhaps clear up. You have both written about the 
very same subject, yet your versions are completely contradictory. Except 
that you both agree as to statistics and history, you might have written 
about two entirely different Orient Expresses, although you both insist it 
is the same one. Irving’s Orient Express, for him, was attractive, exotic, 
exciting. Joe’s Orient Express was, for him, unattractive, dull, boring. 
Irving’s Orient Express offered the reader of his article adventure and 
the promise that the train will live up to its legend. Joe’s Orient Express 
offered the reader a guarantee of tedium and disappointment. Which of 
you has the facts right? Which of you is telling the truth?” 

There was a lively discussion, and, as best as I can recollect, it was 
agreed that both Wechsberg and I had the facts right, and each of us had 
told the truth. 'The Orient Express that we both had known was one and 
the same. The difference lay in the psyches and attitudes of its two pas- 
sengers. I had ridden a romantic Orient Express because I was, to some 
extent, a sentimentalist and optimist; Wechsberg had ridden a dreary 
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Orioit Express because he was, to some extent, a sophisticate and 
cynic. There was no answer to our host’s question: Which of you is 
telling the truth? There was none then, and there is none now, for we 
both told the truth — ^though perhaps we told more about ourselves than 
about the famous train. I have since remembered a quotation, source 
unknown: “Truth has many faces, and any one of them alone is a lie.” 

My article, then, is the one face of the Orient Express that I saw. 

In the eighteen or nineteen years since I first rode on the Orient Ex- 
press and wrote its biography, I have traveled on it and enjoyed its won- 
ders more times than I can remembe?. I have gone from Paris to Milan 
and Venice on the Orient Express, and from Paris to Berlin, and from 
Paris to Vienna on its sister trains, and returned on them, and they have 
never failed me. Perhaps at times I chafed at, or even deplored, certain 
things wanting in the accommodations — the lack of air conditioning and 
Diesel engines, the lack of private bathrooms, the lack of community 
lounge cars. But these omissions, I found, were far outbalanced by what 
was available there, and on no other train — ^the incredible variety of 
scenery, the delicious foods and wines, and above all, the people I met 
on everj' journey — the beautiful, flirtatious young Austrian dancer re- 
turning home from the Orient, the stocky Yugoslav businessman hunt- 
ing for his son who had disappeared two days before in Italy, the Wa- 
gons-Lits conductor who told everyone I was Edgar Wallace, the French 
inventor who alluded to some mysterious meeting in Zurich, the Russian 
diplomat who pretended that he did not understand me when I spoke to 
him, but permitted my young daughter to play with his daughters and 
then questioned her in excellent English. 

Therefore, it was with sadness that I read the news of what was hap- 
pening to the Orient Express — ^at least, what was happening to it, ac- 
cording to certain stories in the press. On a May evening in 1961, the 
Orient Express with ninety passengers aboard supposedly made its last 
run from the Care de I’Est in Paris to Budapest. Tliis final public appear- 
ance was widely publicized. Two reasons were given for the train’s retire- 
ment. One was that the jet airplane had taken most of its wealthy pas- 
sengers away. The other was that Communist customs men and frontier 
guards in their continuing search for fleeing refugees or smuggled goods 
were partially dismantling the train every time it crossed through the 
Iron Curtain. This caused delays and discomforts that discouraged pas- 
sengers, as well as the Wagons-Lits company. Shortly after May, it was 
announced that the Arlberg-Orient Express, going from Paris to Bucha- 
rest, had also been retired from service. And finally, in July of 1962, it 
was announced that the Simplon-Orient Express, going from Paris to 
Venice to Zagreb to Sofia to Istanbul, had made its final journey. 
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Even as I lamented the loss of the world’s most exciting train, I failed 
to understand its being abandoned. For, despite the competition from 
airlines and the interference of Communist officials, it seemed to me 
that the Orient Express still represented one of the few adventurous 
experiences that could be purchased in Europe today. After checking on 
events connected with the train since I wrote about it in 1947, it became 
clear to me that intrigue had continued to travel with it year after year. 
In 1948, a United States military attach^ disappeared from the Arlbeig- 
Orient Express. His corpse was found in a tunnel of the Austrian Alps. 
As recently as 1962, Communist agents found and apprdiended several 
Yugoslavs trying to escape their country by hiding in the metal battery 
boxes beneath the Wagons-Lits coaches. 

Despite such continuing wonders, my friend Joe Wechsberg was one 
of the many to write the train’s obituary: “The fiction of the elegant 
Orient Express had become a bad joke. . . . The Orient Express had 
lost much of its initial speed, most of its pretense, and practically all of 
its onetime el^ance. It was just a cheap, slow train.” A newsmagazine 
elaborated, in the obituary it published: “Under cold-war conditions, the 
Orient Express ... no longer could maintain its once superb service. 
'The train windows began to rattle; the cars became dirty; train personnel 
forgot what a really fat tip looked like. In addition, the ubiquitous air- 
plane began carrying anyone — ^spies and all — ^faster and more comfort- 
ably.” 

My old friend Art Buchwald, the syndicated columnist and satirist, 
who is a secret romantic like myself, deplored the stories debunking the 
Orient Express as much as I did. When, just before the train’s demise, a 
traveler (just off the Orient Express) told Buchwald not to take the 
train because it was no longer glamorous, Buchwald was distressed. 

Said Buchwald, “But if these things are true, then the great books 
we’ve been brought up on, such as Orient Express, The Lady Vanishes, 
and Istanbul Train are all lies, and we’ve been deluded.” 

Replied his friend, with great sagacity, “Not necessarily, Virginia. No 
matter what they say, there is a little of the Orient Express in all of us. 
We must believe in the Orient Express. As long as there is one mystery 
book to be written, one movie to be mad^ one television program to be 
shown, the Orient Express will continue to capture our imaginations. 
Not believe in the Orient Express? You might as well not believe in 
Santa Claus. The Orient Express lives and will live forever. A thousand 
years from now, nay ten thousand years from now, it will continue to roll 
along the tracks of Europe.” 

Traer words were never spoken in a jest. 

And yet, one last mystery: Is the Orient Erqrress really dead? It is not. 
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despite its obituaries. It lives on not only in the hearts of romantics— but 
in timetables and Eurail passes. From my journal entry under Venice, 
dated August 24, 1964 , 1 find the following: “Took a motor launch from 
the Hotel Danieli to the Venice depot. The Orient Ejcpress, in from 
Athens, was waiting. We had two compartments. Orient Express left 
Venice at 12:10 p.m. and headed for Mfian, Lausanne, Paris. . . . Ori- 
ent Express brought us into Gare de Lyon, Paris, at 6:20 morning.” 

Recently, to straighten out the confusion caused by the announce- 
ments of the train's death, and its obvious resurrection, I consulted Oliv- 
ier Chermiset, an executive of the Compagnie Internationale des Wag- 
ons-Lits in Paris. According to M. Chermiset, the obituaries published in 
1961 and 1962 were misleading. What had come to an end was not the 
life of a train, but rather the train’s old route. The main Orient Express 
no longer goes from Paris to Vienna to Budapest to Istanbul. It simply 
goes to Vienna, and no farther. The Arlberg-Orient Express, which used 
to travel to Bucharest and Athens, now winds up its run at Vienna, too. 
And the Simplon-Orient Express, instead of passing out of existence in 
1962, suffered only a name change. It is now called the Direct Orient 
Express, and for $136 — the price of transportation and a first-class com- 
partment — the adventuresome traveler may board it in Paris, ride it 
through Lausanne, Milan, Venice, Trieste, Belgrade, Sofia, and still 
alight at Istanbul. Only when M. Chermiset began to speak of plans to 
make the Orient Express more democratic and modem — ^lower-priced 
compartments with berths for three, snack bars and cafeterias instead of 
diners — only tlien did I flee. For I had heard all I wanted to know: that 
there would be, as there had been in 1964, an Orient Express waiting for 
me again another summer in Venice. 

Yes, Virginia, there is an Orient Express. You can ignore the obitu- 
aries and pallbearers. They are the lie. And one more thing, Virginia. 
Ignore the debunkers. Listen to me. I was up at three that last morning, 
in the aisle of the Orient Express as it sped through Switzerland and 
France — and you know what? There was a lady in distress. Trae, she was 
only on her way to the bathroom. But she was swathed in a long mink 
coat, a mink coat and nothing else, nothing eke, Virginia. When that 
happens on an airplane. I’ll turn in my Wagons-Lits ticket and fly. But 
not before. No, never. 
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U NTIL THAT DAY in 1935, whcn he picked up his copy of The Times of 
London and as usual began to read the classified advertisements in 
the Personal column, Mr. Peter Fleming, a slender, dreamy young Eng- 
lishman, had lived a relatively dull and sedentary existence. 

Fleming’s background consisted of Oxford, a stint with BBC, and a 
brief job in Wall Street in New York. Now, as literary editor of the 
London Spectator, he was immune from all dangers but that of writer’s 
cramp. He sometimes played squash, but his favorite indoor sport con- 
sisted of musing over the Personal column of The Times. Here, in the 
small type of the world’s first and most famous Personal column, which 
for a century and a half had been nicknamed the “agony column,” Peter 
Fleming found his escape. 

“What strange kind of a creature can it be whose wolf-hound — ^now 
lost in Battersea Park — ^answers to the name of Effie?” he would reflect, 
as he read. “Why is Bingo heart-broken? And what possible use can Box 
A have for a horned toad?” 

On that particular day in 1933, when Fleming, as was his habit, read 
through the mysterious and romantic classified advertisements, he stum- 
bled suddenly upon one that made him sit up. It announced: 


Exploring and sporting expedition, under experi- 
enced guidance, leaving England June, to explore 
rivers Central Brazil, if possible ascertain fate Colo- 
nel Fawcett; abundance game, big and small; excep- 
tional fishing; ROOM TWO MORE GUNS; high- 
est references expected and given. Write Box X, 
The Times, E.C.4. 
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For the first time, Fleming did not idly speculate or let his fancy play 
over an advertisement. Instead, he answered it. As a result, within a few 
months, he was transported into the middle of the primitive Matto 
Grosso jungles of Central Brazil. There, led by an American whom 
Fleming chose to call Major Pingle, he found himself wading through 
piranhas, brushing off stinging insects, dodging wild animals, hiding 
from hostile natives, and constantly searching for traces of the renowned 
Colonel Fawcett, who had disappeared in 1925 while in quest of the 
fabulous City of Gold. 

After completing this excursion, Peter Fleming wrote a humorous best 
seller called Brazilian Adventure, Besides the fame and wealth that he 
soon acquired, he also became an explorer in Tartary and a traveler in 
Russia, China, Japan. He even manied Celia Johnson, who would later 
attain cinema stardom in the film Brief Encounter. 

Anonymity, daydreaming, the dull sedentary life were far behind — ^all 
because of a brief ad in the agony column of the London Times, 

Of course, this unusual case history is not meant to suggest that the 
agony column, in steady doses, is a sure cure-all for monotony. But cer- 
tainly, on the basis of past performances, the agony column of The 
Times, like all Personal columns modeled after it, remains one of the last 
modem outposts of hidden romance and adventure in a weary realistic 
existence made unhappy with the atom bomb, inflation, and Commu- 
nism. 

Few readers of the agony column ever actually succumb to its classi- 
fied invitations. Peter Fleming was one of these few, the rare exception. 
Most readers prefer to enjoy their adventures vicariously, in the arm- 
chair, on the bus, and their number is legion. It is a known fact that 
William Hazlitt, Charles Dickens, Tliomas Hardy, and Cardinal New- 
man were Constant Readers. So was Disraeli, and so was Queen Victo- 
ria. 

Today, the Queen of England, studying her special royal edition of 
The Times printed on rag paper, is an agony column fan. Among world 
leaders, the late Benito Mussolini once admitted that he followed the 
column. Winston Churchill, as well as dozens of others in politics, has 
found relaxation in perusing the agony ads. 

Perhaps the most celebrated reader of all was Sherlock Holmes — ^for 
whom mail, addressed to No. 221 B Baker Street, is still received daily by 
the London post office. In “The Adventure of the Engineer's Thumb,” 
the faithful Dr. Watson reports that “Sherlock Holmes was, as I ex- 
pected, lounging about his sitting-room in his dressing gown, reading the 
agony column of The Times,*' Again, flinging his newspaper aside, Sher- 
lock Holmes confesses, “I read nothing except the criminal news and the 
agony column. The latter is always instructive.” 
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For detectives and criminals alike, the agony column has, indeed, al- 
ways been instructive. In 1916, Anna Maria Lesser, die beautiful 
Ftaulein Doktor of the German Secret Service, invaded England during 
World War I posing as an Irishwoman, brogue and all. Following up a 
rumor that the English had invented an ironclad machine to ln:eak die 
trench deadlodc on the Western Front, Fiaulein Doktor moved into a 
little village near Hatfield Park. Here she got rid of die local scoutmas- 
ter, volunteered to take his place, and used her innocent boy scouts to 
spy on secret experiments being held before King George V and Lord 
Kitchener. One of her scouts watched an entire experiment from a tree, 
and described in detail the first invented tank to Fraulein Doktor, who, 
in turn, transmitted the intelligence to Germany. When things got hot, 
the Fraulein used the agony column at least twice to communicate her 
findings to other spies bound for the Continent. It is a known fiict that 
several German graduates of Elzbeth Schragmuller's infamous Antwerp 
spy school kept in constant touch with one another and with their lead- 
ers through the agony column, where strange ads, no matter how cryptic 
or curious, excited no suspicion. 

In World War II, Nazi agents in England tried to repeat the success- 
ful use of the agony column by their World War I predecessors. British 
Intelligence admits such attempts were made, and quickly adds that 
every means was employed to block such use of the agony column by 
enemy spies. Odd or suspicious advertisements, as recently as two years 
ago, were submitted by the London Times to the ofEcial government 
censor. Cryptic messages, from persons who had not advertised in the 
agony column before, were often rejected. In many cases, either The 
Times or British Intelligence quietly investigated the background of ad- 
vertisers. 

Today, Scotland Yard uses the column as an unconventional arm of 
the law when hunting for murderers, thieves, blackmailers, and adven- 
turers. While The Times does not permit a Personal advertisement to 
appear in a foreign language, curiously it allows ads to appear in code or 
cipher. Several times Scotland Yard has secretly solved code messages in 
the ads and thus learned what criminals were communicating with one 
another. In one case, Scotland Yard detectives, after breaking a black- 
mailer’s code, composed a dummy ad in the same code and planted it in 
the agony column. The trick worked. The blackmailer was trapped, and 
arrested. 

Scotland Yard, however, is not the only code breaker. Often ordinary 
readers, who regard the column as a diversion superior to crossword puz- 
zles, will try to find the key to a cipher. TTiis game proves as stimulating 
as opening someone dse’s mail. Occasionally, a prankster among these 
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win write and insert a felse ad in the same cipher, and shatter a budding 
romance. One such case occurred as far bade as ninety-four years ago, 
and wirii sad consequences. 

Two lovers were holding fervent dandestine meetings in the agony 
column. TTieir notes to one another were in dpher. On February ii, 
185^ one contacted the other in die agony column as follows: 

CENERENTOiA. Jsyng id mifwy nx Xnhp mfaj ywnji 
yt kwfrj fs jeogfitynts Kwt dtz gzy hfssty Xngjshj nx 
xfsjxy nk ymf ywzj hfzxj nx sty zxzujhyji; nk ny nx 
tgg xytwnjx bngg gj xnkyji yt ymj gtyytr. It dtz 
wjrjrgiw tzw htzn’x knwxy uwtutznynts: ymnsp tk 
ny. 

The villain in the piece, apparently the girl’s father, noticed the ad, 
suspected his daughter and her lover, and decided to teach them a les- 
son. He set to work studying ciphers, and found that this one was quite 
elementary. It was based on a primitive code used by Julius Caesar. 
With solution in hand, the girl's father, determined to show the errant 
pair diat he knew what was up, translated the ciphered ad and openly 
published it in the agony column. It read: 

CENERENTOLA. Until my heart is sick have I tried to 
frame an explanation for you, but cannot. Silence is 
safest if the true cause is not suspected. If it is, all 
stories will be sifted to the bottom. Do you remem- 
ber our cousin’s first proposition? Think of it. N pstb 
Dtz. 

Except for correcting some atrocious typographical errors, the father 
made only one addition. He added the three last words, written in the 
very code he had broken — “N pstb Dtz” — meaning "I know you.” 

But the irate parent wasn’t through. Having solved the coded ad, and 
published his solution, he now answered it with vigor in an ad of his 
own. On February 19, the father addressed the lovers in the agony col- 
umn as follows: 

CENESENTOiA. What nousenscl Your cousin’s propo- 
sition is absurd. I have given an explanation, the true 
one, which has perfectly satisfied both parties, a thing 
which 'silenee never could have effeeted. So no more 
absurdity. 
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This was the last word. No more cryptograms were exchanged be- 
tween the couple. Obviously, Irate Parent had won, and the Constant 
Reader was obliged to return sadly to the more pedestrian Personal ads 
that begged prodigal sons to return home or suggested “tonight, same 
hour, same place.” 

Today, though an established English institution, the agony column is 
by no means confined to the British Isles. The agony column has imita- 
tors in the newspapers of every civilized nation on earth and in every 
state of the United States. The American who, for his armchair adven- 
ture, picks up his New York Daily News or Chicago Tribune or San 
Francisco Chronicle, to turn with relish to the classified ads and run 
through the Personals, is reading only variations on an idea started by 
The Times of London as long ago as 1785. One American, the short- 
story writer O. Henry, acknowledged that he derived many of his ideas 
for fiction from his habit of reading these paid notices. 

The Personal column, as a form of inexpensive amusement and a 
springboard for glamorous daydreams, is now as much a part of the 
American scene (and with about as much promise of escape) as the 
activities in print of Mr. Dick Tracy and Mr. J. Edgar Hoover. The New 
York Times alone receives as many as 2,500,000 classified ads a year, and 
a goodly number of these are in the best agony-column tradition. Recent 
ads included a request for “a haunted house” in Manhattan, and for 
buyers interested in 60,000 clean chicken wishbones. A typical New York 
Times ad, not long ago, requested that “Anyone knowing whereabouts 
of Robert Charlton, last heard of in New York 1900, or his descendants, 
communicate with Gilbert Charlton (brother), address 15 Brighton 
Street, Petersham, New South Wales, Australia.” A month later The 
New York Times learned that the brothers, separated almost a half cen- 
tury and by thousands of miles, had incredibly been reunited through 
this Personal notice. 

At the other end of the country, the Los Angeles Times, in its Per- 
sonal column, carries numerous provocative ads beginning, “Lonely? 
Plain sealed details free.” Other ads hold out a variety of rare promises. 
For those who want money, “Cash for diamonds.” For those who want 
their loved ones, “Missing persons traced.” For those who demand less, 
“Good home desired for good boy 12.” 

Because of its reader-amusement value, as well as its revenue potential- 
ities, the Personal column has spread from newspapers to popular maga- 
zines and even trade journals. One American weekly, the Saturday Re- 
view, features some of the best agony ads in the business. Here, in an 
average issue, we find an “unusually stupid, utterly untalented charmless 
harmless male” eager to meet “similarly endowed female.” Here we find 
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a “woman, weary of city’s drabness, invites correspondence from green 
hills far away,” Here, too, we find a Hawkshaw prepared to ferret out 
“information discreetly” on “any matter, peBon, problem, anywhere,” 

But these American versions of the agony column, while good, are not 
the best. The best is still the original Personal column of The Times of 
London. Because it outranks all its imitators for sheer entertainment, 
drama, and eccentricity, the agony column of The Times has become the 
center of a growing legend. Earl Derr Biggers, before inventing Charlie 
Chan, used the agony column as the subject and title of a murder mys- 
tery. Both Edgar Wallace and Sir Arthur Conan Doyle drew upon it 
regularly for their fiction. Researchers into curiosities of human nature 
referred to the agony column. Only a few years ago, two American psy- 
chologists excerpted ads from the column to help illustrate character 
differences for their weighty tome. Plots and Personalities. 

Today, the agony column appears daily on the front page of the staid 
London Times. This front page, with its seven columns of small type, is 
the only front page in London, and one of the very few in the world, 
devoted entirely to classified advertisements. The third column from the 
left, the one nicknamed the agony column, is headed with its formal 
name — “Personal.” Beneath this heading is a brief passage from the 
Bible (the Times personnel call it the Text), and a different quotation 
submitted by readers is used each day. A typical Text, which appeared in 
a recent edition, read, “ ‘As ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
also to them likewise’ — St. Luke vi, 31.” 

The ads themselves occupy the rest of the column. Many persons sub- 
mit ads thirty and forty lines long, but these are returned, since an ad 
needs an exceptional reason to be allowed more than five lines or thirty 
words. A five-line ad costs ten dollars and must be written in prose. Ads 
containing poetry are rejected. Display ads, ditto. The taboo against dis- 
play ads was broken only once — “in the interests of justice” — and that 
was back in 1845. A wealthy gentleman had received three threatening 
letters, each in a different bandwriting. He wanted to publish facsimiles 
of these letters, along with an offer of a $100 reward to anyone identify- 
ing their sources, in the agony column. The police thought that it was a 
good idea, and so The Times relaxed its policy and ran the display ad. 

The man in charge of the agony column is a small, gray-haired, reti- 
cent advertising veteran named Mr. L. Canna. He looks like an elderly 
Bob Cratchit. He has been handling classified ads for The Times for 
over thirty years, and two years ago was made the head of the agony 
column. His domain consists of a somewhat ventilated room (it was 
damaged by a hundred-pound Luftwaffe bomb during the Blitz) in The 
Times building off Printing House Square in London. The room has a 
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counter and post-office-style grilles, before which most advertisers appear 
in person with their insertions. A small percentage of ads are submitted 
by mail, and some of these come from the United States. Americans like 
to send ads offering to sell Englishmen their old clodies^ but Mr. Canna 
cannot accq)t these ads because of British cunency control. 

Mr. Canna’s main problem is postwar censorship. “The agony column 
does not advertise adoptions,” he says. “It does not advertise political 
grumbles, and it does not accept lonely-hearts or matrimonial advertise- 
ments.” During the war, according to Mr. Canna, the agony column was 
swamped with matrimonial ads sent in by American GI's stationed in 
England. “The American boys usually described the English girls they 
wanted to marry. They wrote out the color of eyes preferred, the height 
and weight prefened, and in several cases suggested that if the female 
applicant had a little capital it would go a long way in her favor. The 
majorit}' of GI’s also sent in photographs of themselves to go with the 
ads. We returned all, explaining that The Times does not handle this 
sort of advertisement.” 

Mr. Canna is constantly on the alert for other transgressions. If a man 
wishes to repudiate his wife’s debts in the agony column, the ad must be 
submitted through an attorney. If a housewife wishes to advertise the 
sale of her furniture, she must prove her identity and give her address, 
since The Times does not like to have retail dealers use the column. If, 
after a robbery, the victim submits an ad stating that anyone returning 
the stolen goods “will be rewarded” and “no questions asked,” Mr. 
Canna must reject the ad since its publication would put The Times in 
the position of aiding and abetting a crime. 

Many source books have vainly attempted to analyze the character of 
those ads that finally appear in the agony column. The august Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica describes the agony column as one devoted to “an- 
nouncements of losses or bequests ... a medium also for matrimonial 
advertisements.” Mr. Canna shakes his head over this. “Entirely inade- 
quate and entirely incorrect,” he says. Mr. Canna likes to read from a 
brochure on the agony column, issued by The Times, which defines the 
column more dramatically. “The largest human reading is found in our 
Personal column. Here, speaking in accents uncouth, is found the Aver- 
age Man himself.” 

Most members of The Times feel that the essence of the column was 
best caught by Constant Reader Peter Fleming. “The world of the 
Agony Column is a world of romance,” wrote Fleming, “across which 
sundered lovers are for ever hurrying to a familiar rendezvous (‘same 
time, same place’) : a world in which jewellery is constantly being left in 
taxi-cabs with destinations which must surely be compromising: a world 
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of faded and rather desperate gentdity, peopled largely by Old Etonians 
and ladies of title ... a world in which every object has a sentimental 
value, evoy young man a good appearance, and only the highest refer- 
ences are exdianged: an anxious, urgent, cryptic world: a world in which 
anything may happen.” 

Indeed a world in which anything may happen. A world in which the 
following advertisement (which was permitted to exceed The Times’ 
length restrictions), a novel in itself, a motion picture scenario certainly, 
recently appeared: 

Middle-aged peer and peeress, energetic, capable, 
former with military and business experience, good 
linguist (French, German); latter good organizer, 
two and one-half years general nursing experience 
(London and military); desire suitable employment 
together with accommodations; no salary. London or 
near south or southwest England prefened. 

The stream of dramatic and curious ads, in recent years, has been 
endless. Mr. Ganna’s favorites include the ad offering to sell a tiny island 
off the Spanish Main, and another offering an isle in the Bahamas at a 
reduced price. Mr. Ganna also remembers the man who advertised in the 
agony column for a parrot — offering to pay four dollars for every word 
the parrot could speak. Mr. Ganna often clips his favorite ads, and one 
of these reads: “Wanted to hire. A full-grown forest-bred Bengal Tiger. 
Very active.” 

The agony column has carried insertions offering a batch of lion cubs 
for sale, a request for miniature monkeys (“I will pay $4 per ounce for 
the monkeys”), an inquiry for mustache cups, and an offer to purchase 
all Aeolian harps that could be had. Sometimes cryptic ads appear from 
Inland Revenue acknowledging the receipt of money — ^published at the 
request of persons who, having once evaded income tax, guiltily, anony- 
mously, send in conscience money. 

Recently, when I visited the London Times, I went through innumer- 
able files of Personal columns. A typical advertiser had a “used Rolls- 
Royce” to sell or “an evening gown, worn once.” Mostly there were 
ex-servicemen seeking “remunerative posts,” including the lieutenant 
colonel “with high-powered car,” and the “ex-RAF wing commander, 
suffering from overdose of political inertia.” 

Then there was the young accountant who lacked money to support 
his wife and two daughters and wished “to contact a Gentleman with 
desire to arrange mortgage on my house.” There was the person with 
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"Nelson relics for sale, American ofiEers are welcome.” There was "the 
advertiser wishing to free himself from the tyranny of possessions, will 
sell car, pictures, camera, stamps, guns.” And, as in prewar days, the 
"titled lady and Oxford man wflling to take small party young people on 
educational tour of France, Switzerland, Italy, Portugal.” 

In these columns I met the most interesting people. The “gentle- 
woman” who “takes paying guests in her beautiful country mansion.” 
The “young married ex-officer” who “requires practical experience of 
mushroom-growing.” Tlie “stammering [gentleman]” who “wishes to 
meet another gentleman suflFering from similar disability with view to dis- 
cussing means of improvement.” Here, too, I met the “lady, aged 25” 
who “wishes to see the world,” the “ex-Major, aged 29” who is “de- 
spondent in today’s world of moribund commercialism,” and the “lady, 
46, suffering acutely from Head Noises.” 

Other ads intrigued with their half-told dramas: 

Decidedly NO. Too dogmatic. Lack sympathy. Noth- 
ing in common between us — O. 

C.A. You should remain steadfast whatever the cost. 

— Heartbroken mother. 

Home wanted for Gentleman subject to alcoholic 
bouts. Supervision required. 

Grateful thanks to the Lady of Lourdes. — H.B. 

Susan. Please tell me how you are and what you are 
doing. Time isn’t changing anything. Love always. 

— ^Jon. 

Hong Kong Resident whose library was looted during 
the Japanese occupation, wants to negotiate for re- 
placement. 

Articulated skeleton required. 

But if today’s ads appear to have dramatic possibilities, they are but 
minor intrigue compared to some of the pathetic, villainous, and zany 
ads of the past. Although the first Personal column of The Times saw 
light in 1785, occasional ads of this type were printed years earlier when 
the paper was known as the Daily Universal Register. And even before, 
bizarre Personal advertisements were being published, such as the one 
that appeared in London during 1749, as part of the design for a gigantic 
practical joke. 
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In that year several celebrated persons, including the Duke of Port- 
land and the Earl of Chesterfield, were seated in their London club dis- 
cussing the question of human gullibility. 

‘T will wager,’' said the duke, ^'that let a man advertise the most im- 
possible thing in the world, and he will find fools enough in London to 
fill a playhouse and pay handsomely for the privilege of being there.” 

The Earl of Chesterfield objected. '‘Surely, if a man should say that he 
would jump into a quart bottle, nobody would believe that.” 

It was a tough challenge, but the duke stuck to his guns. He insisted 
that people would be gullible enough to believe it and made the wager. 

The two wrote out a Personal advertisement: 

AT THE NEW THEATRE IN THE HAYMAR- 
KET, on Monday next, the i6th instant, is to be 
seen a Person who performs the most surprising 
thing — ^viz. He presents you with a common Wine 
Bottle, which any of the spectators may first exam- 
ine; this Bottle is placed on a Table in the middle of 
the Stage, and he (without any equivocation) goes 
into it, in the sight of all the spectators, and sings 
in it; during his stay in the Bottle, any Person may 
handle it, and see plainly that it does not exceed a 
common Tavern Bottle. Tickets to be had at tlie 
Theatre. To begin a half an hour after six o'clock. 

The appearance of the advertisement created a sensation in London. 
There was a great rush for tickets priced from two to seven shillings, and 
on the scheduled night, the pit seats, the boxes, the galleries were packed 
with people. They waited patiently, until the appointed hour came and 
passed, and then they began to boo and catcall, ^fhe theater manager 
appeared, bowed, apologized for the delay, and announced that he 
would refund the money if the performer did not appear in fifteen min- 
utes. Fifteen minutes came, went — ^thirty minutes, an hour. The galleries 
began to hiss ominously. A nobleman threw a lighted candle from his 
box onto the stage. Then, as one, the audience rose, began ripping up 
seats and benches, began tearing down fixtures and curtain. Inside, the 
entire theater was gutted. Outside, its furnishings were transformed into 
a huge bonfire. In the chaos, someone stole off with the box office re- 
ceipts. 

And the Duke of Portland won his wager. 

Thereafter, and for 162 successive years, the agony column dominated 
the game and offered a field day for its readers. High romance was afoot 
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as early as August 20, 1795, when the following notice appeared in tiie 
Pasonal column of the ten-year-old Times: 

If the Lady who, on Tuesday morning last, between 
12 and 1 o’clock, was addressed by a Gentleman near 
the top of King Street, Covent Garden, when Uiey 
afterwards walked together in that neighborhood, 
and an unexpected separation abruptly happened, 
would favour that Gentleman with a few lines, di- 
rected to A£. at the Turk's Head Coffeehouse, in 
the Strand, to remain till called for, and mentioning 
any morning, place and hour, when and where he 
may have the satisfaction of meeting her again, he 
would esteem himself much obliged. 

One’s imagination soars. Who was the ardent Gentleman? Up from 
the country, no doubt, or he would have been walking in a better part of 
town and would not have accosted an unattended Lady. And the Lady? 
"Who was the unknown fair who had made such an impression on the 
gentleman who accosted her?” muses an editor of The Times. “Ladies 
encountered by chance in Covent Garden, unaccompanied and of none 
too difficult access, were not generally the type for the renewal of whose 
acquaintance one would insert eager appeals in The Times. What was 
she? Clarissa Harlowe or Moll Flanders? A Countess incognito? A mas- 
querading lady’s-maid (the 18th century was much too full of these)? A 
beautiful distressed Emigre from across the Channel?” And how did their 
unexpected separation come about? The Lady’s guardian, her husband — 
who or what frightened her? And, after the Personal ad appeared, did she 
write, did they meet again? What tragicomedy followed? 

The agony column merely posed the questions, started the game. Each 
reader supplied his own answers. But other provocative advertisements 
overshadowed that one. In 1795, came a simple, somewhat tenifying 
announcement. “A most capital, superb, and valuable assemblage of 
jewels, late the property of Madame la Comtesse du Barry, deceased.” 
Madame du Barry had lost her head, in France, two years before. And in 
1798, when matrimonial advertisements were still permitted, a touch of 
humor. A gentleman requests a wife. "I am of excellent and unimpaired 
constitution, but afflicted with an incurable weakness in the knees, occa- 
sioned by the kick of an Ostrich.” And, in that same year, another amus- 
ing advertisement. “Two pigs found swimming in the 'Thames, near 
Westminster Bridge. Now safely lodged, awaiting a suitable reward, at 
the Swan, by Lambeth Church.” 
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A whole series of mundane patent medicines and new inventions ush- 
ered in the 1800’s. In the agony column “a Medical Man” ofiFers for sale 
his newly invented “Patent Coestus,” an elastic steel belt, “used in my 
own temQy above 15 years, preserves the vital organs from pressure and 
retains the figure in that beautiful oval form so remarkable in Grecian 
sculpture.” Another ad features “Soyer's Magic Stove” which “enables a 
Gentleman to cook his dinner in his pocket.” And of greater moment, 
the first announcement, by some genius, of braces or suspenders. “New 
invented gallowses or breeches suspensors, for keeping up the breeches 
without girting them tight around the waist, but, on the contrary, keep 
them well up and loose.” 

Between 1848 and 1900, an endless number of eccentric and unrelated 
ads dot the agony column : 

You could not speak. It was so sudden. I am a good 
rider. Green is my fevorite color. I want money. 

Small House. Danger. Cross the sea. 

Since Friday morning I die hourly. Where are you 
and when will you return? — ^J.S. 

My colours are nailed not tied to the masthead. T. 

Hampstead Heath Enclosure. Something’s up. 

If tlie youth that left Islington on Sunday evening 
can remember that he ever had a mother, he is in- 
formed he will soon be deprived of that blessing, ex- 
cept he immediately writes with particulars, or per- 
sonally appears before her. 

Cloves. Many things have forced themselves upon 
me. From the past let us gather strength. T wants to 
meet Bird. Infelix. 

I entreat you to keep your word, or it may be fatal. 

Laws were made to bind the villains of society. 

However, the most intriguing ads in the Victorian era ran in series, the 
interested parties corresponding through Personal ads. Readers followed 
these as avidly as Dickens’ serials. For example, between July and No- 
vember of 1850, the following advertisements appeared: 

The one-winged dove must die unless the Crane re- 
turns to be a shield against her enemies. 
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Somerset, S.B. The mate of the Dove must take 
wing forever unless a material change takes place. 

It is enough. One man alone upon earth have I found 
noble. Away from me forever. Cold heart and mean 
spirit, you have lost what millions, empires, could 
not have bought, but which a single word, truth- 
fully and nobly spoken might have made your own 
to all eternity! Yet you ^re forgiven, depart in peace. 

I rest in my Redeemer. 

TTie mate of the Dove bids a final farewell. Adieu to 
the British Isles, although such a resolution cannot 
be accomplished without poignant grief. W. 

The most mysterious series consisted of three cryptic ads in three 
different years. On March 24, 1849, this appeared in the agony column: 
""No doormat tonight.'' One year later, March 28, 1850, the message 
was: ""Doormat and beans tonight." More than a year later. May 28, 
1851, only: ""Doormat tonight." Students of the agony column have 
speculated for years on this series. What did the key word ""doormat" 
mean? Did it mean the absence of a stern father or a jealous husband, or 
did it point to the victim of a murder? History provides no answer but 
the reader's own. 

The longest single series of advertisements in the agony column ran 
fifteen years, from 1850 to 1865, and was inserted by an eccentric mil- 
lionaire named E. J. Wilson. TTiere appeared a steady bombardment of 
ads, written (when The Times had as yet no ban on foreign languages) 
in French, German, and English. These advertisements tell a sad little 
story. Wilson worked in the British Customs OEce, had a private for- 
tune, married, and produced a daughter. He became involved in some 
smuggling scheme; his wife objected and left him. For fifteen years, 
through the agony column, he tried to woo her back. His advertisements 
followed her when she traveled to Stockholm and to Paris. His paid 
notices eventually accused her openly of having a lover. She replied, in 
the agony column, to this charge. ""You are deceived. I foster none, but 
am true to ties of happier days. Open to me a communication and a 
public investigation. Mary." Many of Wilson's ads were in code: 
""ACHILLES has got the lever. Corruption sinks and virtue swims. 
E.J.W." Finally, in October, 1865, having lost his job, his fortune, and 
his health, Wilson arranged a meeting with the wife whom he had not 
seen in a decade and a half. The time and place of the meeting appeared 
in an ad in the agony column. Whatever the outcome of this meeting, 
Wilson had placed his last advertisement. 
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And today, others take up where Wilson left off. In the tiny print of 
tire agony column, in a vocabulary replete with words like “desperate” 
and “brokenhearted,” parted lovers continue to meet, schemes for easy 
millions continue to materialize, beautiful old Paisley shawls continue to 
sell, and escapists desiring “any sort of remunerative adventure, would 
risk all” continue to defy the ever-more-crowded columns of Mortgage 
Investments, Legal Notices, Business Offers — ^and Births and Deaths. 

XK< 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

I became interested in the agony column of The Times of London 
while I was living at the Athenaeum Court off Green Park, and later at 
the Savoy Hotel, in London during the bitter winter of 1946 and 1947. 
The city was still suffering from the aftereffects of the Second World 
War, and there were food shortages, and rationing was still in existence. 
The standard price for an austere postwar dinner was five shillings, al- 
though if you were in a better-class restaurant, then two to six shillings 
extra was added as a “house charge.” Lunch was always an omelet made 
from powdered eggs, and tea. Dinner was usually three courses, a soup 
thick with potatoes, chicken patties and brussels sprouts, and a sweet. If 
the diner wanted bread with his meal, he had to give up one of his three 
courses. Since I was a compulsive bread eater, and there was no bread 
with the regular meals, 1 w'as constantly famished. In fact, the highlight 
of that visit to London occurred when an English newspaper corre- 
spondent, connected with Buckingham Palace, appeared at my hotel 
room on New Year’s Day of 1947 with an overwhelmingly generous gift 
— a loaf of bread that he had purloined from his own mother’s ration. 

During those London evenings, as I contemplated my receding navel 
(I lost seventeen pounds in that period), I would often try to take my 
mind off my stomach by reading the London Times. Since I was not 
interested in cricket or bird-watching or Labour’s latest program, this 
was not particularly diverting — until I discovered what I had for several 
weeks overlooked; the agony column. This discovery was a major en- 
chantment. And from that time on, I read the agony column as reli- 
giously as the Archbishop of Canterbury read his daily Scripture. I lost 
my interest in the staff of life because I now had what a writer needs 
most of all — food for thought. 

Before leaving London, I began to research the agony column, ques- 
tioning the oldest employees of The Times and spending hours poring 
over back editions of the newspaper. Later, in Los Angeles, in 1948, I 
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wrote my story of the world’s foremost Personal column. I wrote about it 
for pleasure, as one writes about an unusual hobby like collecting porce- 
lain buttons or locks of human hair or epitaphs on tombstones. I then 
filed away my precious story, awaiting some future time when the imme- 
diate postwar tensions and the atmosphere of all-work-and-no-play would 
be supplanted by a new era of leisure and well-being. While preparing 
this book, 1 decided that such a day had dawned. Many Americans who 
sought escape from the harsher aspects of life, who wanted mental diver- 
sion and fleeting peace of mind, were turning more feverishly to cross- 
word puzzles, Double-Crostics, mathematical games, and James Bond. 
Surely these were the ones to be reminded of the stimulations, chal- 
loiges, amusements, and ultimate contentment available to them every 
day through their local Personal columns, heirs to the honored agony 
column of The Times of London. 

As a matter of fact, in recent years I have found that more and more 
Americans are reading, and later reciting their favorite items from, the 
Personal columns of their own favorite newspaper. Every so often, lately, 
I find myself reading a newspaper report or feature about a Personal 
advertisement in some other city that has led to the arrest of a criminal, 
the reunion of a long-separated family, the location of a missing heir, the 
exposure of an espionage ring, or the beginning of an exotic adventure. 

In October of 1962, the Hearst newspaper chain carried the story of a 
Personal advertisement that had appeared in the San Francisco Exam- 
iner six months earlier, and which had led to a denouement that few 
authors of fiction could equal, let alone improve upon, in their most 
fertile imaginings. 

The circumstances that fostered this dramatic Personal advertisement 
were these: In 1954, an elderly antique dealer named Clarke was found 
dead in his shop. He had been tortured, then slashed to death. In his 
shop were also found two ornate swords bearing bloody fingerprints. In 
i960, the Federal Bureau of Investigation came across fingerprints of a 
steelworker named Robert Lee Kidd, who was living in Gary, Indiana. 
His fingerprints matched those on the swords in the shop where the 
antique dealer had been murdered six years before. 

The authorities learned that Kidd, a former sailor, and a heavy 
drinker, and his devoted wife Gladys, had lived in San Francisco at the 
time of the crime. A year later they had moved to Gary, where Kidd 
found steady employment and settled down. Kidd was charged with the 
murder, brought back to California for trial, tried, found guilty, and 
sentenced to the gas chamber. After the state Supreme Court reversed 
the verdict on a technicality, a second trial was held. This resulted in a 
hung jury. When a third trial was scheduled, Gladys Kidd, by now to- 
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tally impoverished, passionatdy certain of her husband’s innocence, be- 
came desperate. What she wanted was a topflight mminal lawyer, who 
believed in her husband’s innocence as firmly as she did. Without 
knowledge of such an attorney, or funds to hire him if she found him, 
she wondered what could be done for her mate. 'The critical trial was 
only eight weeks off. At almost the last minute she struck upon the idea 
of inserting a brief advertisement in the Personal column of the San 
Francisco Examiner. 

Gladys Kidd wrote her ad, paid for it, and in the normal process of 
events it appeared in the classified section of May 2, 1962: 

I don’t want my husband to die in the gas chamber 
for a crime he did not commit. I will therefore offer 
my services for 10 years as a cook, maid or house- 
keeper to any leading attorney who will defend him 
and bring about his vindication. 522 Hayes St. UN 
3 - 9799 - 

'The drama inherent in the routinely printed advertisement sent 
Gladys Kidd’s plea and offer vaulting onto front pages of newspapers 
throughout the country. Five prominent attorneys immediately came 
forward and offered to serve her. She selected Vincent Hallinan, one of 
the most gifted and colorful attorneys in San Francisco, a city filled with 
great lav/yers. Hallinan set out to prove that Kidd was a decent human 
being, and at the same time to imply that the police had done a poor job 
of investigation and to cover up their failure had built a shaky case 
against Kidd. 

In the third trial, the defense attorney interrogated a University of 
California criminologist, who stated tliat neither of the swords in the 
victim’s antique shop had been employed as the murder weapon. Kidd’s 
attorney then intenogated an antique specialist, to show that such 
swords were sold, bought, resold frequently, and the same ones turned 
up in shop after shop. Finally, the attorney interrogated Kidd himself, 
and revealed that Kidd and a friend had often browsed through San 
Francisco antique shops, and had once visited a shop where they had 
come upon these same swords, picked them up, and engaged in a playful 
duel during which Kidd’s fingers were cut, which accounted for his blood- 
stained prints. Apparently the weapons had found their way to Clarke’s 
shop, although Clarke had not been murdered with either weapon. The 
jury deliberated, and after eleven hours announced that Kidd was not 
guilty. But when it was time for payment, attorney Hallinan declined to 
accept Gladys Kidd’s offer of ten years’ bondage. 
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Once again, a Personal column had served not only dreamers — but 
justice. 

Yet, it is unlikely that this Personal column, or any others in America 
or the rest of the world, would have existed to serve people like the 
Kidds had not the agony column of the London Times made such adver- 
tisements fashionable and popular. 

Recently, I wondered if the situation of the original agony column, 
and the rules under which the column was conducted, had been altered 
in any way during the seventeen years since I had written about it. I 
made inquiries of the managers of The Times and soon had my answers. 

Since 1962, The Times, as well as its advertising offices, has occupied 
quarters in a new building, unscarred by bombs. Mr. Ganna, the adver- 
tising veteran of thirty years who had been in charge of the agony col- 
umn when I had been in London in 1947, had retired from The Times 
and relinquished his supervision of the column in 1952. The Times ap- 
peared loath to mention his successor by name, informing me: '‘These 
days no one individual has sole charge of the Personal column. ... It 
would be misleading to introduce personalities.*' 

The placement and format of the column remain immutable against 
the changes often demanded by progress — the front page and tiny type 
are as ever. Today, customers cannot submit an ad of less than two lines, 
for which they are charged eighteen shillings and sixpence per six-word 
line. However, in seventeen years, many old restrictions — such as those 
against political ads, foreign-language ads, matrimonial ads, and ads 
longer than five lines — ^have broken down. An executive of the London 
Times defined the new and more liberal policy for me as follows: "There 
are now no restrictions on size or language (provided that we are sent a 
translation for our own records) ; we do however still exclude all forms of 
display advertising from these columns. Political advertisements are gen- 
erally acceptable; so, within the bounds of reason and good taste, would 
be lonely-hearts advertisements — although I do not recall any instances 
of such advertising. Adoption advertisements are illegal in this country." 

But the most outstanding attraction of the agony column, its colorful 
contents, remains unspoiled by time. In studying the Personal notices for 
1962, 1963, 1964, and 1965, I was relieved and pleased to see that the 
column was still a parade ground for the dramatic, the provocative, the 
bizarre, the comic, the romantic, the mysterious. 

Only a few new trends disturbed me. While The Times always per- 
mitted the agony column to serve as a marketplace for the wares of indi- 
viduals, they had also always sternly rejected any invasion from retail 
dealers. However, unless I misread certain ads, this commercialized inva- 
sion has slyly begun. In an issue of The Times for September, 1964, I 
was at first heartened, then disillusioned, by the following: 
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Deirdre — ^Fly at once. All discovered — ^Hugo. Every- 
one knows about us! All agree you must leave Lon- 
don now! Come and work out of town with me. If 
your firm won’t go, you must. Tell your fiendish 
bosses lots of new offices going up in Essex, Herts, 
etc. Get him to write to Mr. A. Galbraith at the 
Location of Offices Bureau . . . 

To the true agony-column addict, this deceptive realty salesmanship is 
deplorable. All purists must regard such invasions of the column’s func- 
tion as beastly. 

However, I must quickly add that individual sales of personal wares, or 
inquiries after objets d’oddity, are as tantalizing and satisfying as they 
have ever been. I need only quote a sampling of advertisements concern- 
ing goods that appeared between 1962 and 1964, to reassure fellow 
devotees: 


Honeymoon tent, brand new and unused; cost 42 
pounds, will accept 34 pounds. Write Box K 160. 

Lordship of Manor. Ancient documents and right to 
use the title '‘Lord of the Manor” 13th century 
origin; will only be sold to British residents with 
good references. Write Box E 1470. 

Covered Waggon Or Suchlike. Will any person who 
abominating seeing children left outside, while par- 
ents are drinking, lend any two large covered ve- 
hicles to use during the rebuilding, as a temporary 
children’s play place. 

Regretfully, too, I found some indication, in a certain type of new 
advertisement, that England is fast becoming a land of many Scrooges. 
"A large number of people,” an executive of The Times told me, "have 
been putting ads of holiday greetings in the Personal column instead of 
sending Christmas cards.” 

More or less typical of these were the persons who, in the Christmas 
week of 1962, placed this ad in the agony column: "C.T.P., N.J.S.L., 
T.A.M.E., I.M.O., D.I.A.H. are too idle and too broke to send Christ- 
mas cards” — and then offered their best wishes, wholesale, to one and 
all. 

Happily, in Christmas week of 1964, another English couple recanted 
a similar heresy, when they advised the agony column readers, "Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Muir will not be making an announcement in The Times 
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this year. Instead tihey will be sending their friends Christmas cards." 

As always, no wedc passes without some En^ish subject advertising 
his gratefulness (for whatever intriguing and undisclosed personal bene- 
fits he has received) to the Maker and the Son and all die Heavenly 
Hosts. Glancing through the agony columns of recent years, I found 
F. M. T. proclaiming, “Many Thanls to Almighty God that we are justi- 
fied by Faith alone,” and J. B. calling out, “Giatefol Thanks to Our Lady 
of Fatima, St. Jud^ and St. Anthony,” and J. A. N. flatly stating, “Many 
Thanks for Religious Freedom in Protestant England,” and J. P. pa- 
thetically imploring, “Saint Martin de Porres, half-caste and illegitimate, 
cure us of intolerance.” 

The balance of the Personal columns of the last four years I found 
brimming with gems of dramatic promise, casual little advertisements 
ready to send a hundred Peter Flemings into a hundred strange adven- 
tures. Some recent examples from the agony column of The Times are: 

Darling Rita — ^most beautiful 20-year old for the 
next 365 days — My love always, John. 

Madame Seiphoui MendiHian seeks her son, An- 
tranik MendiHian, bom . . . Turkey, 1910. Would 
anyone having any information concerning his where- 
abouts please contact Mme. Serphoui MendiHian 
. . . Marseille, 1 5c, France. 

Married Couple in late 30’s would like to join lively 
party for Christmas, please reply to Box S 651. 

Crocodile Hunting. Advice wanted, good dinner of- 
fered. Write Box P 1896. 

A lady of title would like to chaperone debutante. 

Every advantage. Write Box M 1307. 

A Persian passport was left in a train on Saturday 
5th December; if found please return it to Embassy. 

MacGreen — ^Would Mrs. MacGreen of London, who 
had in her care, Victor Rober Liukkonen from Fin- 
land, about year 1899, please contact Mrs. Jenny 
Lind, Helsinki Liisankatu 17 C 19 Finland. 

Finally, on May 13, 1965, the Personal column of The Times received 
a unique curtsy of homage from an American visitor. On that date, the 
agony column carried the following advertisement: 
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New York — ^Extremely nliable and competent young 
woman, 25-35, needed to look after girl of seven and 
boy four in New York City; English or French native 
language. Telephone, Hyde Park 3808 or 9666, be- 
tween 10 and 12. 

The advertisement had been placed by Mrs. John F. Kennedy. 
Confident that there will always be an England, I am satisfied that 
there will always be an agony column and a world (minimum two lines, 
no display ads) of infinite wonder. 
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W HEN in February of 1945, Franklin D. Roosevelt offered the mag- 
nificent gift of a fully equipped C-47 to King Ibn Saud of Saudi 
Arabia, international diplomacy was challenged. Winston Churchill, for 
one, felt that his country must not be outdone by the United States' 
effort to butter up the old Arab war-horse. Yet, what could austere Brit- 
ain offer to match F.D.R.'s airplane? 

Then Churchill hit upon it. While he knew Ibn Saud owned five 
hundred automobiles, varying widely as to age and pedigree, he also 
knew that the Arab did not possess that ultimate luxury which Church- 
ill, the British people, and most of the world's leaders regarded as Eng- 
land's foremost product. Churchill promptly offered Ibn Saud a Rolls- 
Royce. 

As it turned out, Churchill's gesture proved to be as impractical as it 
was enthusiastic. For while F.D.R. was able to make good his offer by 
immediately delivering the C-47, Churchill found on his return to Lon- 
don from the Summit Conference that the Rolls-Royce factory in Crewe 
— as well as those in Derby and Glasgow — ^was still (by his own order) 
turning out engines for Spitfires, Hurricanes, and Lancasters. Nary a 
Rolls-Royce limousine had been manufactured since the outbreak of the 
war. For Churchill, it was an embarrassing position in which to be 
caught, and the loss of diplomatic face incalculable. Churchill consulted 
with his Ministry of Supply, and the Ministry, in turn, huddled with the 
harried directors of Rolls-Royce. In the end, it was decided that Ibn 
Saud's limousine must be given the highest priority. 

Under pressure, and in almost no time at all, a single dazzling Rolls- 
Royce was produced, assembled entirely by hand and under the severest 
handicaps. Veteran Rolls-Royce experts were pulled oflE airplane engines 
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to produce the chassis, while designers at Hooper and Company, which 
works with Rolls-Royce, turned out the body. The. result was a touring 
limousine model, which' retailed at $18,787 (purchase tax included), and 
it was a Sunday diver's dream, customed to a king’s taste. 

The body was painted metallic green, with contrasting darker green 
fenders. 'The running board was very wid^ so that three of Ibn Saud’s 
slave-bodyguards could stand erect on either side of him while the car 
was in motion. There were also a siren and a searchlight for the body- 
guards to operate. Inside, the leather upholstery and the cabinetwork 
were in metallic green. Dominating the rear was a sterling silver bowl 
that could be filled from a copper water tank, equipment for Ibn Saud’s 
Mohammedan ceremonial ablutions. After use, the water could be emp- 
tied out through a drain in the car floor. Other back-seat accessories 
included an electric fan to combat the desert heat, a super radio set, three 
built-in alabaster thermos flasks, and a chest containing three brushes 
and a comb. “We were careful,” explained a Rolls-Royce designer, “to 
have the brush bristles made of Nylon, since the king, being a Moslem, 
would not use hog bristles.” The entire rear seat of the car was built like 
a spacious royal throne, for one person, sufficiently broad so that Ibn 
Saud could sit on it cross-legged in Arab fashion. 

Now, when Ibn Saud makes his annual journey to Mecca, he orders 
out his entire caravan of five hundred automobiles. Most of them — ^since 
they are transporting his three Moslem wives, many of his 1 50 divorced 
wives, and his vast harem of non-Moslem Armenian, Sudanese, and ref- 
ugee Russian girls — ^liave window shades drawn to hide the veiled 
women. At the head of the caravan rides the only Rolls-Royce England 
produced during its six war years, and in the rear seat, alone, sits Ibn 
Saud with no window shades to hide his obvious pleasure and pride. 

“And he dam well ought to be pleased,” one Rolls-Royce director told 
me. “Because even if he doesn’t know that Winnie interrupted our war 
effort to make the automobile for him, he should know by now that he 
has the best car in the whole world.” 

This boast — “the best car in the world” — ^which the Rolls-Royce peo- 
ple use in all their chaste literature, has very little absolute meaning. 
Being the best car in the world implies being better than one’s competi- 
tors, but the Rolls-Royce is not meant to be compared with ordinary 
mass-produced vehicles. It stands by itself, in a special field of its own 
making, offered at a price that makes no pretense of competing econom- 
ically with other cars. Its very name has become a part of the language, 
and is used by every business from vacuum-cleaning concerns to Yo-Yo 
manufacturers as a synonym for the word “luxury.” It is to other cars as a 
yacht is to a rowboat. 

To Englishmen, the Rolls-Royce is not a crass piece of merchandise; it 
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is an institution, wrapped in a carefully constructed tradition. Next to 
the royal family, next to the liner Queen Elizabeth, it is the fabulous 
Rolls-Royce and the list of international celebrities (ranging from maha- 
rajas and presidents to captains of industry and spiritual prophets) who 
own the car, that give most Englishmen their greatest feeling of national 
pride. 

Englishmen will tell you, and there are few who would disagree that 
with his green Rolls-Royce, Ibn Saud became a member of one of the 
world’s most exclusive fraternities. It is a matter of fact that very few 
persons have ever owned new Rolls-Royces who were not famous or 
wealthy or both. Czar Nicholas II of Russia, whose income was about a 
million dollars a month, was one of the early buyers. In May, 1914, he 
purchased two seven-passenger Rolls-Royces, both upholstered in silk, 
from the company’s Paris salesroom and had them shipped to Moscow. 
The czar used or'^ for himself, and gave the other to his wife and Raspu- 
tin. About the ..ame time, Hirohito’s insane father. Emperor Yoshihito 
of Japan, regained just enough sanity to purchase a Rolls-Royce for his 
state limousine. It was painted cherry-red and black, with the imperial 
chrysanthemum hand-painted in gold on either door, and when it rolled 
down the streets of various Japanese cities, attendants sprinkled fresh 
sand before it. 

But the most famous Rolls-Royce, during World War I years, was 
driven by a commoner. He was Colonel T. E. Lawrence, the enigmatic 
Lawrence of Arabia. The British govenunent loaned him nine Rolls- 
Royces for his Arabian guerrilla campaign against the Turks. In a single 
day, using three of them, Lawrence wiped out a Kurdish cavalry regiment, 
captured two Turkish outposts, and blew up two bridges. 

Once after the war, Lowell Thomas asked Lawrence, “Is there any- 
thing on earth to be bought with money that you can’t afford but would 
like to have?” Lawrence smiled. “Perhaps it is childish,” he replied wist- 
fully, “but I should like my own Rolls-Royce car with enough tires and 
petrol to last me all my life.” 

It was this kind of postwar reverence for the luxury vehicle that in- 
spired the friends of Woodrow Wilson to chip in and buy him a new 
Rolls-Royce as a get-well gift, when the tired ex-President was suffering 
his last illness in the house on S Street. 

The Rolls-Royce is possessed by rulers and millionaires in almost every 
comer of the globe. On the Riviera, the Aga Khan, spiritual leader of the 
ten million Moslems known as Ismailis, owns an ornate Sedanca model 
Rolls. In Siam, the royal family possesses a pale blue, chromium-plated, 
conununity Rolls-Royce. It was purchased originally by King Rama VI, 
whose love for 'Things English also extended to his translating Shake- 
rs 
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speare into Siamese. In Japan, Hirohito, like his father before him, has a 
Rolls-Royce to go with his maroon German Mercedes. In Mexico, Presi- 
dent Alemin bought one of a recent shipment of Rolls-Royces to the 
New World for $13,000, a bargain since the price was raised to $18,787 a 
few weeks later. In Iran, Mohammed Reza Pahkvi, the reigning shah, 
drives about in a spacious, elderly, completely bulletproof Rolls-Royce. 
The shah’s late father, an opium-smoking despot, bought the car when 
he took over the throne of Iran in 1923, always drove it at the head of a 
sixteen-car caravan — ^and, incidentally, upon staying overnight in a vil- 
lage had all the local dogs shot so that their barking might not disturb 
his sleep. 

Even though the automobile is international, Englishmen, loyal to a 
home product, remain its best customers. King George VI, of course, has 
a Rolls-Royce. As a matter of fact, so do almost all other members of the 
royal family. Lord Louis Mountbatten, the last viceroy of India, has the 
most magnificent Rolls-Royce in the family. It is a $20,000 convertible, 
with a chauffeur enclosure that can be removed in London’s rare mo- 
ments of balmy weather. When tlie car was built, Lord Louis hovered 
over it like an expectant father. He supervised the decision on every 
dimension, demanding extra room both for his outstretched legs when 
reclining and for sitting upright when he wore a top hat, and he insisted 
that map cases be installed in the walnut paneling in the rear. 

Other Englishmen emulate the royal family. Sir Alexander Korda 
bought an all-silver-colored Sedanca model. Sir Malcol’n Campl'd' jnjr- 
chased a complete Rolls-Royce merely so that he could remove its en- 
gine, install this in a racing car, and, flashing over the Bonneville salt 
beds in Utah, become the first person to drive more than five miles a 
minute. Lord Derby, an invalid, had a Rolls-Royce uniquely custom- 
built to suit his infirmity, by having the back scat cut in half, one part 
removed, and a chromium-fitted wheelchair slipped in. To disguise the 
wheelchair from passersby, its upholstery exactly matched that o! the 
car. Today, when he must attend a public function, Lord Derby snaps 
his chair loose, and glides down a specially designed ramp which his 
chauffeur has extracted from the trunk. 

Second only to the popularity of the Rolls-Royce in England is the 
demand for it in the United States. Even before World War I, the Rolls 
was selling mightily in America and the directors of the compxmy looked 
with new eyes upon the old colonies. In 1919, Rolls-Royce decided to 
expedite the delivery of cars in the States by setting up the Rolls-Royce 
of America, Inc., plant in Springfield, Massachusetts. ITie company, us- 
ing skilled United States mechanics in addition to three hui Ired Crewe 
veterans, started with a capital of $3,200,000. Customers were assured 
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that they were getting a genuine Rolls-Royce (with only the gears and 
carburetor modified), while paying a smaller price, since it could now be 
sold duty-free. But American customers did not bite. They wanted the 
real McCoy imported from England. After a few years, the Rolls-Royce 
invaders folded their tents and stole back to the sceptered isle, where 
they have remained ever since. 

A large portion of Manhattan’s high society crowd own, or have 
owned, the English car. Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt still rides in a 1913 
model, painted in the traditional Vanderbilt maroon. The late J. P. 
Morgan had a Rolls-Royce, and now most of the Wall Street Morgan 
partners follow his lead and faithfully drive their own. Mrs. Otto Kahn 
gets about in an antique one that resembles a fugitive from a family 
album, a 1911 edition. One of the Woolworth girls has a Rolls-Royce 
discreetly furnished with a $3,000 vanity case and a $1,200 electric clock. 

In Hollywood, the senior Douglas Fairbanks was one of the first Rolls- 
Royce owners. After him, the deluge. In the filming of Moss Hart’s lush 
Lady in the Dark, a technicolor dream sequence resembling a cross be- 
tween Mohammedan Heaven and Santa’s Workshop required an appro- 
priate dream automobile. The Countess di Frasso, a movieland butterfly, 
promptly loaned Paramount her Rolls-Royce at a rental of $240 a day. 
This chariot, which had cost around $28,000, had an all-aluminum body 
welded into a single unit. Another Hollywood figure, Constance Ben- 
nett, often picked up pin money renting studios her equally sumptuous 
but older Rolls-Royce, a $40,000 beauty. Before the war, Norma Shearer, 
Marlene Dietrich, Jack Warner, and Joseph Schenck all bought them- 
selves $24,000 Rolls-Royces in New York or Paris. 

Sundry other Americans have similarly indulged their automotive 
whims. Tlie Smith brothers, kings of the coughdrop, long had an ancient 
Rolls-Royce in their garage. George Baker, once tried for lunacy in Geor- 
gia, better known to the faithful as Father Divine, had a $22,500 Rolls- 
Royce limousine that he had purchased secondhand in 1933 for $150. 

Among the most fabulous Rolls-Royces ever owned by an American 
were the two town cars that eighty-four-year-old William Randolph 
Hearst purchased in Paris to join his Rembrandts, zebras, Egyptian 
mummies, private three-coach railway train, and million-dollar swim- 
ming pool at San Simeon. Each Rolls-Royce possessed, proportionately, 
as many mirrors as Versailles. In the rear, for the passenger, was a dupli- 
cate dashboard inlaid in walnut, several built-in thermos bottles, gold 
vanity cases filled with compacts and combs, a tiny wooden rolltop desk, 
a miniature table to be pulled out at mealtime, and a portable bar. 

But such pleasures pale beside the automobile luxuries regarded as 
necessities by the princes of India. In their incredible toylands, these 
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modem monarchs drive in Rolls-Royces that might have been designed 
for the tastes of a Midas or a Haroun al Raschid. The most majestic 
Rolls-Royce owner in India is the seventh Nizam of Hyderabad, richest 
man in the world with an estimated two and a half billion dollars in 
rubies, diamonds, and gold. Instead of a herd of elephants, the Nizam 
has fifty Rolls-Royces. His favorite is a canary-yellow model, furnished 
with elevated throne instead of a rear seat. It is thirty-six years old, which 
is impressive since the first Rolls-Royce was brought out only forty-three 
years ago. Despite its longevity, this Rolls-Royce has been driven only 
400 miles. The Nizam’s enemies say its owner is too stingy to drive it, 
since learning it consumes a gallon of gas every eight miles; the Nizam’s 
friends say that he just has no place to go. According to the Rolls-Royce 
people, the most luxurious car they’ve sold the Nizam is “a London- 
Edinburgh chassis fitted with a special body for state drives.” The special 
body is made of solid silver. 'The top of the car consists of a domed roof. 
The interior is decorated with old-gold brocade uphostery and lace cur- 
tains. 'The seats fold back into daybeds. And there are special drawers in 
the rear for shoes. The price paid for this mobile palace is unknown, but 
it is the most incredible Rolls-Royce, and probably the most expensive 
four-wheeled vehicle, on earth. 

A good share of India’s remaining 661 princes have Rolls-Royces cus- 
tom-made to fit their own eccentricities. According to the Rolls-Royce 
company, the greatest quantity purchaser has been the thirty-four-year- 
old Maharaja of Patiala, a black-bearded giant who heads the ferocious 
Sikhs. While one maharaja bought five Rolls-Royces at once (presenting 
his used one to his favorite jockey), and while another maharaja bought 
six at one time (and sent them all back to be redecorated), the Maharaja 
of Patiala recently purchased thirty-five new Rolls Royces. The maha- 
raja, who owns a kennel of four hundred dogs, a private racetrack, and 
by budgeting keeps his household expenses down to $500,000 a year, has 
his Rolls-Royces furnished with handmade Swiss clocks, built-in medi- 
cine chests, gold-plated dashboards, seats upholstered in costly broad- 
cloths and floors covered with lush beaver rugs. One car is used exclu- 
sively for hunting. It has special headlights designed to dazzle tigers, a 
sliding roof that allows the maharaja to stand and aim his gun, and steel- 
mesh windows to keep out attacking big game. 

'That the Rolls-Royce has become a standard plaj'thing of the world’s 
rulers, celebrities, and wealthy citizens is plain enough. But what are the 
characteristics that distinguish it and contribute to its popularity among 
the so-called upper classes? 

A paramount factor behind its success is a carefully nurtured exclu- 
siveness. From the very beginning, the founders of Rolls-Royce realized 
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iliat, since almost anyone making a decent livelihood could afford an 
attractive mass-produced car, there must be a yearning among the landed 
gentry for exotic vehicles that would set them apart from the mobile 
peasantry. Toward this end, only 22,800 Rolls-Royces were produced be- 
tween 1904 and 1939. Today, a mere 20 Rolls-Royces are made each 
week. The Detroit-style assembly line and mass production are unknown 
in Crewe. When American mechanics visited the Rolls factory b^re 
the war, they were amazed to find no conveyor belts. The chief engineer 
of one great American automotive company, after studying the Rolls- 
Royce motor, exclaimed, “Why, it’s made like a wristwatchl" The Rolls 
is as close to being handmade as a car sold to the public can btfl 

The exorbitantly high price set on the car gives it further snob appeal. 
Of the four different models of Rolls-Royce made today, the cheapest, 
tax included, is $16,998, and the highest $18,787. In other words, the 
price of one new Rolls-Royce would buy several top-category American 
automobiles. Obviously, the restrictive price keeps out undesirable ele- 
ments — ^like people who don’t have their first million. 

Rolls-Royce confines itself to making the chassis for these models and, 
by special arrangement, retains three femous coachmakers. Hooper and 
Company, H. J. Mulliner, Park Ward and Company, to build the 
bodies. In the near future, to keep the price down, Rolls-Royce plans to 
make its own bodies, allowing its coachmakers to fill only special orders. 

Rolls-Royce, Ltd., makes great sacrifices to preserve the vehicle’s ex- 
clusiveness. Several years ago, in the secret experimental chambers at 
Crewe, a handful of technicians invented a small, 15-horsepower vehicle 
that passed the 20,000-mile road test in a breeze. This new auto was the 
king-sized Rolls-Royce reduced to a compact, and was intended to be 
sold for one-tenth the big car’s price, the poor man’s dream. But in the 
final analysis, the board of directors, though they knew its production 
would bring them a considerable profit, vetoed the bantam. They felt its 
low price would enable anyone to own a “Rolls-Royce,” thus destroying 
the exclusive appeal of the trade name. So the experimental model was 
dismantled and destroyed. 

Another factor in the car’s appeal, especially to hedonists, is its irresist- 
ible air of luxury. The four standard Rolls models vary only slightly in 
design. The Sedanca model has an open-air front seat for the chauffeur. 
The sports saloon makes the greatest concession to streamlining, with a 
curved instead of squared top and a slight torpedoing of the fenders. 
The touring limousine and the enclosed limousine are immense, heavy, 
rich, and square wagons. 'The standard Rolls-Royce, a si»cylinder car 
which holds seven passengers and 18 gallons of gas, and has four speeds 
plus reverse, is built with an aluminum body instead of steel to prevent 
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paint trouble or rust, and is “tropicalized” to prevent fungus growth or 
deterioration in damp weadier. The Rolls-Royce is equipped with a 
windshidd defroster that melts ic^ a warning light on the dashboard 
that signals when the gas supply is low, a right-hand-drive steering wheel, 
and hydraulic lifting jacks on the sides operated by a power pump hid- 
den braeath the hood. 

All this may be had at the regular cost of no more than $18,787. But 
the real promise of luxury is found in the following line in the Rolls- 
Royce catalogue: “Quotations can be supplied for bodies of other de- 
signs to suit customers’ special requirements.” Most Rolls-Royce buyers 
have “spec'll requirements” and no objection to added costs. While 
many other automobiles, the earth around, are custom-built for a variety 
of eccentric and expensive tastes, none are specially equipped so fre- 
quently and daringly as the Rolls-Royce. One English lady had the rear 
of her Rolls-Royce fitted out with concealed wa-shstand, chamber pot 
and cupboard, and blinds that could be pulled down. An English in- 
dustrialist had a Chubb safe built into his car. One Indian prince had 
his steering wheel made of two tusks of ivory he sent from India, another 
. prince had the windows of his car of a special blue glass which would 
enable his harem wives to look out without being seen, and still another 
prince had an electrically operated perfume spray constructed beside the 
rear seat. The Gaekwar of Baroda had his car interior upholstered in 
hand-embroidered silk which cost $32 per yard, while his wife sent a 
sample of her nail polish from India to London with the request that 
her Rolls-Royce limousine be painted in the same color. A wealthy Afri- 
can family, who had their Rolls-Royce roofed in canvas, requested holes 
for them to put their heads through so they could look about. A Middle 
East ruler had a small seat built on each running board to scat his 
lackeys. One Rolls-Royce boasted a collapsible bathtub in the rear; an- 
other, shown at the New York World’s Fair, featured a revolving cock- 
tail bar which rotated when an electric button was pushed, and eountless 
Rolls-Royces have been equipped with built-in bags for golf clubs and 
special holders for skis. 

But despite all of these added baubles, most of them hidden from 
sight, the Rolls-Royce is probably still the most conservative car on the 
market. Not only those who love exclusiveness and luxury buy it. It is 
also the ear for those who worship tradition, longevity, and solidity. Per- 
haps this, rather than any other factor, is the car’s greatest appeal. Tie 
Rolls-Royce has never completely submitted to the craze for streamlin 
ing. It remains, like the Englishmen who make and drive it, ancient, 
square, strong, unobtrusive, and dependable. While the car has uiidcr- 
gone many modifications since its invention, two things stan un- 
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changed. The basic outline of the car, a sledc, rectangular candy box, has 
not been forsaken in forty-three years. And the radiator grille remains 
today exactly as it was in 1904. This grille has provoked much argument 
within the firm. The younger Rolls engineers feel its square shape is an 
aesthetic eyesore and the design outmoded. They feel, also, that the 
shape creates continued difficulties in manufacturing — the welding of 
the sharp corners is a tricky task, and special machinery is necessary to 
make the silver plating perfectly flat. The opposing school of thought, 
which includes the directors of the firm and the agents who sell the car, 
doggedly declares, “There is something solid and permanent about the 
radiator, and though fashions and cars come and go, the Rolls-Royce is 
always the same.” 

The Silver Lady mascot, on the radiator cap, is another bait for 
lovers of tradition. She is over thirty years old. Some owners treasure her 
so much that they have her unscrewed and brought in with them when 
they dine away from home, to prevent theft. This has given rise to the 
story that the Silver Lady is made of pure silver, and worth a large 
amount of money. The Silver Lady is made of chromium and nickel- 
plating, nothing more, and her value is purely sentimental. 

These unchanging factors of design, radiator grilles, and mascot serve 
to give the Rolls-Royce the appearance of timelessness. The Rolls people 
say that, while the life of the average automobile is seven years, it is not 
unusual to see fifteen- and twenty-year-old Rolls-Royces gliding about 
and appearing quite in style. As a matter of fact, Rolls-Royce was able to 
keep one unchanged model, the Silver Ghost, in production for nineteen 
years, longer than that of any other car model in history (including the 
Model-T Ford, which was in production for only eighteen years). The 
Silver Ghost model came out in 1907, and no change was made in it 
until 1925-26. Even in the twenties, according to Rolls engineers, this 
model did not seem old-fashioned, because its original design had been 
so far in advance of the times. After nineteen years, it still had the fastest 
pickup of any car in the world — from a standstill, it was able to attain a 
milcra-minute speed in eighteen seconds. And in a day when most auto- 
mobiles had the repose of a hula dancer, it was possible to balance a 
penny on the Rolls-Royce’s hood with the engine idling. 

One final factor serves to keep the Rolls-Royce popular on the blue- 
blood circuit. This is the unique three-year guarantee that accompanies 
each new car. If anything goes wrong in the first three years, repairs or 
replacements are made entirely free of charge. The directors of the com- 
pany like to say they can make this guarantee because of the high quality 
of work done by their ten thousand employees. As the auto’s creator. Sir 
Henry Royce, once remarked, “It’s impossible for us to make a bad car — 
because the doorman wouldn’t let it go out.” 
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Only the Rolls-Royce factory at Crewe makes automobiles (the others 
at Deri)y and Glasgow turn out airplane engines), and here the work is 
painstaking. Some parts are tested as many as eight times before leaving 
the shop. No chassis leaves Crewe without traveling fifty miles in a trick 
saloon body, so built that it amplifies every unwarranted sound in the 
engine and transmission. The final test of a new model consists of 20,000 
consecutive miles of rough driving through the Derbyshire hills, through 
London traflSc, over the routes nationales of France, and into the Alpine 
passes of Switzerland. As a result of this care, Patrick Balfour, author of 
Grand Tour, was able to drive a Rolls-Royce to India without any 
trouble, and Humfrey Symons was able to drive a Rolls-Royce from Lon- 
don to Nairobi, Kenya, and back again, without adding “a single drop of 
water to its radiator.” 

In order to maintain the car throughout the world, and to facilitate 
spare-part replacement, Rolls-Royce, Ltd., has small service depots in 
Brussels, Rome, Zurich, Oslo, Lis^n, Copenhagen, New York, Bombay, 
and, “in season only,” at Cannes and Biarritz. To work in these depots, 
English boys must go into apprenticeship at fifteen, become specialists at 
twenty-one, and only then are shipped to duty in some distant corner of 
the world. The technical heads of the depots are required to return to 
Crewe periodically, like old boys returning to Eton, to keep in touch. 

Rolls-Royce, Ltd., is run more like a men’s club than an automotive 
firm. Tliis does not imply a disdain for profits, lire firm has continually 
made money. Anyone farsighted enough to have invested $28,000 in 
Rolls stock over forty years ago could sell out for $250,000 today. (But 
this is admittedly only a drop in the bucket, compared to growth in stock 
value realized by less conservative companies.) Much of the Rolls-Royce 
company profits are reinvested to preserve the amenities of life — and the 
reputation of the car. There is a London School of Instmction over 
twenty years old for owners, their families, and their chauffeurs. Any 
Rolls-Royce driver may attend the school’s lectures on correct lubrica- 
tion and maintenance, and the lab demonstrations explaining the 
chassis, which last for twelve days. Upon completion of the course, the 
owner or chauffeur is rewarded with a sterling-silver badge. 

Another club touch is the inspection service. During the three-year 
guarantee period, a Rolls-Royce representative (“usually public-school”) 
calls upon the new owner annually. “Good day. Your Grace,” the Rolls 
inspector will begin, “how are the pheasants this fine morning?” After 
an hour spent discussing the unpredictability of pheasants, the terrors of 
the local golf club, the scandalous conduct of Labour leaders, and the 
prospects at Aintree, the inspector will tactfully inquire as to the health 
of the automobile. Usually at this time the Rolls man will extract an 
immaculate set of overalls from his attach^ case, pull them on, crawl 
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under the car and examine it, then take the owner for a spin and gently 
point out how foe car is being mishandled or neglected. 

The chumminess with which Rolls-Royce, Ltd., approaches its cus- 
tomers is also practiced on its employees. Within foe giant new auto 
foctoiy at Crewe, in foe airplane plant at Derby, and in that London 
turning, off Regent Street, where foe main sales offices stand at 14-15 
Conduit Street, the men who rule Rolls-Royce behave to each other like 
so many subdued Rotarians or Eagles. Every company executive and de- 
partment head, no matter how important or unimportant he may be, 
addresses every other executive by initials. This was begun over two and 
a half decades ago, when many members of the firm who had been 
knighted by the current king were embarrassed at having their old co- 
workers call them “Sir.” The General Works manager at Crewe, Ernest 
Hives, who started as a test driver and is now more directly responsible 
for producing the car than any other single executive, is known as 
“E. H.” But foe man who really guides the company today is “R.” — Sir 
Henry Royce — dead fourteen years, but still foe boss. 

In 1947, the board of directors held a critical meeting in London. 
They were debating a technical change, a radical innovation in the post- 
war Rolls-Royce. The majority favored foe change, but the minority re- 
fused to give in, and there resulted a stalemate. Finally, one dissenting 
director rose and said, “Most of you favor foe change, but the important 
thing is — ^would Henry Royce have done it?" After a few moments, each 
man present agreed that Henry Royce would not have done it. Promptly, 
the majority switched their votes, and the innovation was unanimously 
dropped. 

Royce was a powerful personality, brilliant and dogmatic, and most of 
the executives who ran the firm today are his devoted disciples. Through 
them the impact of his person is .still felt. Another factor which enables 
Royce to rale the company from the grave is “the bible.” 

Before World War I, Royce suffered a severe breakdown from over- 
work. He was given three months to live. He survived for twenty years. 
But he never again went within a hundred miles of the Rolls-Royce 
plants. Instead, he dwelt in a villa in southern France, in a seaside Eng- 
lish-t5^e house, surrounded by a permanent staff of three company de- 
signers and two personal secretaries. Royce ran the factory by corre- 
spondence, accurately remembering and discussing even the position of 
various machines. In 1915, after Royce had produced a flood of letters 
concerning his first airplane engine, the directors of foe firm reverently 
collected all his correspondence and printed it as a 301-page book. Only 
six copies of foe leather-bound volume were run off, and each was 
stamped on the blue cover “Strictly Private and Confidential.” These six 

256 



MILLIONAIRE’S CHARIOT 

copies were distributed among the heads of the designing and engineer- 
ing staffs to be used as reference volumes. Today, kept under lock and 
key, these books are called "the bible,” and company executives like to 
murmur, "It is one of the most secret engineering documents in the 
world.” 

Frederick Henry Royce, the son of a miller, was bom in 1863. After 
only one year at school, he found it necessary to work as a newsboy, 
telegraph messenger, railway apprentice, toolmaker, and electricity 
tester, until he invented an improved dynamo at the age of twenty-one, 
made money, and was able to marry. Enjoying his sudden prosperity, he 
bought a French car, but was dissatisfied with it, took it apart, found its 
faults, and decided to build a better car. On April Fool’s Day, 1904, he 
tested his first handmade automobile. He drove it the fifteen miles from 
his workshop in Manchester to his home, followed by another car in case 
his creation broke down. But it did not break down, and thus the first 
Rolls-Royce was bom. In this automobile, Royce did not try to give the 
world something new. He wasn’t a trailblazer. Instead, he tried to give 
the world something improved, something better. In days when auto- 
mobiles rattled, screeched, whined, and shook, Royce produced a quiet, 
gliding, lo-horsepower, two-cylinder, luxury buggy. 

That same year, Royce was introduced to a young man named Charles 
Rolls, third son of a wealthy baron. Rolls, a daredevil balloonist, as well 
as a cycle and auto racer, had joined with a friend named Claude John- 
son, a cultivated bibliophile, to open one of London’s largest automobile 
salesrooms. Rolls and Johnson sold Panhards and Minervas, but when 
tliey went for a ride in Royce’s new car, they were smitten. In March, 
1906, Rolls-Royce, Ltd., was formed with a capital of $240,000. 'The new 
car, with models selling at from $1,580 to $3,560 each, was to be called 
Rolls-Royce-Johnson, but that was too cumbersome, and in the end it 
was call^ Rolls-Royce because that name had the sound of “quality, 
luxury, and something British.” 

In 1909^ after being taken up for his first airplane ride by Wilbur 
Wright at Le Mans, France, Charles Rolls forgot about the new auto- 
mobile that he was backing. He bought a Wright Brothers plane of his 
own, and in July the following year, at the age of thirty-two, was killed 
while trying to pull it out of a steep dive. In the early twenties, Claude 
Johnson died. And so Henry Royce, surviving his own illness, ran the 
growing company alone via penny post. 

Royce was a fantastic character. He was an engineer with no knowl- 
edge of mathematics. “I never use a slide rule,” he said; “I can do simple 
arithmetic.” His sense of touch was nearly perfect. Purely by feel, he 
once filed a brass hubcap into an exact-fitting hexagon. He took to play- 
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ing the flute because he was interested in its sound waves, and he 
stopped going to church because, he insisted, 'Tou can't be an engineer 
and still keep going to church." He hated waste and inefficiency. Once, 
observing a laborer awkwardly sweeping a shop floor, he yanked off his 
coat, grabbed the broom, and demonstrated how to use it properly. He 
abhorred golf and tennis because they were nonproductive pastimes, and 
advocated gardening instead. When he died in 1933, he left the surpris- 
ingly small estate of $450,000. 

As a result of his death, one change was made in the Rolls-Royce car. 
The front nameplate, a small metal plaque on the radiator grille, had 
always been made of silver with the RR in red. The year of Royce's 
death, the RR was changed from red to mourning black. It has remained 
black until this day. 

Today, it is the airplane engine — ^the first of which Royce finished in 
1915 — ^rather than the car engine, that brings the company its greatest 
amount of revenue. Rolls-Royce aero engines have made history. They 
fought the dogfights over France in World War I. They helped Alcock 
and Brown become the first humans to fly the Atlantic in 1919, eight 
years before Lindbergh. And during World War II, Rolls-Royce turned 
out 20,000 engines per year or one million horsepower per week, the only 
engine to fight against the Luftwaffe and help win the crucial Battle of 
Britain. Today, planes powered by Rolls-Royce hold every world's record 
set for piston and turbine engines. 

But while the airplane engine brings in the big money, the men of 
Rolls-Royce spend most of their time coddling the automobile. It is their 
first love. All of their energies are devoted to the Rolls-Royce they are 
building for tomorrow. ‘'The chief change in the postwar car," says 
W. A. Robothan, head engineer at Crewe, "will be in niaking it simpler. 
Today, the owner-driver is largely predominant, and only 5 percent are 
chauffeur-driven. We are going in for increased durability. Our target for 
the postwar car is that it should run 100,000 miles without a major over- 
haul, which on the average means ten years of life." 

Recently, an English journalist most accurately summed up the won- 
der of Rolls-Royce, Ltd. "It is as British as the weather," he concluded. 
‘Tt stands for the highest grade precision work, yet can turn its hand to 
mass production. Its name means civilian luxury, yet its products won 
the aerial dogfights that saved Britain and mankind. It serves the elite, 
yet is run by promoted laborers in soft collars. 

''No one understands Britain who does not understand Rolls-Royce." 
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE ... 

A slightly shorter version of this story on Rolls-Royce appeared in The 
Saturday Evening Post for November 8, 1947. When I had researched 
the story in London, a half year before, I had found the Rolls-Royce 
people friendly but somewhat less than fully cooperative. As Inside In- 
formation, the house organ of the Curtis Publishing Company, ex- 
plained it at the time: 

"To Wallace, brought up like all other Americans on a diet of promo- 
tion and advertising, their reluctance came as a surprise. He learned that 
Rolls-Royce gives practically no information to British magazines and 
absolutely nothing to the newspapers. 

"" "ITiey were very stuffy about it and did not approve,' he says. "I was 
unable to get any cooperation in doing research, and none of the officials 
would talk about the cars they were manufacturing for Indian princes 
and such.' 

""The writer patiently set out to explain to the Rolls-Royce manage- 
ment that their business would not be hurt by a magazine article, that 
undoubtedly many people in the United States had mistaken ideas about 
the company and the high prices it charged for its motorcars. Perhaps 
Wallace's own use of advertising and promotion techniques impressed 
them; in any event, their air of aloofness became one of friendly — 
though a trifle reserved — cooperation. 

"" "When I broke them down, finally, the word got around London 
fast,' Wallace says. "A few evenings later the editor of a big London daily 
telephoned me at the Savoy Hotel. He had heard, he said, that I was 
doing a piece on Rolls-Royce for The Saturday Evening Post and that I 
was getting material.' 

"‘Then the editor asked Wallace, "Could I have a reporter come 
around and interview you, old chap?' 

"" "But why interview me?' Wallace replied. "I'm not a story.' 

"" "Well, you see, it's the only way we might find out something about 
Rolls-Royce!' the editor told him." 

The point of the published anecdote was, indeed, correct. In fact, a 
year later, the English magazine, John Bull, had to come to me in the 
States to request permission to reprint my story in order to inform their 
readers about one of their great English institutions. 

Less accurate, however, was another anecdote in Inside Information: 

""Wallace, by the way, does not own a Rolls-Royce. We thought it 
might be of interest to have a picture of him with his own bruised auto- 
mobile by way of contrast with the subject of his article. 
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" "Unfortunately/ Wallace told us, "the idea won't work very well 
with my car — I bwn a Cadillac. If you go out in the streets in Hollywood 
in anything less, they stone you.' " 

That the editors had hoped to pose me with my own jalopy, as a 
telling contrast to the car I had written about, but had then canceled the 
idea with dismay when they learned I owned a Cadillac, was true. But 
the final quip, that I owned a Cadillac out of fear that I would be stoned 
if I drove anything less, was sheer flippancy. I owned a Cadillac 
(and drove beyond my means) because when I had learned to drive, Fd 
dreaded the whole business of having to learn to use a clutch and hand 
shift. I wished it were possible to learn to drive in a vehicle that had 
eliminated complicated shifting by hand. Then to my amazement and 
delight, I learned that there was such a car. General Motors had just 
produced a Cadillac with a new, completely automatic shift. In short, 
you could drive it — and look, no hands. I begged, I borrowed, perhaps I 
even stole. But that is how I came to the Cadillac — and how Inside 
Information lost its picture. 

In the years following my own difficulties with the Rolls-Royce man- 
agement, I kept an eye on the company's promotional activities. I was 
able to observe a gradual change in its relationship with the press and 
the public. To survive in the new world, half Communistic, half demo- 
cratic, where royalty and billionaires were fast becoming curiosities, Rolls- 
Royce had to become a people's car — a rich people's car, to be sure, but 
a people's car nonetheless — instead of a car merely for the pedigreed. 
As a consequence, the Rolls-Royce management had to unbend, open 
its doors, seek the people, meet the people, sell the people — and yet 
not destroy their snob appeal. Apparently, Rolls-Royce straddled the 
fence successfully. If they found as many businessmen, physicians, and 
attorneys buying Rolls-Royces as were the diminishing ranks of royalty, it 
did not mean that the car's image and exclusivity had been tarnished. It 
only meant that there now existed a new, broader-based, moneyed elite. 
Rolls-Royce had let down its hair — ^and was no less attractive for having 
done so. A Rolls-Royce dealer in San Francisco remarked with pride, and 
in justification, recently: ""As yet we haven't sold many to people who 
wash their own cars." 

The promotional turning point in modern Rolls-Royce history — if one 
must pinpoint a date — ^probably occurred in 1958. In that year, the Rolls- 
Royce management retained advertising man David Ogilvy, along with 
the other partners in his firm, to help increase sales of the luxury car in 
the United States. Ogilvy, educated in Edinburgh and at Oxford, had 
become a New York advertising legend. He had given ""the man in the 
Hathaway shirt" an eye patch, and had made the New World conscious 
of such necessities of the good life as Schweppes and Beefeater. The 
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Rolls-Royce management recruited him to do what he could for their 
motorcar. 

After a brief study, Ogilvy decided that what was wrong was the static 
Rolls-Royce image. The image, he suggested, should be altered. For one 
thing, chauffeurs were passe. The Rolls-Royce had to become a vehicle 
for do-it-yourself drivers. Dukes and duchesses, maharajas, and Middle 
East billionaires who reclined in the well-appointed back seats, were out. 
The Rolls-Royce must become an acceptable vehicle for highly solvent 
behind-the-wheel republicans and citizens. Baronial castles and Mediter- 
ranean yachts were going, and would soon be gone. The Rolls-Royce 
must take the family to the beach or picnic, and afterward be lodged 
beneath a carport or inside a garage attached to an unpretentious, mod- 
em American house. The old snob sell used in previous advertise- 
ments — *'The Best Car in the World” — ^had become obsolete. The new 
sell should emphasize comfort, durability, and long-range economy. 

And so Ogilvy created a fresh advertising campaign for the Rolls- 
Royce, with the memorable headline: at 6o miles an hour the loudest 

NOISE IN THIS NEW ROLLS-ROYCE COMES FROM THE ELECTRIC CLOCK. This 

was an enormously effective sales technique with the buying public. But 
—even though the story may be apocryphal — I have been told that the 
publicity was not appreciated by a dedicated Rolls-Royce engineer in 
Crewe, who, upon reading the new advertisement, took it as a personal 
rebuke. The engineer thought that he'd better have another look at that 
damn clock. Now the electric clock, too, is silent. 

The plebeian appeal in advertising has continued. An advertisement 
in The New Yorker during 1965 included the following copy: 

'‘Myth has it that Rolls-Royce is very aloof about who can buy a Rolls- 
Royce or Bentley car — ^and that if you are lucky enough to buy one of 
these cars, it will be taken away from you if you don't take proper care of 
it. Nonsense! Rolls-Royce is as anxious to sell its products as any manu- 
facturer is. It's easy to buy a Rolls-Royce. . . . Many women tend to 
shy away from driving the Rolls-Royce — until they get in it, drive it 
around a bit, discover that the Rolls-Royce is a family car — and give their 
husbands an ultimatum to buy one by such and such a date or else!*' 

Other recent Rolls-Royce advertising, while still emphasizing that the 
car can be equipped with such luxuries as a miniature bar, now mention 
accessories of more practical use to the family. In the four-door saloon 
model, potential buyers are reminded that the Rolls-Royce now offers 
"built-in mineral water rack and special reading light,” as well as "built- 
in picnic tables.” All well and good, those picnic tables, but one feels 
that King Ibn Saud of Saudi Arabia and the Nizam of Hyderabad would 
have been aghast. 

When I set out recently to investigate what had happened to Rolls- 
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Royce since 1947 , 1 found that this altering of the image was one change 
that had taken place. As a corollary, the management had become con- 
siderably more receptive to publicity. When I made inquiries of the 
noanagement about the latest developments concerning the automobile, 
I received immediate and direct replies. When I wanted to read what 
had been written about the car since I had written about it, I was 
pleased to find no dearth of articles in periodicals and newspapers of 
recent years. But I also found out something else that was quite gratify- 
ing: My story about the motorcar, like the car itself, had suffered little 
depreciation across the years. An article about an American automobile, 
written in 1947, would be entirely out of date today. My article on Rolls- 
Royce, except for very minor changes and modifications, was as accurate 
in the mid-sixties as when it had been written. 

Today, the Rolls-Royce remains the most expensive automobile in the 
world. While there is a simple four-door model that may be purchased 
for around $18,000, the Rolls-Royce convertibles and limousines sell for 
prices varying from $27,000 to $30,000 each. The only car nearly as costly 
is Rolls-Royce’s sibling, the Bentley, which has a model that sells for 
$26,000. Below that, for the more insecure rich, I found a German Mer- 
cedes-Benz that sells for $20,500, an Italian Maserati that sells for $16,- 
300, a French Facel that sells for $15,500, and an Italian Ferrari that sells 
for $14,200. The most expensive American cars arc the Lincoln Conti- 
nental convertible, which may be purchased for $6,940, and the Cadillac 
convertible, which may be bought for $6,630. 

In 1947 , 1 related how Rolls-Royce had built an economy edition of 
their big car, an experimental model, which they considered putting on 
the mass market. But at that time, they rejected the idea because they 
felt that it would destroy the exclusiveness of the big car. In 1964, the 
Rolls-Royce management finally decided to go after the mass market 
with a smaller, cheaper vehicle which was still, at least in part, a Rolls- 
Royce. Collaborating with another company, the British Motor Car 
Corporation, makers of the Austin and MG, Rolls-Royce produced a 
small automobile known as the Vanden Plas Princess “R” — the “R” be- 
ing the Rolls-Royce part of it. The only portion of the car that is genuine 
Rolls-Royce, actually the most important portion, is the engine, a modi- 
fication of one used in Rolls-Royce trucks. Tliis hybrid baby Rolls, which 
can attain a speed of 1 12 miles per hour, sells for $5,600. 

One major change that took place at the Rolls-Royce plant in Crewe 
was that, in 1949, for the first time, the company began to produce a 
complete motorcar. At the time I had written about Rolls-Royce, its 
makers had never made a car with a body. The makers did not believe 
in bodies, because they felt that they were engineers and not carpenters. 


262 



MILLIONAIRE’S CHARIOT 


In those days, whfle Royce assembled its perfect chassis, one of Great 
Britain’s three leading coachbuilders prepared a customed body. But in 
1949, the engineers ceased looking down their noses at the carpenters. 
Rolls-Royce, Ltd., bought out and absorbed one of the most venerable 
coachbuilders in England, Park Ward, Ltd., and began to produce not 
only a chassis but a body. However, for elaborate custom-made bodies, 
the services of either 250-year-old Hooper and Company, or Mulliner, 
are still retained. 

I was pleased to note that, despite all its concessions to a plebeian 
consumer public, Rolls-Royce has remained the darling of the royal, the 
wealthy, and the renowned. However, it is true, as I have indicated, that 
the changing world has made itself felt. A member of the Soviet Russian 
hierarchy, Anastas Mikoyan, has had a Rolls-Royce for a dozen years, 
one which he drives to the Kremlin himself. The New York Times has 
pointed out that when, in another age, the Maharajah of Patiala pur- 
chased six new Rolls-Royces in one day, it was front-page news. But in 
i960, an American family in Indianapolis bought six Rolls-Royces in a 
single day, and the event was hardly mentioned in the press at all. Fur- 
thermore, there are now American firms who lease Rolls-Royces by the 
month or rent them by the day — to anyone. One New York City car 
rental company has twenty-eight Rolls-Royces, and each is rented out for 
nine dollars an hour. And The New York Times found a Harlem 
chauffeur who possesses his own big Rolls-Royce — fitted inside with 
stocked liquor cabinet and French walnut desk — ^which he rents out 
along w'ith his own services daily to such visiting celebrities as Vice- 
President Hubert Humphrey, Aristotle Onassis, Margot Fonteyn, and 
Lana Turner. 

The elite, however, continue to patronize Rolls-Royce. Not only does 
Queen Elizabeth own a special large model assembled exclusively for 
royalty and heads of state, but Princess Margaret and the Duchess of 
Kent have similar models. Wealthy and mysterious financiers like the 
Armenian oil billionaire, Nubar Gulbenkian, and celebrities like Gregory 
Peck, the actor, are Rolls-Royce owners. Today, one could not travel far 
through the Near East or India without seeing the familiar Silver Lady 
mascot on a radiator. Last summer, I stood outside the Monte Carlo 
Casino one weekday evening and counted five brand-new Rolls-Royces 
in the parking area. 

Despite the fact that the Rolls-Royce continues to be a vehicle de- 
signed mainly for a privileged class, its management persists in fighting 
down the image they once so carefully built. When The New York 
Times repeated the oft-told story about Rolls-Royce, Ltd., paying $15,- 
000 to buy back an old Rolls-Royce that was about to be converted into 
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an ordinary taxicab, the company’s promotion personnd in New York 
immediately declared the story false. I have their release before me. It 
reads: 

“It has been rumored that Rolls-Royce has paid up to $15,000 in the 
U.S. to prevent the use of one of its cars as a taxicab. ... No modern- 
day manufacturer would attempt to prescribe ways in which a car might 
or might not be used. It is unlikely that a door-to-door huckster might 
use a Rolls-Royce in his daily rounds, and Rolls-Royce executives might 
inwardly wince if they saw a Rolls-Royce being used as a blatantly com- 
mercial vehicle, as would any maker of a quality product. However, most 
of those who buy Rolls-Royce will inevitably display discretion and taste. 
Otherwise they probably wouldn’t buy a Rolls-Royce in the beginning.” 

Going on with my investigation of the changes in the Rolls-Royce 
since 1947 , 1 learned that the number of Rolls-Royces produced in ensu- 
ing years has not increased dramatically. The Rolls-Royce has never 
been, and probably will never be, an assembly-line car turned out by the 
hundreds of thousands. In an average year, there may be 1,200 Rolls- 
Royces sold in Great Britain, and 600 sold in the United States. 

Since the Rolls-Royce is crafted and assembled by hand, no more than 
thirty-five a week, or 1,800 a year, are produced at Crewe. On the other 
hand, there are 150,000 Cadillacs produced annually in Detroit. Where 
it requires only five minutes to assemble a Cadillac, it takes almost ten 
weeks to assemble a Rolls-Royce. 

In 1964, the managing director in charge of Rolls-Royce production 
was a gray-haired Doctor of Philosophy named F. Llewellyn Smith. 
Under him there were seven thousand persons devoted to making the 
Rolls-Royce. Since the company still guarantees mechanical repairs on a 
Rolls-Royce for three years (American-made cars generally carry guaran- 
tees of three months), and since the average Rolls-Royce is expected to 
have a vigorous lifetime of fifteen years and cover 150,000 miles without 
a major repair (one Rolls-Royce is said to have covered 500,000 miles, 
and is still as active as ever), the standards of production are as rigorous 
today as I found them to be in 1947. 

The company takes pride in the durability of its product, and to dram- 
atize this aspect of the automobile’s value, the company permitted 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer to make, and release in 1965, a motion picture 
bearing the title The Yellow Rolls-Royce. The star of the film, the 
lemon-colored car, is seen as it affects the lives of three of its owners 
during thirty years, one owner a British diplomat, another an American 
gangster, another an American millionairess who smuggles it to the Yu- 
goslavian underground during World War II. Although Ingrid Bergman 
and Jeanne Moreau appeared in this ode to an automobile, one film 
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teviewer was moved to write, “The Rolls-Royce is probably the most 
degant thing in the picture. And if nothing else, the film is a testimonial 
to its endurance." 

To assure this longevity for each 4,650-pound Rolls-Royce, experts 
spend three weeks and $700 in testing each individual motorcar. Once a 
Rolls-Royce leaves the assembly section of the vast one-story eight-acre 
factory in Crewe, it goes across the road to the testing department. After 
running each car for forty miles on rollers, and then driving it hard over 
150 miles of country roads, it is brought back for an analysis of its weak- 
nesses and for adjustments. Each Rolls-Royce must pass ninety-eight 
separate tests. If the test driver hears so much as a faint whine in a rear 
axle, an expert will go after that whine with a stethoscope, until it is 
located and muffied. Each door is opened and closed ioo,ocx> times by an 
automatic rig to determine if it is correctly fitted and quiet. Silence is an 
obsession in Crewe, as always. The Rolls-Royce passengers are expected 
to be able to cany on a conversation in a normal tone of voice, even 
when the car is going no miles per hour. 

As far as I could learn, the variety of modern Rolls-Royces is as luxuri- 
ous and individual as ever. The wood used for the dashboard, door inte- 
riors, and folding table in a Rolls-Royce is cut from a single walnut log 
approved by the company. No car leaves the plant without at least four- 
teen, and sometimes as many as nineteen, coats of paint. Rolls-Royces 
continue to be ordered with unusual and eccentric accessories, just as 
they were ordered by the wealthy in the old days — recently an elderly 
arthritic English Dame had a small elevator attached to the running 
board of her Rolls; another customer ordered a Rolls with a collapsible 
bathtub inside and window shades; one maharaja ordered his Rolls with 
a built-in safe. Cecil Michaelis, the English painter, ordered his Rolls- 
Royce with an artist’s studio in the rear, and received one with built-in 
easel, movable roof and side panels to give him ample light and a view of 
the passing landscape, and seats that converted into a daybed. 

The best illustration of the traditional Rolls-Royce, surviving un- 
changed, is its radiator grille with the mascot on the radiator cap. The 
design and shape of the grille today are exactly what they were in 1905, 
only the grille is somewhat larger than in 1905, because the motorcar 
itself is larger. In the beginning, Henry Royce, learning what the radia- 
tor grille cost to make, had railed against it as “a rather stupid luxury” — 
but allowed it to remain, because he was seduced by its classic beauty. 
And so the radiator grille, made of burnished stainless steel, soldered by 
the nation’s foremost tinsmiths, has remained. And so has the Silver 
Lady mascot adorning the top of the grille. Every Rolls-Royce leaving 
the factory has featured the Silver Lady on her prow — except one. 
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Queen Elizabeth of England had her Rolls-Royce ornament replaced by 
a sterling-silver mascot representing St. George and the Dragon, de- 
signed by the royal silversmiths, who smashed the mold after pouring a 
single cast. 

However, the motorcar produced by Rolls-Royce, Ltd., today is no 
more than the company’s toy and symbol of prestige. The real profits 
come from the company’s airplane works in Derby and Glasgow. Eighty- 
five percent of the company’s sales are related to aircraft production. 
While 7, OCX) employees continue to concentrate on the motorcar, there 
are 42,cx)o others who are dedicated to airplane research, design, and 
manufacture. Today, more than half of the world’s airlines are flying 
planes propelled by Rolls-Royce jet or propjet engines. And in 1964, 
Rolls-Royce announced that it was developing an airplane that would 
hurtle through space without any engine at all. As Rolls-Royce execu- 
tives told the press: 

“A new method of propulsion known as surface burning involves no 
combustion chambers, no air intakes, and no compressors or turbines. 
Virtually all that remains is the fuel. . . . The idea is to use the shock 
wave produced by a wedge shape at very high speeds to compress the air 
behind the wedge so much that, when fuel is injected into it, it explodes. 
'The burning fuel produces a forw'ard thrust. In principle, surface burn- 
ing could be used for flying at speeds between about five and fifteen 
times that of sound.” 

But despite the successful advances made by the company in the field 
of aviation, I suspect that the name Rolls-Royce, at least in our time, will 
continue to be synonymous with the most luxurious of automobiles. 

Wondering how the Rolls-Royce rates today, speculating on its 
strengths and its weaknesses, I consulted a number of automotive writers 
and their published works. The pro and con about the Rolls-Royce seem 
to be as follows: 

In its favor: Unexcelled materials, craftsmanship, roadability, driving 
pleasure, quietness, comfort, lire Rolls-Royce depreciates less in cash 
value than any other car. Tire Rolls-Royce bestows social prestige. No 
American car, said Ken W. Purdy, the automotive authority, provides 
“that air of utter solidity — a manor-house-on-wheels effect — that Messrs. 
Rolls-Royce achieve by design, finish, masses of walnut and leather, back- 
seat cocktail cabinets with cut-glass decanters, and so on.” 

Against it: Behind the times in mechanical improvements and design. 
The Rolls-Royce still uses old-fashioned drum brakes instead of ad- 
vanced disc brakes, and old-fashioned non-independent rear suspension. 
It lacks safety devices, such as a padded dashboard. Its sitting room and 
luggage space are too confined. But above all, just not enough of those 
modern innovations. 
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For the first time in its history, Rolls-Royce is being compared to other 
automobiles in its own class, and occasionally to its disadvantage. Several 
British car experts have admitted that certain American automobiles 
drive more quietly than the Rolls-Royce. And Purdy recently committed 
major heresy in automotive circles by announcing that the Mercedes- 
Benz 600 sedan was one ^'deluxe motorcar mechanically more advanced 
than the Royce."' According to Purdy, the Mercedes-Benz was '‘more 
comfortable than a Rolls-Royce, safer, faster, better handling. It will lack 
but one thing: the inimitable cachet, the tapestried legend of the Rolls- 
Royce/' 

To all such criticism the members of the Rolls-Royce management 
reply with unrelenting firmness. They will not introduce disc brakes, un- 
til they can eliminate any accompanying brake squeal. They will not 
change their rear suspension system, until they can find a means of doing 
so without bringing on “a wholly unacceptable transmission of road and 
axle noise and transmission jerks/' Rolls-Royce will not change its me- 
chanical apparatus or design simply to give its salesmen something new 
to promote. As the managing director, Dr. Smith, said to a London re- 
porter: ‘‘Innovation is not merit in itself, you know. . . . Most innova- 
tion in motorcars nowadays is just gadgetry." 
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THE MAN WHO SWINDLED 
GOERING 


I ATE IN MAY of 1945, shortly after the American Seventh Army had lo- 
J Gated the late Hermann Goering’s five-hundred-million-dollar art 
collection in Germany’s subterranean vaults, special Allied teams led by 
United States Army’s Monuments and Fine Arts Division arrived at the 
Field Marshal’s villa south of Berchtesgaden to recover and classify the 
plunder. The collection of twelve hundred paintings, most of it repre- 
senting Nazi loot taken from the major galleries of Europe, was dazzling. 
None of the investigators, knee-deep in Raphaels and van Goghs, re- 
garded the oil Christ and the Adultress — signed by Jan Vermeer, the 
seventeenth-century Dutch painter — ^as anything more than another of 
Goering’s numerous “acquired” masterpieces. 

The Allied investigators could not foresee that very soon this Vermeer 
painting would start a curious chain reaction of exposures that would 
first explode in Holland, and then rock all the art capitals of Europe. 
'They could not know that their routine discovery would generate an 
artistic controversy that would rage through the remainder of 1945, 
through all of 1946, and give promise of being extended, amid intrigue, 
violence and high passion, into 1947. 

Yet the most dramatic and fantastic art scandal of modern times, ex- 
posing a crime (which started as a practical joke) involving over three 
million dollars, and more important, involving the reputations of some 
of the world’s leading art critics and experts, began exactly on that day 
the Allied investigators learned Goering possessed a Vermeer, The spring- 
board for the scandal, however, was not Goering’s possession of the Old 
Master, but rather, the discovery of his means of obtaining it. Had it 
been merely pilfered, Uke so many of his objets d’art, like the Rubenses 
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and Rembtandts lifted from Amsterdam museums, it could have been 
quietly returned to its rightful owner and the case closed. But strangely, 
this oil was one of a small group that had not been stolen. 

A zealous Dutch expert, assigned to one of the Allied investigating 
teams, stumbled upon the fact while glancing curiously through Herr 
Goering's private papers and documents. The Dutch expert found a re- 
ceipt, made out to Goering from Amsterdam, marked “Paid.” It was a 
receipt for the Vermeer. It proved, conclusively, that someone in the 
Nedialands had coldly sold the great painting to Goering’s art procurer, 
Walther Hofer, in 1943 for 1,600,000 gulden. Someone had carried on a 
business collaboration with the number-two Nazi. 

The Dutch expert, studying his evidence, was profoundly shocked. 
The audacity of it made his outraged patriotic and aesthetic sensibilities 
swim. For the sale of a Vermeer to an enemy was not an ordinary act of 
collaboration. Thousands of Dutchmen had cooperated with the Ger- 
mans, and been caught, and duly blotted out. But if collaboration was a 
run-of-the-mill crime, the mishandling of a Jan Vermeer was a warped 
and horrible act. Jan Vermeer, bom at Delft in 1632, was and is, like 
Rembrandt, a Dutch national hero. There have been few internationally 
great Dutchmen, and of these few, a great percentage were painters. 
Vermeer is among the foremost of these. Numerous streets and public 
squares in Holland bear his name. His statue decorates public buildings, 
and his three dozen authentic works are carefully reproduced and hung 
in even the poorest homes. His obscure personal history is studied reli- 
giously in Dutch classrooms, even as General George Washington is 
studied in American classrooms. Each of Vermeer’s yellow-and-blue oils 
is a state treasure — and the sale of one to an enemy is a crime of treason 
comparable only to the possible kidnaping and sale to an enemy of that 
other more bulky state treasure, Queen Wilhelmina. 

Enraged at his find, the Dutch expert collected the Vermeer painting, 
the available evidence and scurried back to his government in The 
Hague. There was a brief meeting, a discussion, and then swiftly the 
wheels of justice began turning. 

The Dutch authorities went directly to the home of the man in Am- 
sterdam who had sold the picture to Goering’s agent. 'This man was 
Aloys Miedl, a Bavarian, who had moved to Holland from Germany after 
marrying a Jewish girl. He had been an old friend of Goering's, and 
during the war had sold the Nazi many lesser Dutch objets d’art. But the 
Dutch authorities did not find Miedl at home. He had fled, weeks be- 
fore, to Spain. The Dutch then learned that Miedl had acquired the 
picture from an art dealer in Amsterdam. They hurried to this art dealer. 
He insisted that he was not to blame. He had only handled the picture 
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on commission for another. And who was the other? A little man named 
Reinstra. The authorities went after Reinstra. He was a professional go- 
between, a man who lived by his wits, often persuading artists to permit 
him to sell their works through dealers on commission. He vehemently 
disclaimed any knowledge of collaboration. He had obtained the picture 
from someone else. The authorities were becoming impatient. From 
whom had Reinstra obtained the Vermeer? From van Meegeren, he 
said. Hans van Meegeren, an artist in Amsterdam. 

The authorities went to van Meegeren. He proved to be a gray little 
man, high-strung, childish, with a half-foxy, half-humorous face. He 
dwelt, with the unhappy second wife whom he had divorced the year 
before, in a huge, glittering marble-hailed mansion that squatted on a 
canal. He was wealthy, owned fifty houses, two nightclubs, and two orig- 
inal Old Masters (one a Franz Hals). He had made his grubstake, three 
million dollars, by selling his collection of six Vermeers. Five he had sold 
to great museums in lire Hague, Rotterdam, and Amsterdam. The sixth 
Vermeer had been Christ and the Adultress. The authorities were curi- 
ous about only the sixth, the one that had been sold to Goering. Where 
had he got it? From a collection he had bought in Italy. The authorities 
jumped at this. He had bought from Italian Fascists? And sold to Ger- 
man Nazis? He was promptly arrested. 

Van Meegeren spent three weeks in jail. These weeks were a torment. 
He was not permitted his bottles of gin. He was not brought his sleeping 
pills. He became liysterical. He sank into melancholia. He suffered epi- 
leptic fits. Then, without being given a reason, he was released. A few 
days later, just as he was beginning to recover from the experience, the 
Dutch police reappeared. 'Fhey arrested him again, and took him to the 
central station in Amsterdam. Tliere, they began to bombard him with 
questions. Tlirough midnight into the morning, they grilled him. They 
wanted him to admit he was a collaborator, to admit he had sold a sacred 
Vermeer knowingly to the Nazis. He refused. They hammered. Then, as 
dawn broke, van Meegeren cracked. 

“You idiots!” he shrieked at the police. “You fools! I sold no national 
treasure to the Germans. I sold no Vermeer. I sold a van Meegeren! I 
sold a Vermeer forged with my own hands!” 

Van Meegeren rapidly dictated his confession. He had faked six Ver- 
meers between 1937 and 1943. The first he had sold, as an original Ver- 
meer, to the Boyman’s Museum of Rotterdam. The last he had sold, as 
an original Vermeer, to Hermann Goering. He had received eight mil- 
lion Dutch gulden, $3,200,000, for these hoaxes. He ranted on that he 
had fooled respected museum heads who had purchased the paintings, 
the art historians and scientists who had tested and expertized them, and 
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above all, dozens of European and American art critics who had written 
glowing reviews of the spurious Vermeers. He had proved, he boasted, 
that he was as good as the old masters and that the critics who had so 
long harassed him were asses. He could not be a collaborator, because he 
had sold no state treasure to the Nazis, only one of his own forgeries. 

His police confession was blazoned in print throughout the Nether- 
lands the next morning, and thereafter in newspapers throughout the 
world. His confession began: 

“Driven by the psychological effect of being disappointed in not being 
acknowledged by my fellow artists and critics, on a fatal day in 1936 I . 
decided upon proving to the world my value as a painter and resolved to 
make a perfect seventeenth-century painting.” 

The Dutch police were confused. If the man’s confession was conect, 
and he was simply a forger, then certainly he could not be a collabora- 
tionist. One way or the other, he was guilty of a crime. But the crimes 
were leagues apart. If he had sold original Vermeers, and was a collabo- 
rator, then the case was open and shut, a local affair. On the other hand, 
if he had painted his oils in the manner of Vermeer, signed the master’s 
name, and palmed them off as genuine, he was not a collaborator but a 
faker whose act had international implications. The Dutch police de- 
cided to summon the leading Dutch art experts. 'Tlie police did not have 
to go far. 'The art experts were already on hand, at once anxious and 
indignant. The police asked their opinion. Tlie Vermeers that they had 
once judged and accepted, they insisted, were still absolutely authentic. 
'Their reputations and livelihoods were based on the authenticity of 
these Vermeers. 'They dared not be made fools of now. Van Meegeren, 
they chorused, was a drunken scoundrel for claiming the authorship of 
such classics. He had not forged and sold fake Vermeers. He had ob- 
tained and resold authentic Vermeers. 'Their opinion was unanimous, 
and they were stuck with it. 

'Tlie controversy raged in the press, the cafes, the homes of Holland. It 
fanned out into London, Paris, Rome. It trickled into New York and 
Chicago. One way or the other, Hans van Meegeren was a criminal. 
That was clear. But again that was not the important point. The impor- 
tant point was that the oft-debated question of the absolute knowledge 
and integrity of experts, upon whose judgments museums and private 
collectors were dependent, and of critics, upon whose opinions the lay- 
man was dependent, stood on trial. For if van Meegeren was a forger, he 
had proved that, while there were numerous honest and competent men 
in the world of art, there were also those who judged too hurriedly and 
impulsively, those who praised too often according to signature and not 
merit, those who did not know what was true and what was false. To 
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make this point against his own critics, a point which he daimed pro- 
voked his gigantic hoax, van Meegeren begged to be decbred guilty of 
forgery. And on the other side, his rivals, the dealers, essayists, museum 
heads, art detectives, the whole camp intimately involved and 
committed, fought bitterly to have him proved not guilty of this charge. 

Were the six Vermeers, hanging in great museums and galleries, were 
they by Jan Vermeer (1632-1675) or by Hans van Meegeren (i88g-?)? 

The Netherlands authorities debated. Then one minor official, inheri- 
tor of the mantle of Solomon, made a suggestion. Why not let Hans van 
Meegeren paint, under police supervision and in full view of all con- 
cerned, a new forgery in the manner of Vermeer? This seventh portrait 
might prove, once and forever, whether he was capable of forging an old 
master so magnificently or whether he was merely trying to save himself 
from collaborationist charges. The proposition was made. Van Mee- 
geren happily agreed. The experts unhappily agreed. The newspapers, 
elated, printed banner headlines — ^ARTIST PAINTS FOR HIS LIFE! 

Less than a year ago, van Meegeren began his peculiar labor of de- 
fense. The authorities requisitioned a large studio, but barred its win- 
dows like a prison. The authorities permitted him to acquire all the nec- 
essary canvas, oils, other materials, but refused to allow him the months 
of planning and study he claimed he had found necessary in the past. 
The authorities presented him with a daily ration of Burgundy wine, 
extra packs of scarce cigarettes, a bottle of sleeping tablets, but they left 
insensitive police guards to hover in his studio night and day. 

“I’m enjoying it,” he told a friend who visited him at work. “But it is 
difficult. I do not have the exact oils and I do not have the time to think. 
They rush me. And they look over my shoulder when I work. Still, I 
believe it will be beautiful. But outside, they are against me. They’ve 
already judged this work. They will stare at it, and knowing it is not a 
Vermeer, they will cluck their tongues and say well done, well done, but 
really, it is not Vermeer. They will find tiny flaws now to prove this is 
not a seventeenth-century work, and they will say that a madman could 
not forge an Old Master.” 

As van Meegeren’s oil took shape, it proved to be a depiction of the 
Child Christ in the Temple of the Elders. Six figures on a broad canvas. 
All the ffimed Vermeer trademarks were in it — the exquisite rich yellows 
and blues, the refinement of technique, the pointille touch. Physically, 
the work was foolproof — seventeenth-century linen used for the canvas, 
the paint overheated exactly as Vermeer and Rembrandt had overheated 
their paints, the brushes made of badger hair the same as the brushes 
wielded by artists of the i6oo’s. 

At last the job. Exhibit A, was done. 1116 Dutch authorities appointed 
a special jury of international art experts, including authorities horn Ox- 
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ford University, Harvard University, and the Rijks Museum of Amster- 
dam to study it.«Van Meegeren’s fate would depend entirely on the 
jury's report. A decision would be reached in May, 1946. But the month 
of May came and went, and the jury reached no conclusion. A new date 
was announced. A decision would be made public in September, 1946. 
This month came and passed. Still the jury studied, meditated, debated, 
wrangled. 

Few who followed the case were surprised at the delay. They pointed 
out that determining the origin of a really well-done oil, which stood on 
trial for forgery, was often as difficult as deciding the guQt of a defend- 
ant, on 'circumstantial evidence, in a nearly perfect murder. Many re- 
membered the bitter battle, seventeen years before, sunounding the au- 
thenticity of a second La Belle Ferronni^re by Leonardo da Vinci. On 
that occasion, a Mrs. Andr^e Hahn, who’d had the da Vinci in her fam- 
ily for years, was frustrated in her effort to sell it to the Kansas City Art 
Institute for $250,000 because the English expert. Sir Joseph Duveen, 
judged it a fraud, a mere student’s copy of the alleged da Vinci original 
that hung in the Louvre. Mrs. Hahn haled the English expert into court. 
For almost three weeks, expert argued against expert. Sir Joseph con- 
tended that the da Vinci in the Louvre had been in the possession of 
France for four hundred years and was unquestionably by the master’s 
hand and that Mrs. Hahn’s painting was a copy. Mrs. Hahn’s rebuttal 
was spearheaded by George Sortais, who anived from Paris to insist that 
the da Vinci in the Louvre was an inferior copy made by Beltraffio and 
that unquestionably Mrs. Hahn’s was the original. In the end, no con- 
clusive decision was reached on which da Vinci was the original and 
which the copy, although it was announced in print that Mrs. Hahn 
withdrew her suit against Duveen “in return for an indemnity of $60,- 
000.” 

Today, as in the case of many such precedents, the van Meegeren 
controversy is, understandably, still at a stalemate behind locked doors. 
A special gallery in Amsterdam, with all of van Meegeren’s six Vermeers 
and his fateful seventh decorating the walls, is the headquarters of the 
jury. Some members, befuddled, have withdrawn. New experts are 
promptly appointed when this happens. Constantly, from all over Eu- 
rope, fresh critics and art detectives are brought in as consultants. Mean- 
while, Dutch authorities have announced they do not expect any final 
decision before the spring of 1947. Amsterdam reporters, who have long 
covered the case, feel there will never be a clear-cut decision. “There can’t 
be,” said one, “because all the judges now know the works are fakes, that 
they were all fooled for ten years, yet tliey just can’t bring themselves to 
admit it.” 

Meanwhile, fifty-eight-year-old Hans van Meegeren is permitted lim- 
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ited freedom. He lives at home, but is not allowed to discuss the case 
with outsiders. He goes to his favorite bar daily and drinks steadily. In 
one recent afternoon, he gulped down fifty-two shots of straight gin in 
six hours. A short time ago, a close friend of his, a Dutch journalist 
working for Algemeen Nederlands Persbureau, was able to see him 
alone. They had lunch, and at last the journalist said to him, “Hans, we 
have walked, dined, drunk together dozens of times, we have been 
friends for years, and for all that, I still don’t know if you did or did not 
paint those Vermeers.” Van Meegeren stared at his friend, then said 
quietly, “I painted them.” The subject was not discussed again. 

The Netherlands government’s official information service agreed with 
van Meegeren’s confession from the outset. “There can be no doubt,” it 
stated, “that this mad genius did paint the pictures attributed to Ver- 
meer.” Of eight art authorities consulted by this author in Holland, 
most of them disinterested in van Meegeren as a person, all eight agreed, 
separately — several reluctantly, several under the condition that their 
names not be used — that van Meegeren had certainly forged the Ver- 
meers. 

One of these men, M. M. van Dantzig, a caustic and peppery little art 
detective who had just published a volume in Dutch on Vermeer, maso- 
chistically admits van Meegeren fooled him at the outset. “But now, 
after careful study, it is quite obvious his Vermeers are fakes,” says van 
Dantzig. 

Incidentally, van Dantzig’s favorite indoor sport consists of harangu- 
ing his fellow experts with the statement that 6o percent of the paint- 
ings owned by museums and collectors are, like van Meegeren’s Ver- 
meers, fakes. Van Dantzig arrived at this somewhat arbitrary figure 
tlirough a private alchemy, which none of his friends understands. His 
colleagues have long ceased to argue with van Dantzig about his percent- 
age, which they regard as preposterous and beyond proof, but they do 
agree wholeheartedly with him that there is a large number of fakes 
floating about in high places. As one Dutch critic, reviving the old art 
witticism, jested, “Of the 2,500 paintings done by Corot in his lifetime, 
7,800 are to be found in America.” Other critics, more seriously, cite 
evidence ranging from tlie two copies of Gainsborough’s Boy Blue, 
which produced international consternation, to the recent exposure in 
Paris of a forgery factory turning out Picassos and Utrillos by the dozen. 
So expert were the latter that Utrillo, called in by the gendarmes, had to 
look twice and accept the advice of a Sfkret^ specialist before disowning 
the oils forged under his name. 

“There are many reasons for fakes in collections,” explains van Dant- 
zig. “For one, it was quite proper and fashionable in the seventeenth 
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century for an apprentice to make copies of his master’s work or his style 
and sign his name and sell the copies as the master’s originals. The so- 
called art experts are often unable to discriminate between copy and 
original. A masterpiece is accepted as genuine because others before in- 
sisted it was genuine, and so the legend builds. But really, you cannot 
simply glance at an oil and say it is authentic. Van Meegeren’s forgeries 
prove this once and for all. You must look through a painting to the 
personality behind it. In an old master’s original, the color, composition, 
all elements go together. That is beeause the originator does it all at 
once, creatively, in one fresh stroke. The copyist, the forger, does each 
thing separately, because he isn’t inventing and creating, but rather 
thinking, analyzing, imitating. But many experts do not see this, and 
that is why many collectors own masterpieces no more authentie than 
van Meegeren’s Vermeers.” 

Other Dutch authorities, off the record, agree that the van Meegeren 
case places a question mark before acquisitions in many famous collec- 
tions, especially the younger collections. It shakes the confidence of the 
broad art public, many of whom may wonder about the authenticity of 
the accepted Vermeers now hanging in The Hague, Edinburgh, Berlin, 
Vienna, New York, London. Are they real or not, since some contempo- 
rary experts have been proved thoroughly gullible? And what about 
other works of art? “The number of pictures bought and sold, at one 
time or another, as Rembrandt’s,” Dr. Maximilian Toch, the Manhattan 
art detective, has remarked, “is six to ten times as great as the maximum 
number that Rembrandt can have painted, and there is a much larger 
discrepancy in the case of other artists, like Anthony Van Dyck, with 
some two thousand attributed to him but perhaps only seventy executed 
by his hand.” 

And what about the numerous “originals” by Raphael? Millet? Ru- 
bens? Ingres? Are they all authentic? And who determined that they 
were? 

To these troublesome questions, now pumped to life in the caf6s and 
art circles of Europe, the supporters of van Meegeren add one more: If 
van Meegeren’s false Vermeers were passed upon and bought and 
praised as originals, then is not every creative forger who has worked in 
the style of another, and who has hoodwinked the experts even for a 
time, a special kind of gehius in his own right? 

There is a whole cult in Holland that thinks so, that thinks Hans van 
Meegeren is a perfect example of this kind of genius. 'They remind you 
that their hero did not copy a single “known” masterpiece, but rather 
created brand-new masterpieces in the manner and style that the old 
master might have used had he been around longer. 'They call it “crea- 
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tive” forgety in the Neiherlands, and they say it is not crime hot Ait, 
and that van Meegeien is perhaps one of Ihe greatest painters in this 
category in all art history. 

Van Meegeren, at present, is less interested in being r^arded as a 
genius than in proving that his mortal enemies, the art critics, are wrong. 
“I could fool them again, if it were kept secret,” he insists. “If I had 
time to study Rembrandt carefully, to learn exactly how he mixed his 
paints, I could fool those idiots with forged Rembrandts — and they 
would see the signature, the style, the cracked canvas, and exclaim, ‘Ah, 
a new undiscovered Rembrandt, the most magnificent yeti’ ” 

Hans van Meegeren began sketching seriously in grammar school, at 
an age when other young men were playing with Erector sets and drop- 
ping live turtles down their sisters’ backs. But by the time he went to 
Delft, the university town near Rotterdam, he was determined to make 
a sane living as an architect. This resolve did not last long. Delft was the 
birthplace and home of Jan Vermeer, and the background for many 
classical Dutch landscapes, and Hans van Meegeren soon fell under its 
spell. He abandoned blueprints for an easel. While living in Delft, he 
supported himself by teaching art history and drawing at the Delft In- 
stitute of Technology, but he devoted every moment of his spare time to 
his own painting. 

In 1914, one of van Meegeren’s oils won a major prize in a competi- 
tion sponsored by the Academy of Art in The Hague. That was van 
Meegeren’s beginning as an artist. By the 1920's, he had achieved a 
minor reputation, but had earned little money. It was a period when he 
was in desperate need of money. In 1912, he had married Anna de 
Voogt, and she had borne him two children, Inez and Jacques. He had 
the support of this family to worry about. Then, in 1923, having fallen in 
love with Jo van Walraven, a half-Dutch, half-Spanish divorcee and ac- 
tress, van Meegeren divorced Anna to make off with Jo, whom he did 
not marry until 1929. But by then, his financial situation had begun to 
improve. Two books of his line drawings and black-and-white studies 
were published in Holland, and he was receiving commissions to paint 
members of the nobility in London and several American millionaires on 
the French Riviera. 

About this time, van Meegeren b^n his bitter feud with Dutch crit- 
ics and contemporary Dutch painters. They resented his independence, 
his barbed wit, and his growing financial success. Too, they resented his 
refusal to play ball. In prewar Holland, the press was sometimes quite as 
venal as it was in nearby France. When Dutch critics approached him 
with the routine ofifer of good reviews for his exhibits if he would pay for 
them, van Meegeren indignantly refused. So the critics wrote bad re- 
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views. They roasted and scalded him. They labeled him a second-rater. 
The feud continued for 6ve years, and at last, in 19^, when he could 
bear the criticism no more^ van Meegeren determine to get even. He 
conjured up several plans, and in the end, it was the most difficult and 
most decisive that gripped his imagination. 

The critics and experts were always fawning over and prattling about 
the Old Masters, he reflected, and everything was great for them when it 
had the guaranty of the signature and tradition. “The more I thought, 
the more I knew they would even swallow my own work if they were 
sure it was important and had the right signature,” van Meegeren told a 
friend later. “It was a terribly difficult undertaking, and tricky, but I was 
furious with them and wanted to make them ridiculous. So I decided I 
would have my joke. I would paint an Old Master and have them accept 
and praise it.” 

Van Meegeren laid the groundwork for his hoax carefully. He weighed 
against one another the Old Masters that he might imitate. He consid- 
ered da Vinci and Rembrandt first, then discarded them. Finally, he se- 
lected Vermeer. Why Vermeer? “Because I had a great admiration for 
him,” he says now, “but I could have just as easily taken any other. Also, 
there were other reasons. His style was easiest for me, and most adapt- 
able. And much of his personal life was cloaked in mystery, which would 
make the discovery of a new Vermeer more reasonable.” 

Although he already knew much about the artist of his choice, van 
Meegeren spent added months studying Vermeer thoroughly. He went 
to contemporary accounts for fragments about the master’s personal life. 
He learned that Vermeer had been married as a youth, had had eight 
children, and had lived a very respectable life in Delft. He learned Ver- 
meer had been a prosperous artist — one visitor to Vermeer’s studio re- 
counted that he could not find a single oil for sale, all had been sold, and 
the visitor was forced to buy his Vermeer from the neighborhood baker. 
In reading further, van Meegeren found evidence that Vermeer had 
toiled as a student or apprentice under the immortal Rembrandt. In 
fact, Rembrandt had had twenty apprentices at the time, who helped fill 
in the backgrounds of his more detailed oils. 

In his researches, van Meegeren learned also that Vermeer had been 
forgotten for almost two hundred years after his death simply because he 
had quarreled with the Dutch historian Houbraken, who thereafter re- 
fused even to mention him in his The Great Theater of Dutch Painters, 
which became a bible for critics. “Because he was not mentioned in that 
book, he was neglected and forgotten,” says van Meegeren, “and prob- 
ably many of his finest pieces were lost through neglect because his name 
was not well known. It shows you how critics judge greatness.” In 1865, 
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an exiled Fienchman named Burger-Thore became interested in the ob- 
scure Vermeer, chased his paintings about the world, publicized them, 
and laid the foundation for Vermeer's current fame. 

With this information in his head, van Meegeren began to study Ver- 
meer’s actual paintings. Some catalogues named thirty-six authentic Ver- 
meers, others named thirty-seven and forty. Van Meegeren confined his 
study to a handful of paintings of undeniable authenticity (whose prov- 
enance was established by contemporary accounts) that hung in Amster- 
dam and The Hague. He observed Vermeer's sense of color, his brush 
stroke, his square touch. He noticed his weaknesses in drawing heads, 
and his genius at portraying still life. He absorbed Vermeer’s trademarks 
— ^infallible as fingerprints — the repetition in many paintings of the lion- 
headed ehair, the rumpled rugs, the stained-glass windows in the back- 
grounds. 

Van Meegeren’s last step in his preparation was a teehnical one. The 
painting must be physically foolproof, something right out of 1670. 'The 
experts, of course, would test the effect of alcohol on the colors, would 
inject hypodermic needles to find the ehemical content of the paint, 
would employ X rays and infrared rays to photograph the canvas, would 
employ quartz lamps to penetrate the overlays. All this, van Meegeren 
anticipated. 

He dug out contemporary seventeenth-century manuscripts and 
learned that Vermeer and Velasquez utilized for colors gamboge, a gum 
resin used as yellow pigment, lapis lazuli, a blue obtained from the pow- 
dered stones, and white zinc instead of white lead. To obtain real lapis 
lazuli, van Meegeren paid as high as $2,000 a tube. “The one stumbling 
block,” van Meegeren recalls, “was the oil to be used in paint mixtures. 
Modems use linseed oil for mixing. That’s no good. Use it and your paint 
will never get hard and old. Luckily, I discovered in an old manuscript 
exactly the oil Vermeer used. I used it, too, and it hardened my paint 
and made it foolproof against all alcohol tests.” 

No detail was too small to van Meegeren. He overheated his paints 
because Vermeer had done so. He learned that the masters used badger 
hair in their bmshes, instead of hog’s bristles which are used today. Van 
Meegeren knew that when the experts found some of the seventeenth- 
century-type hairs in the oil of his painting they would be positive of its 
authenticity. 

When he was ready, van Meegeren took his knowledge, his materials, 
his wife, and moved into a bamlike villa in Nice. He devised, for his 
Vermeer, an inspiring portrait of Christ breaking bread with his disciples 
at Emmaus — De Emmausganger. He toiled, meticulously, untiringly, 
hour after hour, day after day, for seven consecutive months on this 
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painting. Not even his wife knew what he was up to. When it was done, 
he went over it again, point by point. Everything was there — even to the 
old cracks in the surface. He had learned that in the years before Ver- 
meer, the paint broke in large cracks, but the paint in Vermeer’s oils 
(like the paint in the oils of Vermeer’s contemporaries) broke in smaller, 
chainlike cracks, so van Meegeren’s own imitation cracks, created by 
scratching them out in pattern and then baking them apart in a kitchen 
stove, were exactly in the manner of the master. There was only one last 
touch. Vermeer’s signature. Van Meegeren daubed it on, and the deed 
was done. 

Now, from his knowledge of Vermeer’s life, he invented the story of 
the “discovery.” He knew that Vermeer had worked side by side with 
Italian student-painters. The Italians had painted Christ at Emmaus. 
They had taken their products to Italy. Most likely, then, Vermeer had 
done Christ at Emmaus, and most likely, in the unrecorded years of his 
life, he had traveled in Italy. Very well. This new Vermeer would be 
found in Italy. Van Meegeren would learn of it through a friend, pur- 
chase it cheaply, and then resell it. 

Thus fortified, he went with his handiwork to Amsterdam. Before 
putting it up for sale, he knew he must obtain a certificate of authentic- 
ity. Van Meegeren approached one of Holland’s great art historians and 
experts, ninety-year-old Dr. Abraham Bredius, a doddering ancient who 
dwelt in obscurity and who was a year away from death. Van Meegeren 
showed Dr. Bredius his discovery. Tlie old expert, flattered that someone 
was consulting him again, blinked at it through dim eyes, submitted it to 
spectroscopic, X-ray, and alcohol tests, and then gave his enthusiastic 
seal of authenticity and approval. 

Still excited by the “masterpiece” that he had authenticated, Dr. Bre- 
dius published an article about it in Burlington Magazine, an English art 
review. Full of unrestrained praise for the newly discovered Vermeer, Dr. 
Bredius wrote; “It is a wonderful moment in the life of a lover of art 
when he finds himself suddenly confronted with a hitherto unknown 
painting by a great master, untouched, on the original canvas and with- 
out any restoration, just as it left the painter’s studio! . . . We have 
here a — I am inclined to say the — ^masterpiece of Johannes Vermeer of 
Delft.” 

Succeeding steps were routine. In late 1937, the members of the Rem- 
brandt Association, after hiring four more experts to test the Vermeer 
with chemicals and rays and having found it authentic, paid van Mee- 
geren half a million gulden — $200,000— for his treasure, and then pre- 
sented it to the august Boyman’s Museum in Rotterdam. Its first public 
exhibition took place in September, 1938, when it starred in a showing 
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of 450 Netherlands masterpieces gathered to celebrate Queen Wilhel- 
mina’s Jubilee. Critics from The Hague, firom London, from Paris 
swarmed to view it. So great was their reverence that they demanded the 
museum floor be carpeted about the Vermeer to prevent noise while 
they contemplated. The museum obliged. Several critics wrote ecstati- 
cally that it was far and away Jan Vermeer’s greatest effort. 

Van Meegeren was delighted. He had proved his mortal enemies idi- 
ots and made himself rich. The following year, he decided to make a 
second Vermeer. This too he sold, for an even higher price. The next 
year, he made a third. In all, he produced six. The public prosecutor of 
Amsterdam feels this was his biggest crime. “Had he painted his first 
one, and made fools of the critics, well, all Holland would have laughed 
and he would have been a great hero. But no, he couldn’t stop. He 
wanted to get rich quick. He turned his little joke into a big business. 
That is his crime.” 

Van Meegeren disposed of all his forgeries except the sixth. Not need- 
ing the money it represented, and since he rather fancied it, the painting 
was kept on the wall of his house beside an authentic Franz Hals he had 
recently bought. Then came his downfall. An agent, the go-between 
Reinstra, appeared and persuaded him to permit its sale. Van Meegeren 
explains that he did so only reluctantly, and with the provision that it 
not be sold to the Nazis, who were then occupying the country. Three 
weeks later, after competitive bidding by a Dutch syndicate, the picture 
went to Hermann Goering in exchange for 150 of his paintings, valued 
at 1,600,000 gulden or $600,000 (at the 1943 rate)-. Out of this sum, 
$250,000 was passed down to van Meegeren, and the rest was retained by 
the agent in commissions. So delighted was Goering with the deal that 
he wrote thanking van Meegeren and addressing him as “my painter 
laureate.” Van Meegeren remembers the incident sadly. “I was indig- 
nant when I learned it had been sold to Goering. But I took his money, 
and that was the beginning of the end.” 

Today, a year and a half after his confession of forgery, Hans van 
Meegeren is a tired and broken man. The only thing that keeps him 
going is his burning desire to prove, beyond all doubt, that he faked the 
Vermeers and tricked the high priests of art. Constantly, he brings forth 
new evidence to prove his guilt. He points to the Vermeer heads. Ver- 
meer painted life-sized heads. In his own pictures, van Meegeren pur- 
posely drew all human heads six centimeters larger than Vermeer’s, be- 
cause he had a pet theory that they looked more lifelike when enlarged. 
This, he says, is only one of many proofs of his forgeries. But his enemies 
glibly reply that this un-Vermeer-like touch is not proof of forgery but 
merely proof that this newly discovered series of Vermeers is unique and 
different. 
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Undaunted, van Meegeren presents other proofs. The chairs on which 
Christ sits, in the first and sixth pictures, are drawn after the fairly mod- 
em chair in his own studio. And Christ's hands are not modeled after 
Vermeer's type of hands but after van Meegeren's own hands. And his 
paints: He displays receipts from dealers in London, where he purchased 
the more expensive tubes. Recently, van Meegeren recalled that he had 
left a remnant of the rare seventeenth-century canvas he had used lying 
on the floor of his French villa. He felt that this would be irrefutable 
proof of his forgery. He demanded that the strip of canvas be brought to 
Holland. The Dutch government dispatched two police officials to van 
Meegeren's villa in France. The police ransacked the villa. There was no 
seventeenth-century canvas. Van Meegeren was crushed, and now in- 
sists that his enemies got there first and destroyed it. 

While van Meegeren has many friends, he has few who dare to come 
out in the open and defend him. One who does defend him, while 
thinking very little of his artistic talent, is van Dantzig, the Amsterdam 
art detective. Van Dantzig insists there is no question that van Mee- 
geren is a forger. “There are dozens of pieces of evidence that van Mee- 
geren perpetrated a hoax,” he says. “Take one single thing. The brush 
stroke. That is one of the most individual, subconscious acts of a creative 
artist. Some strokes are long, some short, some thick, some thin, some 
curved at beginning and at the end, and made with a quick motion. Jan 
Vermeer used small strokes, putting down flecks of color and dots of 
reflected light in sharp decisive movements. He was creating and knew 
where each one went. Van Meegeren's strokes are slower, more careful, 
his flecks and dots much more studied, as if done by one who had to 
think where and how to put them down. Or take the human hand. 
Vermeer's hands are broken, knuckled like living hands. Van Mee- 
geren's hands are blobs and his fingers lifeless sausages. Or take the hu- 
man hair. You can feel Vermeer's hair. It grows. Van Mcegcren's hair is 
a mop, stuck on, manufactured. And so on. There's no end of evidence.” 

Nevertheless, even though short on ammunition, van Meegeren's en- 
emies continue to do battle. They constantly try to embarrass him with 
questions. They ask him to produce his living models for the Vermeers. 
He retorts that he had no models, needed none, that an artist who has 
done three thousand figures in his lifetime can dispense with models. 
His enemies then divert their attack to his alleged collaboration with the 
Nazis. Not long ago, a Dutch journalist in Berlin found a book of van 
Meegeren's reproduced black-and-white drawings bearing the inscription, 
“To my beloved Fuehrer, with best wishes, Hans van Meegeren.” His 
enemies broadcast this news throughout the Netherlands and the Conti- 
nent. Van Meegeren countered at once. He recalled that during the oc- 
cupation a German officer, an aspiring artist, had asked for his autograph 
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in a book of his drawings. He obliged with his signature only. He insisted 
the German officer must have written in the inscription to Hitler over 
his signature, and sent it on to Der Fuehrer. Van Me^eren demanded 
that the signature and inscription be studied by Dutch handwriting ex- 
perts. This was promptly done. The handwriting experts reported that 
van Meegeren was right, the signature was his own but the inscription to 
Hitler was by another hand. Van Meegeren asked for the volume itself. 
He wanted it for evidence in his trial. When the police tried to produce 
it, it was gone — ^no one knows where. 

So the intrigue and word-baiting continue in Amsterdam. What will 
be the legal result? Opinions vary widely. A minority feels the case will be 
dropped in the next year or two, and that van Meegeren will be given his 
freedom. The majority feels the international jury will be forced to ad- 
mit that the Vermeers are clever fakes. If so, van Meegeren will most 
likely be jailed for a period of two to six years or fined two million dollars. 
This, incidentally, would be a somewhat stiffer sentence than he would 
have got as a Nazi collaborator. 

But Hans van Meegeren wants the stiflfer sentence. It will vindicate 
his honor and blast the complacency of art critics. He also wants to buy 
his six paintings back. He has had an offer of eight million dollars, a sum 
widely publicized in Europe, for the lot from a well-known American 
millionaire. Van Meegeren will not reveal the name of the American. 

But van Meegeren does not think that he will ever live to see his 
victory and collect this new fortune from the United States. “If I should 
die tomorrow,” he says quietly, “the dealers, museums, critics would be 
much relieved. The thorn would be out of their side. The case could be 
dropped, the Vermeers I forged declared authentic, and the experts 
would never be bothered again. As long as I live, they are on the spot. 
There is much at stake in my life. Millions of dollars in cash, and years 
of art-dealer prestige. They know all of this, and they are desperate. That 
is why I am very careful on the streets these days. When I see a car 
driving toward me very fast, I duck into a doorway. It would be a shame 
if an accident happened to me at this stage, wouldn't it?” 

»« 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

When I arrived in the Netherlands in September, 1946, intent on 
obtaining material about the Hans van Meegeren saga, I was told by 
members of his intimate circle that I was the first writer to make an 
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effort to present his story in depth through a large-circulation periodical. 
Before my investigation into the Vermeer forgeries, there had been nu- 
merous brief newspaper accounts of the raging art controversy, but these 
had not attempted to assess van Meegeren’s personality, or consider his 
full role in the series of hoaxes, nor had they shown the fantastic di- 
lemma his case presented to the authorities. 

I was unable to spend time with van Meegeren himself. He was ill. He 
was also under strict police surveillanc and control. Consequently, a 
considerable amount of my material was .-cquired through my friendship 
with M. Petzoldt, a clever Dutch journalist in Amsterdam who was well 
acquainted with and trusted by van Meegeren. Not only did Petzoldt 
answer any questions I had to ask, but he acted as a go-between, taking 
my more personal inquiries to the ailing painter and bringing back van 
Meegeren's frank replies. Also, the Amsterdam art expert, M. M. van 
Dantzig, gave generously of his time and cooperation. And there were at 
least a dozen other sources in Amsterdam that I eventually tapped for 
information on van Meegeren. 

When I had what I wanted, I moved on to Paris. There I wrote my 
story, which I called, “How to Be an Old Master.” Before leaving for 
Madrid, I sent the completed draft to my New York literary agent, Paul 
R. Reynolds, who immediately placed it with The Saturday Evening 
Post. They published it under a more provocative title, “The Man Who 
Swindled Goering,” in their issue of January 1 1, 1947. Even before the 
story appeared, the Reader’s Digest had purchased it for a lead reprint, 
and ran it in their issue of March, 1947. 

Few short pieces that I have written have received as much attention 
as did the van Meegeren story, from those interested in acquiring dra- 
matic rights. I was overwhelmed by inquiries about motion picture, play, 
and radio rights. Of some interest was a serious inquiry from Edward 
Gross, who had successfully produced Chicken Every Sunday on Broad- 
way, and who wanted me to convert my van Meegeren article into a 
stage drama. I agreed to try to do this. I still have a clipping from the 
February, 1948, theatrical page of a New York daily, which begins: “Ed- 
ward Gross will cast Irving Wallace’s play, ‘Masterpiece,’ on the Coast. 
Gross plans to open it in Los Angeles this spring and then tour east to 
Broadway.” The announcement was accurate but premature. I had, in- 
deed, entitled van Meegeren’s story Masterpiece for the stage version, 
and I had written an outline and almost one full act, when I was forced 
to abandon the project. I no longer remember exactly why this was, al- 
though I suspect that a major reason was that I had run out of eating 
money just when I had become a father for the first time, and was forced 
to revive my bank account by becoming a salaried screenwriter. 
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But if movie and play interest in van Meegeren came to nothing, there 
was a third source of interest in the dramatic rights, and this one did 
develop successfully. On January i, 1948, Paul Muni starred as Hans 
van Meegeren in a national network radio adaptation of “The Man 
Who Swindled Goering.” And in 1953, my story was acquired by a tele- 
vision company, and somewhat later was shown coast-to-coast as The 
Hoax, featuring Herbert Marshall and Paul Henried. 

Unfortunately, Hans van Meegeren did not live to know how widely 
his fame — or notoriety — ^was publicized, not only through the radio and 
television versions of my story on him, but through the great amount of 
literature concurrently growing up around his legend. To my limited 
knowledge, there have been at least one dozen, perhaps two dozen, 
books published since his death which are devoted entirely or in great 
part to his life and his acts of creative forgery. Merely glancing at my 
nearest bookshelf, I can see such volumes as The Master Forger by John 
Godley, 'Vermeer — van Meegeren: Back to the Truth by Jean Decoen, 
Van Meegeren’s Faked Vermeers and De Hoogfis by Dr. P. B. Core- 
mans, The Art of the Faker by Frank Amau, The Mystery of van Mee- 
geren by Maurice Moiseiwitsch. 

When 1 left van Meegeren in Amsterdam in the autumn of 1946, he 
was still awaiting the decision on the seventh Vermeer, the one which he 
had deliberately forged for a jury of international art judges. Based on 
this Child Christ in the Temple of the Elders, the art judges would 
determine if van Meegeren should be tried by the state as a man who 
had perpetrated fraud by faking six Vermeers and swindling Goering 
with one, or if he should be tried as a political collaborator who had 
feked none of them but simply sold real Vermeers, and one of them to a 
wartime enemy. 

After 1 departed from Amsterdam, Hans van Meegeren lived on for 
another fifteen months. It was in the early autumn of 1947 that the 
international art judges came to their decision. They voted that Hans 
van Meegeren had, indeed, fooled all of them, and their learned col- 
leagues. The seventh Vermeer, done by van Meegeren on assignment, 
had convinced them that the other six Vermeers were fakes. The key 
evidence, aesthetic considerations aside, was that presented by one of the 
judges. Dr. P. B. Coremans, director of the Central Laboratory of the 
Belgian Museums, who stated that laboratory investigation proved van 
Meegeren’s seventeenth-century Vermeers contained in their paint a 
synthetic resin, which had not even been discovered until 1900. Despite 
the fact that a Swiss chemistry professor dissented — “the microchemical 
analyses on which Coremans has based his findings yield no evidence 
that any synthetic resinous products are present in the layers of paint” 
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—the other art judges reluctantly agreed with Coremans that although 
the signatures on the six Vermeers bore the master’s signature, 

(for I. V. Meer), the paintings had been executed by the impossible 
Hans van Meegeren. 

And so, on October 29, 1947, Hans van Meegeren went on trial before 
the District Court of Amsterdam. To his delight, he went on trial as a 
George Psalmanazar, as a Thomas Wainewright, as a William Ireland, 
admirable fakers and impostors all, and not as a commonplace collabo- 
rator. The evidence of forgery was heard in a single day. Van Meegeren 
did not contest it. The state prosecutor demanded that van Meegaen 
receive two years’ imprisonment for his fraud. The court adjourned for 
two weeks to consider the sentence it should deliver. On November 12, 
1947, court reconvened. Hans van Meegeren, frail and ailing, 
awaited the sentence. Because of his ill health (and, perhaps, because of 
the sympathy of the Dutch public, so appreciative of one who had so 
daringly tweaked the noses of critics and authorities), the prosecution’s 
demand for two years’ imprisonment was not heeded. Hans van Mee- 
geren was sentenced to only one year in jail. 

Van Meegeren returned to his great house at 321 Keizersgracht to 
await his official removal to a prison cell. No one came for him. He lived 
a Kafka nightmare. He waited and waited, and still no one came. There 
were countless legal actions against him. Those who had bought his for- 
geries as Vermeers were pressing suits to recover all money paid him. 
'The government wanted back taxes on this disputed income. Tliere were 
court costs. Van Meegeren’s assets dwindled swiftly. Bankruptcy pro- 
ceedings were begun. 

Among collectors of paintings there was a carnival interest in van 
Meegeren, the kind of curiosity that lures people to the freak exhibits. 
From London, New York, Paris, there were orders for portraits, for book 
illustrations, for new oils “in the style of Vermeer.” Van Meegeren de- 
sired to resume with brush, palette and canvas, but was unable to begin. 
His resolve and wasted body were weak. His impending imprisonment 
hung over him daily. 

In those days of waiting, he had nurses, he had a few friends in, he had 
regular visits from his son Jacques. Since there were no police to stop 
him, he took to walking along the canals in the afternoons, greeting and 
accepting the compliments of the populace. In the evenings, he often 
attended his favorite cafo. He drank heavily. He slept lightly, poorly, 
despite the drugs. He got weaker. After five weeks in limbo, he collapsed. 
He was rushed to the Valerius Clinic in Amsterdam. During the evening 
of December 30, 1947, he suffered a severe heart attack and died. 

Two days later, Paul Muni dramatized his life, based on my story, for 
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listeneis the length and breadth of the United States, and perhaps on 
that evening Hans van Meegeren had his resurrection, and his real leg- 
end began. 

Today, the legend is stronger than ever, the legend of warped genius. 

Van Meegeren's last word to posterity was encompassed in his prison 
confession. It was, according to a 1964 dispatch by the Reuters news 
agency: “that he had produced work intrinsically as good as that of the 
great masters. It gave equal pleasure and therefore did not defraud any- 
body. The only difference, he said, was the signature.” 

Two posthumous judgments would have appealed to him. One con- 
cerned his talent, and the other concerned his critics. 

In 1949, in London, there appeared Dr. P. B. Coremans’ judgment of 
Hans van Meegeren’s gifts: 

“Van Meegeren was indisputably the greatest forger of all time. As an 
artist, he achieved the best and the worst since his natural gifts were 
warped by the line of least resistance, the lust for gain and luxury. These 
*same characteristics are evident in his fakes. An immense conceit and 
contempt (if not hatred) of the official art world made him create the 
beautiful painting of the Disciples.” 

In 1951, in Rotterdam, there appeared Jean Decoen’s speculation about 
van Meegeren’s critics: 

“One thing remains a mystery to me. It is the attitude of all those 
who, in 1938, by their statements and writings, announced to the world 
one of the greatest masterpieces of Dutch art of the seventeenth century. 
And the qualities, which this work possessed, and which everyone could 
see, do they no longer exist? Do qualities that go to make a masterpiece 
exist only in the minds of men, and have they no real foundation? Does 
everything evaporate because the name of the artist and period in which 
the painting was made have been changed? It is therefore Name, not 
work, which possesses this sympathetic magic. ... Of all van Mee- 
geren’s forgeries examined from distance or close quarters, none can be 
compared with the Disciples, and I reiterate that if van Meegeren is the 
maker of it, I take off my hat to him and forgive him all the forgeries 
that he ever made.” 

Here jt was, then, the critics’ sunender: 

“The greatest forger of all time” — aeator, in the twentieth century, 
of “one of the greatest masterpieces of Dutch art of the seventeen^ 
century. . . . I takeoff my hat to him.” 

Somehow, I cannot believe that Hans van Meegeren would have been 
displeased with these critics. He had proved that the species could har- 
bor fallible fools. To their credit, the majority of critics, humbled, had 
recanted from their belief in their omniscience. But there will soon be a 
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new generation of them to renew and perpetuate their exclusive hold on 
Infinite Wisdom and Final Judgment. For them, the legend of Hans van 
Meegeren should tower as a disturbing reminder of human fallibility. 
One can hope. 
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MONSIEUR BERTILLON 


At the turn of the century, an enterprising New York publisher trav- 
Xa. eled to Paris to offer the world’s greatest living detective one dollar 
a word for his memoirs. Though potentially the offer far exceeded his 
salary as director of the French Sfkret^’s Identity Department, Alphonse 
Bertillon firmly refused it. “To write the whole truth for you,” he told the 
publisher, “I would have to tell secrets, which might be useful to crimi- 
nals. If I skipped the secrets, I would cheat the public.” 

Undaunted, the publisher promptly offered to pay the same rate if 
Bertillon would disguise his facts in a fictional detective novel. “Surely 
you would have no objections to the detective novel?” 

“On the contrary,” said Bertillon, “I love detective stories. I would like 
to see Sherlock Holmes’s methods of reasoning adopted by all profes- 
sional police. Yes, perhaps I will write a mystery story one day when I re- 
tire, if I retire. But now I have no time. It is such a pity. I have so many 
wonderful stories to tell!” 

When at last he died, in harness, just thirty-five years ago, Alphonse 
Bertillon had still not found time to write his mystery book. But, in his 
incredible record of achievements, in the scientific advances he willed to 
criminologists the earth over, in the very life he lived, were more “won- 
derful stories” than any that he might have invented. 

Today, every time the FBI corners a Dillinger, every time Scotland 
Yard catches a Crippen, every time the French Sfiret6 traps a Landru, 
they are paying silent tribute to Alphonse Bertillon. Instead of memoirs, 
Bertillon left behind countless weapons of detection with which the law 
can evenly pit itself against the wit and savagery of outlaws and killers. 
He gave the world its first successful means of identifying and classifying 
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criminals, thus catching rqjcaters. He discovered a method of seeing 
through aliases, disguises and plastic suigery. He invented police phoiog- 
raphy. He was among the first detectives to use psychology on criminals 
successfully. He was the first detective to solve a crime through finger- 
prints. He was a pioneer in scientific sleuthing. 

But it was not easy. Once, when Bertillon was guiding old Louis 
Pasteur on a tour of the Sfiret^ the scientist halted, gazed thoughtfully 
at the detective, and asked, “Was it difficult. Monsieur Bertillon, get- 
ting the government to recognize your discoveries?” Yes, Bertillon ad- 
mitted, it had been terribly difficult, and added, “But I never despaired. 
When they resisted, I became more aggressive.” Pasteur smiled. “Ah, 
then you know — ^the difficulty is less in discovering than in having dis- 
coveries understood and adopted.” 

In the beginning, Bertillon’s most arduous case was in solving Bertil- 
lon. He, who would discover so much, could not find himself. Bom in 
1853, the second son of a Parisian doctor whose hobbies were studying 
skulls and physiological statistics, Alphonse Bertillon was the family dis- 
grace. He failed to do satisfactory work at three different schools, and 
lost a half-dozen jobs, varying from banker to schoolteacher, in France, 
England, and Scotland. 

Then came a job he could not lose. He was drafted for compulsory mili- 
tary service, and, as a private, was stationed with the 139th Infantry Reg- 
iment in Clermont-Ferrand, France. There was plenty of leisure, and 
out of sheer boredom young Bertillon began taking night courses in the 
medical school of the local university. 

Suddenly, for the first time, he found something that interested him. 
His father’s old hobby — human skulls. Now, fascinated, he began study- 
ing them, measuring and classifying hundreds. Soon his interests ex- 
panded to tbe 222 bones of the human skeleton. He made a personal dis- 
covery. The skulls and bones of no two human beings were exactly the 
same. Bertillon began compiling statistics, but before he had enough to 
substantiate his theory, his military service was ended. He was home, 
again unemployed. His father was pleased with the statistics, but realis- 
tic. “To be a disinterested scientist is well and good, Alphonse, but to be 
fully disinterested the scientist must make money first. I am going to 
try just once more to get you a job.” 

In March, 1879, through his father’s contacts, Bertillon went to work 
as a lowly auxiliary clerk in the French Sfirefo headquarters in Paris. His 
duties, inside his tiny, cold cubicle, were dull, monotonous and, he felt, 
quite stupid. Several times he was tempted to quit, but something about 
the work returned him to his desk. His job consisted of recording descrip- 
tions of criminals arrested during the day, just in case the same criminals 
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should ever turn up again. But tire descriptions consisted of generalities 
that were impossible to file accuratdy, and so they were never used. The 
poindessness of the method was what bored Bertillon, and yet diallenged 
him. To male his job more interesting, he decided to improve on the 
primitive system of catching repeaters. 

Just a half century before, he learned, the only means of checking on 
whether an offender was an ex-convict was by seeing if he had been 
branded with a red-hot iron. When branding was abolished by law, the 
police in France, as well as those in other nations, were limited to age- 
worn tricks. They would plant a detective, dressed as a prisoner, in the 
new convict’s cell. They would offer bonuses to detectives who located 
repeaters, and they would write lengthy descriptions, too vague to be 
classified. It was a farce. A man had only to change his name or features, 
however crudely, to avoid being recognized as a previous offender. 
Habitual criminals were constantly turned loose for lack of concrete 
identification. The police were helpless. Crime had a holiday. 

And then Alphonse Bertillon remembered his human skulls: that no 
two were alike. An idea struck him. Age, hunger, sickness might alter a 
murderer’s flesh but not his bones. His study of statistics had told him 
that between the ages of twenty and sixty, certain parts of the human 
body do not change. The width of a man’s head, his right ear, his left 
middle finger — ^all three normally remain the same size. Bertillon 
checked and rechecked. The ear alone, he calculated, was enough to 
identify thousands of criminals. There were twenty distinctive parts to 
a single ear. A killer might dye his hair, bob his nose, lift his chin. But 
unless he cut it off, the ear remained the same, difficult to disguise, easy 
to observe. 

Thus, within eight months of the day he had joined the Sflretd as a 
lowly clerk, thirty-one-year-old Alphonse Bertillon had conceived his revo- 
lutionary system of classifying and trapping aiminals by measuring cer- 
tain unchangeable parts of the human body. He called his invention 
“afithropometry” or body measurement, and it consisted of making a 
composite chart of a criminal’s eleven unalterable features. 

Enthusiastically, he presented his system to Police Prefect Andrieux. 
He waited for congratulations. Andrieux scanned the outline of the sys- 
tem, and then threw it back at Bertillon. “You are a lunatic,” said 
Andrieux. “Get out.” 

Bertillon was confused. Back in his office, he reread his presentation of 
his system, took it apart, put it together again, made subtractions, addi- 
tions, finally rewrote it in more detail. Once more, he submitted it to the 
police prefect. This time Andrieux completely lost his temper. “So now 
clerks tell us how to run the Sflret^! I will teach you a lessonl” An- 
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drieux dashed off a note to Bertillon’s father stating that the young man 
was mentally unstable, and that he would be fired if he persisted in ex- 
pounding his cracked theory. 

Exasperated, the elder Bertillon summoned his son for a final show- 
down. Alphonse appeared, not with contrition but with the summary of 
his system in hand. In an hour, anthropometry had its first convert. Ex- 
citedly, the elder Bertillon appealed to the prefect, but to no avail. The 
Sfiret6 chief refused to reconsider. It had become a matter of saving face. 

Alphonse Bertillon returned to his clerical desk. He dared not mention 
his system. A single word, and he would be fired. He wanted to remain in 
the S<liret6 desperately now. So he played dumb, and waited. He waited 
one year, two years, three years. The fature seemed hopeless. And then, 
suddenly, Andrieux was out, and a new police prefect named Camescasse 
was in. 

Once again, Bertillon presented his revolutionary system. The new 
prefect listened with a tolerant smile, admitted that he realized the im- 
portance of what Bertillon was trying to do, admitted also that he had not 
the slightest comprehension of how Bertillon planned to do it. But he 
was impressed by the young clerk’s enthusiasm. “Monsieur Bertillon, you 
shall have your chance. I will give you exactly three months. If in three 
months your identity system has caught one recidivist, the Sfiretd will 
permanently adopt it. If in three months it has caught none, you are to 
drop it forever and never bother us again. That is the gamble I offer. Are 
you satisfied?” 

Three months did not seem enough. Bertillon hesitated. But it was this 
or nothing. “I accept, sir. You shall have at least one criminal because of 
my system in tliree months. And, thank you, sirl” 

Or; the morning of December 13, 1882, Bertillon introduced the 
world’s first scientific system of classifying criminals. Bertillon began by 
forcing each offender into a revolving chair, which is still used at the 
Sfiret^ today, and taking a series of 24-by- 30-inch glass-plate photo- 
graphs. Until that date, the Sfiret^ had photographed about 60,000 
criminals, stiff, full-faced, unrevealing portraits. Bertillon changed all 
that. He introduced, despite the difficulties presented by time exposure, a 
pioneer form of candid photography. Convicts were photographed in- 
formally, in natural poses. Bertillon played down the standard full-faced 
picture, which he felt distorted the appearance, especially of the nose. 
Instead he concentrated on profiles, which he felt gave police a more hon- 
est view of a man’s brow, nose, chin. Also, he snapped close-ups of 
prominent facial features. 

Next Bertillon applied his system of recording physiological statistics. 
Each man’s head, right ear, left middle finger, left forearm, and left foot 
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were carefully measured and noted. The measurements were taken three 
times and averaged, except in the case of the head, where all three meas- 
urements had to agree exactly. There were other measurements: left in- 
dex finger, arm spread, chest girth, height Physical oddities, like moles 
and scars, were jotted down. Even the exact shade of the eyes was re- 
corded; Bertillon fdt the color of adult eyes never dianged. All of this 
was placed on an index card, and, with the photographs, classified and 
filed according to a dever system of size groupings Bertillon had created. 
The file which Bertillon inaugurated that first day, sixty-seven years ago, 
may still be seen in the Sfiretd Identity Department, above the Summary 
Courts of the Palais de Justice in Paris— except that, today, these files 
contain ten million cards, with names now classified phonetically instead 
of alphabetically, each record being kept on file for ninety years. 

As the first day gave way to the first week, and then to Ae first month, 
Bertillon recognized the unavoidable flaws in his system. Juvenile de- 
linquents or aged criminals, whose bone structures were changing, grow- 
ing, deteriorating, were not represented in his file. Then there was the 
human element involved in measuring. Some Sflret^ operators meas- 
ured a convict in a slipshod feshion, some so carefully as to exaggerate 
reality. Nevertheless, Bertillon felt that his identification method was ac- 
curate enough to catch most repeaters. Yet, at the end of two months, he 
had failed to identify a single one. 

It was on a dreary afternoon, in late February of 1885, that a stocky 
young man, about thirty years old, stood before Bertillon. He said his 
name was Dupont. Bertillon snorted. This was the day’s sixth Dupont^ a 
name which in France is often used as a fictitious name, as Americans 
use John Doe. The man had been arrested while committing an act of 
burglary. As a first offense, this was not so serious. As a second offense, 
they could throw the book at him. Dupont insisted that this was his first 
crime. Bertillon took his measurements, and then began checking his new 
files. He came up with two cards. The statistics on one did not com- 
pletely correspond with Dupont’s. The otlier card bore the measure- 
ments of a man named Martin, who had been arrested for burglary 
eight weeks before. Martin’s measurements, from ear to fingers, and fore- 
arm, were exactly the same as Dupont’s! 

Trembling, Bertillon confronted Dupont. “Do you recognize these 
photographs. Monsieur Martin? They were taken on your last visit 
here.” 

Dupont stared. “He looks like me, but his nose is longer.” 

“Exactly. You altered your nose. But you could not alter your bone 
structure. Read the measurements for yourself!” 

Faced with the facts, Dupont surrendered, admitted that he was Mar- 
tin, and confessed to a half-dozen previous offenses. 
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Bertfllon had won his long-shot gamble. In less than three months, his 
new system had succeeded. 'Ihe sensation jt created was tremendous. 
'Hic prefect promoted him. The Sftret^ honored him. The press pestered 
him. There was an avalanche of requests for interviews, speeches, and 
banquet appearances. But Bertfllon was busy. In the first year, 7,336 
criminals were measured, and 49 repeaters caught and jailed. In the 
second year, 241 repeaters were caught. Before ten years were up, 
Bertfllon’s identification system would place 3,500 dangerous criminals 
behind bars in France alone. In 1885, the S6ret6 officially adopted an- 
thropometry, and three years later Bertfllon was promoted to chief of the 
new Identity Department with a sizable raise in salary. 

The individual cases solved by Bertillon's system were spectacular. A 
body, swollen and distorted by immersion in water, was fished out of 
the Marne River. The shirt was monogrammed P.C., the key ring initialed 
J.D. Bertfllon took measurements, consulted his files, identified the body 
by its large skull, found the victim’s previous history, and through it the 
clues that led to the murderer. Another time, a bricklayer named Rollin 
disappeared. His wife and friends identified him as one of three corpses 
in the morgue. Bertillon wasn’t sure. An hour before the funeral, he 
measured the corpse, found it to be the body of a famous criminal and 
not that of Rollin. Lata:, Bertillon proved that Rollin was still alive. 

'Then there was the case of a tall, blond German known as Hiller who 
had committed a cold-blooded murder outside of Lyons. Witnesses 
thought that they had seen a tall, blond man hurriedly catch a train to 
Paris, only the man had appeared to be French, not German. Fortunately, 
there was a Bertfllon index card on Hiller, which included the notation, 
“Roman nose with turned-down base, triangular ears; he habitually 
gnaws at his nails.” Sfiret^ detectives watched the exits of the Gare de 
Lyon. A tall, blond, Roman-nosed foreigner came striding through. The 
detectives started, but halted. 'This man’s nose base was straight, his ears 
round. The detectives made a quick decision. A commotion about the 
wrong man might scare off the real fugitive. 'The detectives waited. And 
then, seconds later, came another tall, blond man. 'The Sfiret6 ignored his 
French clothes, concentrating only on his face. Roman nose with tumed- 
down base. Triangular ears. 'The detectives swarmed over him. When 
they pulled off his gloves, they saw that his nails were bitten. At head- 
quarters, his measurements coincided vdth Hiller’s. He was Hiller. And 
he confrased to the killing. 

But skeptics wondered if Bertfllon’s system could penetrate a really 
professional disguise. To prove that it could, Bertillon dramatically caught 
an absconding bank teller, who had managed to change himself from a 
plump, bushy-haired, popeyed businessman to a skinny, bald, rheumy- 
eyed tramp, caught him by die unchanged appearance of his ears. 
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These cases gave Bertillon prestige inside France, but his methods 
were still little understood by the world at large. This was remedied by 
the antics of Michdl Eyraud and his pretty, twenty-one-year-old mistress, 
Gabrielle Bompard. One evening in July of i8^, Gabrielle Bompard 
lured a well-off government official named GoufE6 to her Paris apartment 
with promises of love; then, as she disrobed, she teasingly slipped the 
cord of her dressing gown around his neck. That moment, she signaled 
Eyraud to step from behind a curtain and yank the cord tight. The mur- 
dered official was robbed, stuffed into a trunk, and the trunk dumped off 
a road near Lyons. 

In search of a prosperous new life, Eyraud and Bompard sailed for 
Canada, spent time in Montreal, and then in San Francisco, and finally 
went into the wine business in the small community of Saint Helena, 
California. Meanwhile, a month after the crime, the French Sfiret^ had 
located Gouff^’s corpse and the trunk. By November, 1889, based on 
clues unearthed by a brilliant inspector named Goron, and through use 
of Bertillon’s system of identification, the Sfiret6 decided that the mur- 
derer had been Eyraud, and his accomplice had been Gabrielle Bompard. 
Two Sfirete detectives, Huillier and Soudais, were sent on a fantastic 
chase across Canada, the United States, Mexico, hunting for the fugitive 
pair. However, on her own, Gabrielle Bompard, and a new male com- 
panion she had acquired, returned to Paris, where she surrendered her- 
self to the Sflret6. And shortly after, Eyraud was trapped in Havana, and 
brought back to Paris. Tlie pair were turned over to Bertillon, who 
photographed them, measured them three times, and filed their statistics 
away with others in his growing list of criminals. After a sensational 
trial, in which Gabrielle’s susceptibility to hypnotism became the corner- 
stone of her defense and received headlines throughout the world, the 
two were found guilty of premeditated murder. Eyraud was sentenced to 
death, and executed on the guillotine in 1891. Gabrielle was sentenced 
to a jail term, and not released until 1905. The international publicity 
that Bertillon gained from his minor role in this case, as well as added 
publicity that he obtained from measuring the battered face of an 
anarchist named Ravachol, who had blown up the home of the Paris 
public prosecutor, helped familiarize other nations with the new identity 
system. 

Bertillon’s fame spread. Among the first of the foreign cities to adopt 
his system was Chicago, after Major R. W. McClaughry, warden of the 
Illinois State Penitentiary at Joliet, translated Bertillon's methods into 
English and became his foremost disciple. In New York, the crack detec- 
tive, Inspector Thomas Byrnes, who worked under Police Commissioner 
Theodore Roosevelt, adopted Bertillon’s criminal photography and in- 

294 



MONSIEUR BERTILLON 


vented an album whose nickname was soon to become a byword in the 
United States, the “Rogues' Gallery.” The International Association of 
Chiefe of Police organized a global clearinghouse of Bertillon records in 
Washington, D.C. Bertillon himself never found time to visit America. 
Instead, as his ambassador, he sent his brother Jacques, who amazed him 
by reporting back that even a railroad porter in Philadelphia recognized 
the family name. The only concession Bertillon made to help spread his 
gospel was his attendance at aime congresses throughout Europe. He 
was tenified of speechmaking, and when forced to speak in public, wrote 
out every word in advance. At the International Prison Congress, in 
Rome, he satisfied detectives of every nation with a thorough ninety- 
five-page report on his system. 

His name became a part of the language. People spoke of “bertillon- 
age.” In the nightclubs on Montmartre's hill, in Le Lapin Agile and in 
Moulin de la Calette, painted ladies sang topical tunes about Bertillon's 
“I'identification anthropometrique.” Czar Nicholas II sent him a gold- 
and-pearl clock, and Queen Victoria sent him a medal, for helping with 
identity work in Russia and Great Britain. The future King Edward VII, 
Victoria's son, came to see the Sfiret^ laboratory, and requested Bertillon 
to measure two criminals before him personally. Fourteen foreign gov- 
ernments, including Sweden and Austria, honored or knighted him. His 
name and his invention were everywhere, and the world was becoming a 
safer place in which to live. 

With his system apparently established, Bertillon restlessly searched for 
new crime problems. Intrigued by so-called perfect crimes, he risked his 
reputation by going into the field to solve them. And in these efforts, he 
gave law enforcement one of its earliest tastes of modern psychology and 
deduction. 

A robbery suspect was jailed with only the weakest evidence against 
him. Bertillon felt sure of the man's guilt, but he could not prove it. Pri- 
vately, using his police as actors, ^.e reconstructed the crime as he de- 
duced it had happened. At last, satisfied with his theory, Bertillon pre- 
pared to verify it. One night, he slipped into the burglar's cell. Then, 
pencil and pad in hand, he sat patiently beside the sleeping man. At 
dawn the man woke, yawned, was about to turn over, when he saw 
Bertillon making notes beside him. He sat up with a shriek. “What are you 
doing here?” Bertillon waved his notebook. “Taking down your full con- 
fession, monsieur. You talked in your sleep. You told me every detail of 
your crime. Ah, you do not believe me? Very well. I shall read your con- 
fession from my notebook.” Bertillon looked down at the blank pages in 
his notebook and pretended to read. Step by step, he described the man's 
crime as he had earlier reconstructed it. The criminal gave up any 
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furtiher resistance. He signed a formal confession of guilt. Bertillon’s de- 
ductions had been correct to the most trivial detail. 

Again, a wealthy, well-known European figure, Baron Zeidler, was 
found dead in his stables. Nearby, neighing and kicking, was his newest 
hunter. The baron was examined, and hoof marks were found on his 
foce and skull. He had obviously been knocked unconscious and then 
kicked to death by the unruly horse. It was a terrible accident. Bertillon, 
strolling in and about the stables, asked to see the deceased baron’s 
face. He studied the hoof marks thoughtfully, then announced, “Gentle- 
men, this was not an accident but murder. Very clever. Well planned. 
But the murderer slipped. You see, the horseshoe marks on Baron Zeid- 
ler’s face are at the wrong angle. He’d have to have been standing on his 
head when the horse kicked him to receive the marks in this fashion.” 
Bertillon’s deduction was accurate. After a brief investigation, the mur- 
derer was caught. He had summoned the baron to the stables, and then 
battered him about the head and face with a heavy club to which a pair 
of horseshoes was tied. 

Bertillon believed that too much police evidence depended upon eye- 
witnesses (“Most people look without seeing,” he would say), too much 
depended upon hearsay, guesswork, and not enough upon cold scientific 
factual evidence. He had turned the Sfirefo into a mammoth, machine- 
like laboratory. His enemies, conservative, old-fashioned, at home and 
abroad, challenged some of his scientific innovations. Bertillon’s reply 
was to point to the Tellier case. 

Here, it appeared, was the perfect crime. 'The body of a man, clubbed 
to death, then doubled over, tied tightly with rope, and wrapped around 
with tar paper, was discovered in the Bois de Boulogne just outside Paris. 
There was absolutely no clue to his identity. Or at least there was none 
until Bertillon appeared on the scene. Gravely, he listened to the reports 
of his detectives. Then, silently, with his traveling microscope, he went to 
work. A half hour later he gathered his men around him. 

“The victim was an accountant or an office clerk,” he began. “His 
hands show no sign of having done manual labor. His right shirt-sleeve 
is cleaner and newer than his left. Accountants and clerks protect the 
sleeve on their writing hand with a special cuff. This keeps the sleeve al- 
most new. The victim was hit on the head from behind with a club. He 
was murdered in a large wine cellar, dragged into a second room filled 
with sawdust, sand, and coal, and then temporarily hidden in a third 
room — a pitch-black room with absolutely no windows. This was all done 
in a house beside the Seine.” 

The SArefo detectives were dumbfounded, but quickly Bertillon ex- 
plained. “My microscope located, on the back of the victim’s shirt collar. 
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two opaque, blind parasites, a rare species of blind arthropod which can 
only live in a pitch-black room. On the victim’s coat and vest are bacflli 
causing alcoholic fermentation, proving these garments were in a room 
near stores of wine. The grains of sawdust, sand, and coal on the 
body indicate a cellar room where there are such deposits. The sand also 
makes it probable that the killing occurred in a house near the Seine.” 

Briskly, Bertillon gave his orders. “First we will look for a recently miss- 
ing office worker. That wfll give us the identity of the corpse. Then we 
will look for a house near the river, with cellars containing wine banels, 
loose sand, and a very dark room filled with blind parasites. Find these 
and we find the murderer.” 

After three days of intensive hunting, the Sfiret6 found a firm near the 
Luxembourg Cardens that admitted its veteran bookkeeper, Charles 
Tellier, had been unaccountably missing from his desk for over a week. 
Tellier’s rooms were searched, his friends and associates thoroughly ques- 
tioned. The trafl led to his bookie. Monsieur Cabassou, beloved and 
genial proprietor of a restaurant on the Seine. 

Bertillon questioned Cabassou, and his beautiful redheaded wife, 
Marcelle, and learned that they both had known Tellier. But there was 
no cellar. Later, before dawn, at great personal risk, Bertillon returned, 
searching again until he found a trapdoor, and a staircase leading into a 
secret cellar. There was a large room filled with wine barrels, and on the 
wall a bloodstain. A door led to a second room, its floor covered with saw- 
dust and cut logs, sand from the river, and pieces of coal. And finally, 
through a trick entrance in the cellar wall, Bertillon entered a pitch- 
black third room. A flashlight showed thousands of parasites on the walls 
and ceiling, and the microscope revealed that they were blind, colorless 
arthropods. Cabassou, realizing his game was up, tried to escape, was 
caught, and confessed. Having learned his wife was in love with Tellier, 
he had lured the bookkeeper into the cellar on the pretense of inviting 
him to sample the wine, and then murdered him. An almost perfect 
crime — solved because of one clean shirt-sleeve and two sightless insects. 
Bertillon had shown diehards the value of deduction and the powo’ of 
science. 

At his peak, Bertillon was the embodiment of today’s detective. A great, 
stem, bewhiskered man, he was unsentimental in his work, tough, ex- 
plosive. His foremost student. Dr. Edmond Locard, France’s leading de- 
tective today, affectionately remembers him as “a bad-tempered were- 
wolf.” A Sflret^ technician, recalling him, says, “He was a perfectionist. 
We feared him. Silence was his best praise.” 

Bertillon never forgot an offense. Juan Vucetich, the Argentine police 
scientist who did pioneer work in fingerprinting, once ridiculed Ber- 
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tillon’s system. Later, when Vucetich came to Paris, he ashed to see the 
Sdret6 Identity Department. Unsmiling, Bertillon met him at the en- 
trance. “Monsieur,” said Bertfllon, “you attempted to harm my system” 
— and then he slammed the door in the South American's face. More 
often, however, he resolved his feuds good-naturedly. When a Paris 
columnist named Sarcey ridiculed Bertfllon’s photographic methods in 
print, Bertillon invited him to the Sftret6. As they strolled through the 
laboratories, the columnist explained that he doubted if anyone could 
photograph a man candidly if the man did not wish to be so photo- 
graphed. Bertillon listened in silence, and then, at the end of the tour, 
handed Sarcey ten remarkably true photographs of himself — all auto- 
matically snapped by hidden, secret cameras that caught the columnist 
whenever he passed through a Sflret^ door. 

Unquestionably, Bertillon’s personal genius made tire Shret6 what it 
is today, and through the S6ret6, made the FBI and Scotland Yard what 
they are today. “Ask yourself two questions about every premeditated 
murder,” Bertillon would say. “Who proHts by this crime? Where is the 
woman?” He proved 90 percent of major French crimes have a woman 
involved in them. He cautioned his detectives, “I distrust a man who al- 
ways smiles.” When grilling a suspect, Bertillon always made him take off 
his shoes. “A man without shoes is less arrogant,” he would say. He 
taught his colleagues that women are usually the killers of little children, 
that men are almost always the forgers, and women the blackmailers. 

The French claim Bertillon first discovered a criminal’s height could 
be determined by his stride marks, and that he was the first to insist on 
photographing the scene of a crime. He enjoyed putting criminal 
photography to odd and new uses. When the Mona Lisa was daringly 
stolen from the Louvre by a little Italian named Perugia in 1913, and 
later recovered in Italy, it was Bertillon’s enlarged photographs of the 
brush strokes that identified the disputed oil as the fabulous original. 

Friends and enemies alike knew Bertillon solely as a brilliant human 
bloodhound. But there was another side. One afternoon in 1882, while 
crossing the Rue de Rivoli, he had met a young blonde with a 
Viennese accent. She had turned to him and asked; “Sir, would you 
help me across the street? I am nearsighted, and have forgotten my 
spectacles.” That was how he met Amelie Notar. She had come to Paris 
from Austria, and was teaching German for her keep. Bertillon found 
that the only way he could woo her was by taking German lessons from 
her. After his identity system had succeeded, Bertillon married Amelie. 

Suzanne Bertillon, a niece who now resides in Paris, remembers the 
marriage as a wonderfully happy one, and recalls that her uncle was far 
less a terror at home than at the Sfiret^. “On summer Sundays he loved 
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to fish, swim, go boating,” Suzanne recalls, “but on winter nights we 
would all sit around the dining room table, under the-petroleum lamp, in 
the family place in the Place du Trocaddro, Bertillon would frighten 
us with horror stories, but they always ended in a funny way. Perhaps so 
that we would sleep. He had a great taste for fun.” 

Bertillon’s favorite form of relaxation, which he indulged in regularly 
at his summer country house on the Marne, was to meet with ‘hree col- 
leagues: Lacassagne, the laboratory expert from Lyons; Reis.'>, the Ger- 
man crime photography wizard; and Minovici, boss of tbe Bucharest 
police. The quartet would exchange wild crime experiences by the hour, 
ranging from the killing which Reiss had solved by analyzing the sub- 
stance scraped from under a human nail, to the strange clue Lacassagne 
had found in Lyons, the fingerprints of a pair of large monkeys trained 
to rob. 

Bertillon enjoyed conversation on all subjects, but there were two 
subjects he did not like to discuss. One was the Dreyfus case. While this 
case was in its earliest stages, he had been called in to study examples of 
handwriting, a subject with which he was less familiar than with most 
other techniques of crime detection, and he had unequivocally reported 
that his analysis proved Dreyfus the author of the treasonable document 
in qucjstion. Later, when the scandal over evidence forged by Major 
Henry (who committed suicide) broke into the open, Bertillon was 
among the many experts proved wrong. Ignoring the decision of the Su- 
preme Court of Appeals, Bertillon refused to retract his analysis, insist- 
ing it had been correct and scientific. 

Bertillon was even more stubborn about his identity system, an- 
thropometry. It was his brain baby, his life, and he refused to listen to 
the growing clamor about another identity system — fingerprinting. 

Today, many persons believe that Bertillon invented fingerprinting. 
This is not true. Today, many specialists think Bertillon had nothing to 
do wath fingerprinting. This, also, is not true. To begin with, finger- 
printing as an identification method is not a recent discovery. The 
Chinese were using thumbprints for signatures fifteen hundred years 
ago. In 1856, an Englishman in India, Herschell, who was entrusted with 
the job of paying Indian moguls their pensions, learned that many unde- 
serving recipients were collecting under false names. In one particular 
case, a pension had been doled out to the same name for two hundred 
years. So Herschell conceived the idea of fingerprinting all Indians who 
came to collect their pensions. But fingerprinting did not become popu- 
lar outside of India until Sir Francis Calton, the great English scientist, 
devised a workable dactyloscopic system in 1892. 

The exponents of the fingerprint system bombarded Bertillon and his 
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adherents with a series of spectacular statements. Human fingers always 
are perspiring lightly, they argued, so they cannot touch a smooth sur- 
face without leaving behind a telltale mark. Fingerprints never change, 
they argued. The adult pattern exists in a foetus at four months. And 
clear prints can still be taken from stuffed monkeys, and from Egyptian 
mummies five thousand years old. Fingerprints are not affected by race, 
class, or intelligence. They are made by savages and anthropologists, 
geniuses and idiots, queens and prostitutes, in related and recognizable 
patterns. When the fingertip is injured or cut off, the newly grown skin 
assumes its original pattern (sensationally proved, in our time, in the case 
of John Dillinger, who had a doctor alter his fingertips; yet, after his 
death, the FBI found that his new prints already had over three hun- 
dred points identical with the old ones). Above all, according to various 
experts, the odds range from sixty-four million to one, to a ratio of 
novemdecillion to one, against the probability that two human beings 
would ever have exactly the same fingerprints. 

Bertillon snorted. He had found, he said, twin brothers whose finger- 
prints bore thirty marks of exact resemblance. He respected, he said, the 
efforts of his friend. Sir Francis Galton, but fingerprinting was too new, 
too untried. Had it ever caught a murderer? Solved a crime? 0 n the 
other hand, his own anthropometry, while more cumbersome, was surely 
tried, proved, and infallible. Suddenly, one day, an incident occurred in 
the Federal Penitentiary, Leavenworth, Kansas, that shook Bertillon out 
of his complacency. 

A criminal. Will West, had been committed to Leavenworth, and 
given prison number 3426. As he was being photographed and measured 
according to the Bertillon system, one of the operators remarked that he 
appeared familiar. He asked Will W'est if he’d been there before. West 
said that he had not, that this was his first offense. Brought before the 
chief identity clerk. West still claimed that he never before had seen the 
inside of a prison. The clerk said, “West, you are lying, you’ve been 
here. We have your photographs and measurements. I’ll show you.” 'The 
Bertillon files were quickly consulted. Sure enough, there were photo- 
graphs and an index card marked “William West, Number 2626.” Will 
West admitted the photographs looked like him, that the measurements 
tallied with his, but violently insisted he had never been in Leavenworth 
before. Annoyed, the clerk flipped the identity card over, and read on 
the back, “William West. Committed to this institution September 9, 
1901. Murder.” 'The clerk blinked. If this was true, it meant the William 
West on the card was already in a cell of the prison. 'The second Will 
West was summoned. In ten minutes the two men stood side by side: 
Will West, Number 3426, and William West, Number 2626. They were 
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not twins, not even relatives, but their faces were flie same, their bodies, 
and their Bertillon measurements were exact in five out of deven points, 
and diffoed only a fraction of an inch on the other six^wints. 

The West case caused an eruption in police circles. Bertillonage had 
not been discredited, but it had been severely shaken. Several years be- 
fore Bertillon himself, to please Calton, had added four fingerprints to 
each of his measurement reports. But he remained an enemy of finger- 
printing. Now, his basic honesty asserted itself. Still the scientific man, 
he suddenly did an about-face. Heivould prove that he was not too old to 
change, to accept new ideas, to accept and improve upon new ideas. At 
once, he had the Sfiret6 fully adopt fingerprinting. To his own measure- 
ments of each new criminal, he had all ten fingerprints added. 

In a frenzy, he decided to make up for lost ground. His enemies had 
insisted that he was suppressing the growth of fingerprinting by the 
prestige of his opposition. Now he would show them. He invented finger- 
print photography. He perfected a white powder for picking up prints. 
He experimented with a new classification system. But one thing both- 
ered him. Fingerprints had solved no major crime. 

On an October night in 1905, an unknown person broke into the home 
of a Parisian dentist. The criminal smashed a glass case, removed some 
valuable antiques, and then, apparently, as he was about to escape, was 
confronted by the dentist’s servant. From the wreckage, it appeared a 
wild battle had been fought. In the end, the servant had been floored, 
kicked unconscious, and then battered to death. Bertillon came to study 
the crime. There seemed to be no clues. Bertillon poked through the 
debris, carefully collected pieces of broken glass, and returned with 
them to his laboratory. 

"On one fragment of glass, he noticed four clear fingerprints,” says 
Suzanne Bertillon. “Powder was not necessary. The prints were plain 
enough to be photographed and enlarged. In great excitement, Bertillon 
hunied to his files and began poring over them. At last, he came up with 
an index card. It belonged to a hardened ex-convict named Scheffer. The 
prints on it exactly matched those on the broken glass! Immediately, Ber- 
tillon sent out a description of Scheffer, based on photos and measure- 
ments in his files. All European police were notified. In three days, the 
killer was trapped. Scheffer, a sort of Jekyll-and-Hyde personality and a 
homosexual, had planned his crime as a murder and tried to make it ap- 
pear like robbery. He had gone to kill the dentist’s servant, whom he had 
lost as his boy friend. He was sure he had escaped successfully. He had not 
reckoned with Bertfllon. 

“This was the first time in world history,” said Miss Bertillon, “that a 
murderer was caught through fingerprints. It created an international 
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sensation in police circles. It helped popularize and establish the new 
system of fingerprinting. And, in the end, it was Alphonse Bertillon who 
diditl" 

Bertillon died February 13, 1914, aged sixty-one. His funeral, three 
days later, was a national event. Because he lived, thousands of criminals 
died by the hemp, under the blade, or in the electric chair. Because of 
him, the earth’s two billion men, women and children, from St. Louis 
to Singapore, from Rio to Rome, sleep more safely tonight. 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

I had not yet determined to do a story about Alphonse Bertillon that 
late summer afternoon in 1949, when the detective’s niece, Suzanne 
Bertillon, came to call upon me at my Paris hotel. I will never forget my 
first sight of her: a tiny gnome of a woman, middle-aged, full of vitality, 
pedaling a bicycle up the Rue de Bern to the California Hotel where I 
was waiting. We went into the bar for a drink, and there she presented me 
with a copy of Vie Alphonse Bertillon, the biography she had written 
about her illustrious uncle, published by Gallimard eight years earlier. I 
suppose it was my conversations with Miss Bertillon about her uncle, 
and the reading of her biography, as well as my visit to Alphonse Bertil- 
lon’s great admirer in Lyons, Dr. Edmond Locard, that made me decide to 
undertake the writing of “Monsieur Bertillon,” 

Until then, what had made me resist a project that held enormous in- 
terest for me was the scarcity of research materials. In his lifetime, Bertil- 
lon had produced thirteen scientific papers and books, all highly techni- 
cal, and none revealed anything of the man himself. There had been a 
work on him written jointly by Dr. Locard and Professor Lacassagne, 
published in Lyons, and another work published in Belgium, but 
neither offered the kind of material I desired. The truth about Bertillon 
had to be excavated from beneath a mound of sensational and often in- 
accurate newspaper clippings in several languages, scientific treatises, 
and popular memoirs written by oAer detectives who had known and 
admired him. Could a story be ^ived and constructed from these 
fragments? I was doubtful. And so I had held back, until Miss Bertil- 
lon’s biography in French, her wonderful anecdotes in English, supple- 
mented by additional colorful material from Dr. Locard, made the story 
possible. 

I wrote “Monsieur Bertillon” late in 1949. It was published in the 
January, 1950, issue of True magazine, and reprinted in the February, 
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1950^ issue of the Reader's Digest under the title “France’s Greatest 
Detective.” I had enjoyed writing the story, but I had expected it to 
have a short life after its publication, inasmuch as I felt that few Ameri- 
cans would identify with a French hero. I was wrong. As a direct result 
of my story, millions of Americans first became acquainted, or became 
better acquainted, with the life and exploits of Bertillon. For, as chance 
would have it, the television rights to my story were acquired by TV 
Reader' s Digest, which produced it as a h|pf-hour television film starring 
Arthur Franz in the role of Alphonse Bertillon. The television film was 
shown coast'toK^oast in the United States. And even in recent years, it 
has continued to be replayed on television. 

And what has happened to the reputation of Alphonse Bertillon in the 
last fifteen years? The fact is that his name has gained ever wider popu- 
lar acceptance. On my reference shelves, I find that he is cited in the 
Encyclopaedia Britannica as one who “invented the system of identifica- 
tion of criminals, known as Bertillonage”; in Webster’s Biographical Dic- 
tionary as the “French anthropologist and criminologist” who “devised 
system of identifying criminals by anthropometric measurements”; in the 
Encyclopedia Americana as one who “is widely noted as the founder of 
a system of identification of criminals ... he established his system of 
measurements which were remarkable for their precision.” 

Six years after my magazine story was published, Bertillon’s reputa- 
tion was further enhanced by the appearance of the first book ever writ- 
ten in English on the French detective. This was Alphorrse Bertillon, 
Father of Scientific Detection — ^by Henry T. F. Rhodes, an Englishman 
with a good knowledge of French apparently. In this volume, Bertillon is 
given his full due. Affectionately, Rhodes quotes from Professor Lacas- 
sagne’s memorial to his friend, that “Bertillon was a man above the com- 
mon sort” who “had lived to realize in his maturity a dream of his youth.” 
And again, Rhodes quotes Dr. Locard who said that Bertillon “was a 
genius” because he created “a new technique” which, for the first time, 
introduced science into law enforcement, and led to a marriage between 
the two which has endured ever since. Rhodes concludes that “Bertil- 
lon’s discoveries were an historical event of the first magnitude. His an- 
thropometry met a social as well as a technical need, and it thus gave a 
new form and shape to judicial processes and events.” 

However, to my mind, the happiest monument to the genius of Al- 
phonse Bertillon is to be found in a classic of detective fiction. The 
reader may remember that at the outset of my story, I quoted Bertillon 
as telling an American publisher, “1 would like to see Sherlock 
Holmes’s methods of reasoning adopted by all professional police.” Well, 
recently, 1 was rereading A. Conan Doyle’s The Hound of the Basker- 
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viUes, and to my delight, in the very first chapter, I came across what I 
had not noticed before — clear evidence that Sherlock Holmes, the fore- 
most detectiye in fiction, had obliquely repaid Bertillon’s respect by be- 
stowing upon him the greatest compliment one man can confer upon 
another — ^that of jealousy. 

A Mr. James Mortimer, having just met Sherlock Holmes, admitted that 
he was faced with an extraordinary problem. Then Mr. Mortimer, still 
addressing Sherlock Holmes, w$nt on: 

“Recognizing, as I do, that you are the second highest expert in Eu- 
rope — ” 

“Indeed, sir! May I inquire who has the honour to be the fiirst?” asked 
Holmes with some asperity. 

“To the man of precisely scientific mind the work of Monsieur Bertil- 
lon must always appeal strongly.” 

“Then had you not better consult him?” 

“I said, sir, to the precisely scientific mind. But as a practical man of 
affairs it is acknowledged that you stand alone. I trust, sir, that I have not 
inadvertently — ” 

“Just a little,” said Holmes. . . . 

This display of Holmes’s jealousy, actually an accolade from the great- 
est sleuth in fiction to the greatest detective in fact, was published in 
1902. How very much Alphonse Bertillon must have appreciated and 
enjoyed it. 
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THE 

FRENCH SHERLOCK HOLMES 

F or five years, terror gripped the town of Tulle, France. The anony- 
mous letters, printed crudely by hand, appeared sporadically at first, 
then swept over the community like a dreadful plague. In all, there were 
three thousand poison-pen letters written, an average of a dozen a week. 
Toward the end of the affair, with two persons already dead because of 
the letters, the town was in a frenzy of fear, friend suspecting friend, 
neighbor suspecting neighbor. 

These vicious letters, most of them directed at public officials, told 
one popular civil servant that his great-grandfather had been a notorious 
swindler, another that his grandmother had borne an illegitimate son, a 
third that his mother was a kleptomaniac, a fourth that his son was ho- 
mosexual. The revelations arrived in curious and terrifying ways. Some 
were mailed by ordinary post, some pushed under office doors; others 
were dropped on the sidewalk of the main street, several were slipped 
into housewives’ shopping bags, and once, one fluttered down into the 
middle of a festive outdoor gathering. Little was done about the assault 
until two of the letters had left death in their wake. 

A city official, informed by an anonymous letter that his ailing wife 
was the perpetrator of the crimes, had a heart attack and fell dead. Th^^ 
his best friend, who also worked in the city hall, learned, through a simi- 
lar communication, that his wife was having a tawdry affair with a 
younger man. This husband suffered an apoplectic fit and died. 

The local police did their blundering best. Investigations revealed that 
every employee in the Tulle city hall had received anonymous letters ex- 
cept one — a handsome Frenchman named Maury. The police learned, 
too, that Maury and his pretty wife were the only persons praised in the 
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letters received by others. Throughout the town, feeling ran high against 
Maury. In fact, one city hall worker, Jean Laval, made himself spokesman 
for the community and fearlessly denounced Maury to the police. When 
the police, confused, failed to act, tiiey too received anonymous letters 
blaming them for slackness in not arresting Maury. 

At this point, the local prefecture contacted the SArefe Nationale in 
Lyons, and promptly Dr. Edmond Locard, France's foremost criminolo- 
gist, was assigned to the case. From the moment Dr. Locard entered Tulle, 
events sped to a swift climax. 

After examining the evidence, Dr. Locard dismissed the popular vfllain, 
Maury. Instead, he began to investigate the victimized people’s spokes- 
man, Jean Laval, as well as his relatives and friends. At once, interesting 
facts came to light. Dr. Locard learned that a year before the letters be- 
gan plaguing the populace, Jean Laval had helped his sister obtain a job 
in the city hall. Here the sister, Ang^le Laval, worked side by side with a 
Miss Fioux, in an office run by Maury. Both women, it appeared, had set 
their sights on Maury, competed coquettishly for him, and after a close 
contest, Miss Fioux had won. Maury married Miss Fioux, and Ang^le 
Laval was left loveless and embittered. 

“There we have our motive,” Dr. Locard told his colleagues. “Angdle 
Laval hated Maury for marrying Miss Fioux. Angdle decided upon re- 
venge. She began the anonymous-letter barrage. With the help of her 
mother, she had enough malicious gossip and half-truths to throw the 
town into an uproar. She committed a terrible crime, and then tried to 
point the finger of guilt at Maury by not sending him any letters, by 
complimenting him in her letters to his neighbors, by whispering sus- 
picions to her brother, who consequently accused him. Yes, I am sure it 
is Angde Laval. Now comes the most difficult part. We must prove it.” 

Unable to obtain samples of Angdle Laval’s handwriting. Dr. Locard 
summoned the frail young lady to his office and bluntly accused her of 
the crime. She denied everything. Dr. Locard ordered her to take dicta- 
tion, while he read aloud from various of the anonymous letters. Calmly, 
slowly. Miss Laval wrote on the paper. Dr. Locard compared her block 
lettering to the printing of the anonymous notes. They did not match at 
all. Either she was disguising her printing or she was not guilty. How to 
discover which? 

Then, Dr. Locard had the inspiration which has since become legend 
in police circles. Miss Laval was pulling on her gloves, preparing to leave, 
when Dr. Locard halted her. “One moment. Miss Laval,’’ he said, “we are 
not quite through. You have given me one sample of your hand. It is 
not enough, I must have more.” 

Dr. Locard stacked a hundred sheets of blank paper and two dozen 
sharpened pencils before Miss Laval, and commanded her to print as 
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he dictated. He gave her no rest, no pause. When she protested, he 
grimly dictated faster, pressed her harder. One hour passed. Two hours. 
Page after page was completed. Angde Laval hunched, quivering, her face 
flour-white, her cramped hand rapidly printing sentences on the pages. 
Three hours. Four hours. She was shaking, gasping, scribbling auto- 
matically now, without feeling or thought or deliberation. 

Suddenly, abruptly. Dr. Locard stopped. The third degree by penman- 
ship was over. He snatched up the last dozen pages she had fflled. He 
compared them to the anonymous letters. They were exactly alike. 

*'Voildy simpler Dr. Locard told his colleagues later. ‘'She was writing 
too slowly, deliberately changing her true handwriting. I knew if I could 
break her down, tire her, prevent her from thinking before she wrote, 
she would reveal her natural hand. When she became exhausted, she 
could not fake. So she signed her own confession of guilt.'' 

Sent home with a policeman for her belongings, Miss Laval managed to 
escape with her mother through the rear door of the house. At a deep 
swimming hole called Gimel the two women tried to commit suicide, but 
woodcutters plunged into the water after them. Tlie mother was drowned. 
Angele Laval was rescued, quickly placed on trial, quickly found guilty. 
Since it had all begun as an affair of the heart, a factor which has a per- 
sistent melting effect on the hard objectivity of French jurors, the terror 
and the deaths were overlooked, and Angde Laval was sentenced to a 
short jail term and a stiff fine. 

The affair at Tulle was ended, but not without an unexpected and 
pleasant aftermath. For as it turned out, this celebrated case — ^which oc- 
curred twenty-seven years ago, and which inspired a French movie 
called The Raven, a great success across the United States — ^became the 
pivotal point in the remarkable career of Dr. Edmond Locard. 

‘T am grateful to that Laval woman," Dr. Locard likes to say today. 
“After I trapped her, my name became known everywhere. Look, here is 
the front page of a Texas newspaper. You see how far away it was publi- 
cized at the time. Well, sir, after that I began to get more and more 
cases outside of France, crimes from Germany, England, Africa, South 
America. At that moment I became an international criminologist." 

Dr. Edmond Locard was forty-five years old when he solved 'Taffaire 
Lavair Today, at seventy-two, he is still as active as any renowned pri- 
vate eye on the screen, and certainly one of the few great man hunters in 
the world, if not the greatest of them all. Of course, there is no precise 
scale by which one can rank men who solve crimes. No real record is 
kept of their times at bat, their hits, their errors. But if such an average 
could be kept. Dr. Locard would undoubtedly be the Ty Cobb or Babe 
Ruth of criminology. 

It is unlikely that his versatility, ingenuity, success, and scope of opera- 
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tion have ever been matched in law enforcement history. The United 
States has had its share of wizards, from Pinkerton and Bums to Leon- 
aide Keeler and Raymond Schindler. However, most of those men were, 
or are, specialists. Some excel in fieldwork, others in the laboratory; some 
are good with a gun, others with a microscope. Dr. Locard is one of the 
few who can do all these things, a man with as many talents as the 
god Siva has arms. He is not merely a human bloodhound or a labora- 
tory technician. “Dr. Locard is not a detective as we understand the 
term,” says H. Ashton-Wolfe, an Englishman who studied under him 
in the twenties. “He is an expert on crime. He is in real life the embodi- 
ment of Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Thorndyke. He is psychologist, doctor, 
chemist, and criminologist.” And he is equally at home in crimes in- 
volving arson, forgery, swindling, smu^ling, or murder. 

Today, although at the ripe age when most men are spending portions 
of their pension checks on nurses, canes, and grandchildren. Dr. Locard is 
at his peak of activity and popularity. His twenty books on solving as- 
sorted methods of extinction by violence, the most important of which is 
tiie seven-volume encyclopedia he wrote called Book of Criminology, 
are now studied by detectives and police scientists throughout the 
world. Several weeks ago, a French movie short subject on Dr. Locard’s 
methods, starring the old man himself, was playing in Paris cinema houses, 
and this film will eventually be shown in London and Rome. Fellow 
criminologists, like Rochat in Geneva, continue to consult him on enig- 
matic cases — just as Lombroso, the brilliant Italian Jew at Turin Uni- 
versity, and Nelcher, the Berlin police head before the advent of Hitler, 
and Percival Frazer, the New York City laboratory expert, used to con- 
sult him when they were alive before the Second World War. Em- 
bryonic sleuths, from as for off as Singapore, make their way to France 
to study for a few months under Dr. Locard. 

Most impressive of all, though he remains by choice in the relatively 
remote city of Lyons, are the world's harried victims of crime who beat a 
path to his door. Movie stars from Hollywood, politicians from Paris, 
millionaires from Cairo are included among his recent or current clients. 
Dr. Locard is in the curious, and somewhat enviable, position of being 
able to take on cases that are official as well as unofficial. That is to say, 
he works for the Sfiret6 Nationale as well as for individuals — ^just as if 
J. Edgar Hoover, besides his work for the FBI, were able to take on as- 
signments as a private detective. 

“I work for the French police, with ten government experts under 
me,” Dr. Locard explains, “but I contribute my services to the govern- 
ment free, without salary. Therefore, I am able to accept private cases 
and investigations. You wohld be surprised at how many wealthy hus- 
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Innds suspect tiieir wives are slowly trying to poison them, and want to 
hire me to investigate first before going to the police.” 

Despite the fact that he is officially director of the Lyons Laboratoire 
de Police, with its one million criminal charts — ^police headquarters 
for the Rhone district of France — and even though he works with the 
colorful French Sfiret6, which is said to be the oldest law enforcement 
agency in existence. Dr. Locard prefers to think of himself as crime con- 
sultant to the world. 

In his private cases, almost nothing surprises Dr. Locard any more. 
Recently, he received a half-dozen poisoned arrows which had killed a 
trader in Africa and which the colonial governor of the resident for- 
eign power wished examined. Once, Dr. Locard was hired by flie President 
of Brazil for a special criminal investigation assignment. Another time, 
a wealthy Egyptian family retained Dr. Locard to untangle a one-million- 
dollar inheritance case, which had been complicated when dozens of 
forged wills turned up. It was Dr. Locard’s longest case, requiring one 
year and two months to solve. 

Not many years ago, he admits, he was involved in apprdiending a 
New Caledonian multiple murderer with cannibalistic tendencies. While 
he prefers not to discuss this case, he concedes that he cooperated with 
German authorities in convicting Haarmann, who murdered from thirty 
to fifty German boys to sell their effects, and in catching Grossman, 
who slaughtered twenty-five young ladies and practiced cannibalism on 
their remains. In telling about Grossman, Dr. Locard likes to produce a 
photograph showing the murderer’s twenty-fifth victim, an attractive 
brunette, l)ang on a sofa quite extinct and very nude, but still in one 
complete piece when the authorities caught the criminal. 

Two years ago, faked Picasso and Utrillo oils were floating about, and 
sold at enormous prices. The paintings were such excellent forgeries that 
Utrillo himself was not sure which of the street scenes bearing his name 
were actually his own and which were copies. Dr. Locard, retained to set- 
tle the matter, proved that when Picasso or Utrillo sign their works, they 
just sign in a natural manner. In the case of the forgeries, the swindlers, 
to be certain that the signatures were exact, first traced on the name of 
Picasso or Utrillo in pencil and then painted over it. Dr. Locard revealed 
the faint pencil markings, and helped smash a million-dollar racket. 

He even had his finger in the prosecution of the Lindbergh kidnaping 
case in the thirties, a case that he regards as the most fascinating crimi- 
nal investigation in American history. “It will become a classic, a legend,” 
he sa 3 ?s. “There is so much to it. I examined the evidence and delivered 
an expertization on the wooden ladder to Colonel Lindbergh. I also 
checked and corroborated the findings of the American experts. Of 
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coarse, they were right. Bruno Hauptmann was unquestionably guilty.” 

When Paris police oflBcials, or victims of crime, wish to consult Dr. 
Locard, and do not wish to trust their problems to correspondency 
they usually board a train in Paris, and reach Lyons, which is about half- 
way to Marseille or the Riviera, seven hours later. For foreign visitors, 
Lyons, France’s third city, squatting between the Rhone and Seine 
rivers, more industrial and French than is Paris, holds few attractions 
beyond Dr. Locard. The foreigners hurry across a concrete-and-wooden 
bridge to the towering Palais de Justice. There they are directed to the 
rear of the courthouse, to a tiny crowded street called the Rue St.- 
Jean. Just beyond the entrance to the Sflret6 Nationale is a grilled gate- 
way bearing the sign laboratoire de police. Going through this en- 
trance, and then up four flights of cement stairs (there is no elevator), 
they reach Dr. Locard’s headquarters. His private ofBce, files, and labora- 
tories occupy the entire top floor. 

He sits at the far end of a huge wooden table, his pretty, plump 
secretary across from him, a green-shaded lamp hanging down from the 
ceiling over him, a full wall of crime books and documents in seven 
languages behind him, and built-in metal files of his various investiga- 
tions elsewhere surrounding him. Visitors, prepared to meet a man of 
seventy-two, usually expect a shrunken invalid in a wheelchair, and are 
dumbfounded when he rises briskly to greet them. Of medium height, 
slender, electric, Dr. Locard appears a young fifty-five. His white hair is 
short and rumpled, his eyes at once penetrating and amused, his nose 
hooked, his mustache full. He claims to know a dozen major languages. 
In our several talks, he would switch absently from his native French to 
German or Spanish or Russian. His English vocabulary, however, was 
limited, and somewhat exotic. 

Visitors are often surprised to find that a man so scholarly can have a 
sense of humor. Dr. Locard, after finishing a long dissertation on some 
complex aspect of murder, usually likes to reward his guests or students 
with a light anecdote. His favorite, which he insists is true, involves the 
gentleman who developed a silent hatred of his old friend and room- 
mate and finally decided to dispose of him. At the opportune moment, 
this gentleman massaged his roommate on the skull with a flatiron, and 
after making certain that rigor mortis had set in, he tried to think of a 
way of getting rid of the corpse. As a last resort, he dissected the body, 
neatly divided the pieces between a hand trunk and two small cartons, 
and then went outside with his load. As he staggered down the avenue, 
an inquisitive acquaintance watched him, then came alongside and in- 
quired, “That’s quite a load. What are you up to?” The gentleman re- 
plied, “Oh, 1 am only helping move a friend.” 
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When foreign visitors, impressed by his versatility and acumen, inevi- 
tably compare him to Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Loca^d beams. He likes to 
think of himself as a Gallic edition of the fictional English detective. At 
the first mention of Sherlock Holmes, Locard dips into his desk and 
whips out a youthful, rather pensive, photographic portrait of himself 
trickily superimposed on a silhouette of Sherlock Holmes. Recently, when 
a woman was found murdered in a French hayloft, the leading suspect 
alibied that he had spent the night sleeping by a roadside. Dr. Locard 
vacuumed the suspect’s pockets, dug out the grit under his fingernails, 
and analyzed the minute particles. This revealed not the minerals in 
road dust, but organic hay dust. The suspect was convicted and guil- 
lotined. “Sherlock Holmes was the first to realize the importance of 
dust,” Dr. Locard explains. “I merely copied his methods.” 

Besides copying the master’s methods, and besides forcing his dis- 
ciples to read all the Sherlock Holmes short stories and novels. Dr. 
Locard carries his Baker Street fetish even further. In one classic story. 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has Sherlock Holmes remark that he had writ- 
ten a monograph “Upon the Distinction Between the Ashes of the 
Various Tobaccos, An Enumeration of 140 Forms of Cigar, Cigarette 
and Pipe Tobacco.” While the treatise may have been fictional when 
Sherlock Holmes spoke of it, Dr. Locard has since made it a fact by writ- 
ing a learned paper on the identification of tobaccos through a study of 
ashes left at the scene of a crime. 

Dr. Locard likes to say that he personally caught the killer who, in 
real life, almost extinguished Sherlock Holmes before his time. This killer 
was a thirty-five-year-old Frenchman named Jules Bonnot, whom Dr. 
Locard regards as the most daring and resourceful murderer he ever 
squared off against. Bonnot, a mustached man with a pleasant concave 
face, ran wild in France just before the First World War. Working out of 
an innocent-looking motorcycle repair shop, which he used as a cover 
and as a storehouse for his artillery, Bonnot committed almost every 
crime in the book. He forged documents, counterfeited money, kid- 
naped, robbed, committed arson, and performed twelve brutal murders. 
His most spectacular murder was that of a Societe Generate bank mes- 
senger, whom he waylaid, killed, and robbed of half a million francs. 
Bonnot was well-traveled, and had adopted criminal techniques from 
every European nation. The S 0 lret 6 suspected any number of gangsters, 
but nanowed tlieir hunt down to Bonnot and one other person on 
information provided by an informer. But, until the police obtained real 
evidence, Bonnot was safe. Then, in Lyons, a risky safecracking job 
was attempted. The Sfiret^, acting on another tip, broke in on the thief. 
In the dark, unseen, Bonnot slipped out of the net and escaped. He even 
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managed to take his tordi and tools away with him. Dr. Locaid, examin> 
ing the damaged safe, discovered telltale traces of marks left by the tools. 
With photographs of this evidence, Dr. Locard secretly made his way into 
Bonnot’s repair shop, and compared the marks to the tools lying about. 
In ten minutes. Dr. Locard had found the instraments that fitted the 
marks. Bonnot was apprehended, almost fought his way free from his 
captors, but was finally jailed. Under muscular questioning, he con- 
fessed to all of his previous sins. 'The French police bypassed the aristo- 
cratic guillotine to execute Bonnot by a firing squad composed of giant 
African Zouaves. 

One day, a short time thereafter. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle stopped off 
in Lyons to chat with Dr. Locard. Eager to play proper host to the creator 
of his beloved Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Locard escorted his visitor to the 
three private rooms in his laboratory which only his friends and cele- 
brated guests ar ever permitted to see. In these three rooms, his crime 
museum. Dr. Locard keeps mementos of crimes solved: weapons, tangi- 
ble clues, and a pictorial gallery of rogues he has brought to justice. As 
he guided Sir Arthur through the rooms, explaining the offenses com- 
mitted by the owners of the various profiles in the photographs, he sud- 
denly heard his guest gasp. Dr. Locard turned. Doyle was staring ahead 
at a large photograph of Bonnot. “Why, I know that fellow!” blurted 
Doyle. “He was my chauffeur for two months in London. What in the 
devil’s he doing here?” When Dr. Locard told him what Bonnot was 
doing here, the creator of Sherlock Holmes shivered. “Actually shiv- 
ered,” says Dr. Locard. “It was quite a coincidence. That is why I always 
say that I caught the man who might have abruptly ended Sherlock 
Holmes’s career. Bonnot chauffeuring Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. 'The 
flesh creeps. Think how close we came to not having all we do have of 
Sherlock Holmes!” 

Dr. Locard possesses a large rectangular ledger in which he records 
every criminal assignment that crosses his desk. In forty years, he has 
scrawled 9,253 entries in this ledger. He has not solved them all, but his 
successes are fentastic. He enjoys a clever crime, and he likes to solve it in 
a subtle way. “The great difference between crime in the United 
States and in France,” he says, “is that American murders are usually 
merely physical and violent. Here in France our killers tend toward 
finesse. 'They always prefer to mix their murder with a bit of forgery or 
with a swindle or with melodramatic trickery.” 

Dr. Locard is never aroused by a straight unimaginative homicide. 
When Vadier, a runty Frenchman who looked exactly like a sweet little 
Arab, but had slaughtered twenty-nine farmers and shepherds, was 
caught while opening the stomach of his thirtieth victim. Dr. Locard con- 
sidered the catch routine. '‘Vadier was merdy mad,” he says, in a mas- 
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terpiece of understatement, “and therefore thoroughly uninteresting.” 

Another crime which Dr. Locard regarded as routine, but which had 
Paris in an uproar, began when one Charles Weber accused his sister-iu' 
law, Jeanne Weber, of strangling his year-old son while baby-sitting, as 
wdl as of murdering her own chOdren and her two nephews. The bodies 
of the youngsters were promptly exhumed, but autopsies revealed nei- 
ther strangulation nor poison. Several months later, a hysterical neigh- 
bor reported to the police that her only child had died in the night 
while Jeanne Weber was baby-sitting. Again, autopsy revealed neither 
strangulation nor poison. In subsequent months, more youngsters died in 
the night, and though people referred to Miss Weber as “the Ogre of 
Goutte-d’Or,” there was not a shred of evidence against her. At last, de- 
ciding to employ a dangerous strategy, the police found a friend of Miss 
Weber’s who felt that she was absolutely innocent and who was willing 
to risk his two ofiEspring with her for a night. As the friend left the house. 
Miss Weber was placidly baby-sitting with his two-year-old boy and ten- 
year-old girl. But when the police broke in shortly after midnight, they 
found the little boy almost dead of suffocation. His sister quickly came 
out of hiding to describe how Miss Weber, in an uncontrollable fit, had 
climbed atop the child, and pressed both hands down on his chest until 
he could not breathe. At her trial, Jeanne Weber provided a field day 
for Freudians when she stated that since childhood she could not stand 
the sight of a youngster. “When I am near one, I hear a voice telling me 
to kill. Before I know what I am doing, I have killed.” After she had 
served a few weeks of her twenty-year term. Miss Weber completely lost 
her sanity. “It was a crime sans cause” says Dr. Locard. “Terrible, but it 
involved cleverness on neither her part nor ours.” 

Dr. Locard prefers his crimes to be unusual and challenging. He likes 
to remember the murder near Tours which he solved by observing the 
pattern of a corduroy jacket smeared on a dust-covered marble slab; or 
the criminal that he caught through tooth prints because the famished 
culprit had bitten into a pastry from which a plaster cast could be taken; 
or the fugitive who was found because he fell on a sandy beach while 
fleeing the police — ^the clear impression of his copper-buttoned vest, 
which was left, brougjit him to justice in three days. 

One of Dr. Locard’s favorites involves the robber who, leaping from the 
first-floor window of a villa, fell to his knees, rose and escaped. “I ex- 
amined the spot where he fell,” recalls Dr. Locard, “and found two 
clearly visible knee marks. They showed he wore striped velvet trousers. 
One set of stripes seemed broader, proving to me that one of his knees 
had a patch of slightly different material. This gave us a perfect picture 
of the man. We had him in twenty minutes.” 

Another time an engineer was found murdered in a meadow outside 
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of Lyons. There were no clues. Dr. Locard studied the immediate, sur- 
rounding terrain with the greatest of care. The day following, when sus- 
pects were paraded in and out. Dr. Locard was about to dismiss a burly 
man when he noticed a tiny seed clinging to the suspect's sleeve. “I 
identified the seed. It was scorzonera lumilis” says Dr. Locard. “That was 
one of the plants beside the corpse in the meadow. Of course, our man 
confessed. He was guillotined.” 

One of Dr. Locard’s most highly prized crimes occurred thirty-seven 
years ago. A sixty-five-year-old prostitute named Coco-la-Ch&ie was 
found in her tiny room, her throat cut, her body a sieve of stab wounds. 
She had had countless clients, so the suspects were many. “When we 
examined her corpse we found hordes of rare parasites attached to her,” 
says Dr. Locard. “I thought I’d take a few of these insects. Perhaps the 
criminal would have had enough contact with Coco to have caught 
them. The second day after the murder, a drunkard was brought in. He 
was one of those who’d slept with Coco on the fatal night. He thought 
he might have killed her, but he wasn’t sure. He’d been too drunk. I 
examined him, found parasites, but of an entirely different kind. We 
released him. The third day another suspect, a boy of twenty named 
Mayor, was brought in. In his hair I found the same rare parasite Coco 
had on her person. Mayor denied the crime. But when his finger- 
prints conesponded with those in her room, he confessed. He had killed 
her, and then stabbed her thirty times in a fit of fury, because she 
wanted fifty centimes for sleeping with him instead of the thirty-five 
centimes he offered. Incidentally, the fingerprint that convicted him was 
the prettiest I have ever found. In France we require that twelve points 
on a suspect’s fingerprint correspond with prints found at the scene of 
the crime, in order to convict. Well, this fellow Mayor’s print had one 
hundred corresponding points. It was delightful.” 

Often, employing the same methods, Dr. Locard is able to disprove a 
crime. Not many years ago, a spinster businesswoman named Lea Came- 
lin was found on the floor of her train compartment, gagged and drugged 
with ether. Recovering, she explained that near Brotteaux, two men had 
attacked her and stolen her wares. Dr. Locard, studying the bottle of 
ether, found only one set of fingerprints on it. He was not surprised to 
learn that they were Miss Camelin’s own prints. She had invented the as- 
sault because, she confessed, she was unhappy and wanted to commit sui- 
cide, but since she was Catholic she had to make the suicide look like 
murder to be buried in hallowed ground. 

When a French general, on a hunting party in occupied Germany, 
was shot through the head, the military authorities requested Dr. Locard 
to find the murderer. Dr. Locard studied the general’s skull, hair, and the 
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fetal bullet. Then Dr. Locard proved that the killing was not a murder, 
but an accident. Someone had shot at a wild pig, jand the bullet had 
ricocheted oflf the pig and penetrated the back of the general’s skull. The 
proof was simple. The coarse pig bristles were still imbedded, along with 
the general’s hair, on the bullet. 

Above all, however. Dr. Locard relishes an exotic case. It may deal with 
murder, or with a lesser crime, but if it is sufficiently weird. Dr. Locard 
will give it all of his energies. For instance, he glows when he recalls 
the events that led to the capture of Dr. Pierre Marain, of Venissieux. The 
good doctor, experimenting with quack cancer cures, used his wife as he 
would a laboratory mouse. When the robust lady died suddenly, and Dr. 
Marain prepared to collect handsomely under her will, the police became 
suspicious. Dr. Locard moved in on the case, and located two wills. In 
one, dated 1913, the deceased had left her money to her church. In the 
other, dated 1917, she left this money to her husband. Using intelligence, 
and ultra-violet rays. Dr. Locard went after the second will and proved 
that the 7 in 1917 had formerly been a 1, which Dr. Marain had forced 
his wife to alter. Then, even more sensationally, an invisible sentence in 
the will — “I died murdered by my husband” — ^was brought to light. It 
had been written, apparently, with a hairpin dipped in milk. This ended 
the career of Dr. Marain. 

Sometimes Dr. Locard has his fill of gore, and then he enjoys nothing 
more than relaxing over some case that requires only giving his au- 
thoritative opinion. Recently, a rich Parisian, whose hobby is collecting 
authentic strands of hair from the heads of historical personalities, nerv- 
ously appeared with a single hair enclosed in a velvet box. He had 
bought this tiny hair for 20,000 gold francs. It was the prize of his col- 
lection, a hair purported to be from the head of Napoleon Bonaparte. 
Now that he owned it, the collector wanted a certificate of authentica- 
tion to show his friends. Dr. Locard studied the strand of hair inten- 
sively, and came up with his report. The hair did not come from Napo- 
leon. It came from a cow. 

But Dr. Locard is not infallible. Even though, in forty years, he has 
rarely fumbled, he has once or tw'ice failed in a tricky experimentation, 
or found himself stumped by a brilliant swindle. Dr. Locard and the 
Sflret6 eventually trap most swindlers. But occasionally, a gang will come 
along that operates successfully for years. 

“The slickest couple I’ve ever run into,” says Dr. Locard, “pulled off 
their fanciest job in the Rue de la Paix in Paris. A gentleman with an 
appearance of extreme wealth visited a famous jeweler in the Rue de la 
Paix and shopped for a diamond. He selected a small but rare item, 
priced at $4,000, but insisted that he also wanted a matching dia- 


3^5 



THE SUNDAY GENTLEMAN ABROAD 


mond, and would pay a higher price for the second. The jeweler said 
the diamond was an oddity, and would be difficult to match; however, 
he would do his best. In three days, the gentleman reappeared, explained 
that he was eager to get the matching diamond since he wanted to 
present the pair soon as a birthday gift, and even though he’d paid 
only $4,000 for the first, he offered to pay as high as $15,000 for the 
second one. The jeweler again said he would do his best. After only 
two days had passed, the gentleman appeared a third time, demanding 
the second diamond. The jeweler confessed that he had had no luck 
yet. Providentially, two weeks later, a young lady, whose clothes were 
good but shabby, wandered in, red-eyed, with a story that her husband 
had left her, and that since she had no money, she would have to sell 
her diamonds. She brought out several. The jeweler examined them, 
and to his amazement and delight, he discovered one stone that was the 
exact twin of the diamond his client was trying to match. The young 
lady asked $10,000 for it, and would not take a sou less. Although the 
jeweler had sold a similar diamond for only $4,000, he reminded 
himself that he could get $15,000 for this twin. Here was an easy profit. 
Quickly, he bought the diamond, cheerfully paying the $10,000. 

“The following day, the jeweler went to call personally on his 
wealthy gentleman client at the address he had been given. There was 
no such gentleman at the address. There never had been. The jeweler 
studied the diamond he had bought for $10,000, and, too late, realized 
it was precisely the one he had sold for $4,000. When he came to 
us with his story, we showed him our gallery of swindlers. He identi- 
fied the couple at once. They had a long record of more flagrant crimes. 
Of course, we di<f not catch them, and never have. Perhaps they are 
trying the same trick today in Rome or in New York.” 

Dr. Locard credits most of the successes he has had in his 9,253 cases 
to the thorough education he received under his old mentor. Professor 
Alexander Lacassagne, who taught legal medicine at the University of 
Lyons. Professor Lacassagne, a short, handsome man with a vast white 
mustache, preceded Dr. Locard as head of the laboratory in Lyons, until 
he was killed by an automobile in 1924. Lacassagne became a legend in 
France for his work in helping such Sfiret6 stars as BertOlon and 
Coron solve the first internationally publicized trunk murder, one com- 
mitted by the pretty Gabrielle Bompard and her hypnotist lover Michel 
Eyraud. 

Dr. Locard dates his own interest in crime from an incident that oc- 
curred one afternoon in Lyons when, as a lad of twenty-two, he ac- 
companied Lacassagne on an assignment to treat an injured workman. 
Returning home, the two were caught in a windstorm, and sought ref- 
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uge in a hallway. ‘*We had nothing to do but twiddle our thumbs/’ Dr. 
Locard remembers. "I happened to have a Spanish magazine in my 
pocket. Even then I knew many languages. I gave it to the professor 
to read. Since he knew only French, he asked me to translate aloud 
to him. So as we stood there in the hallway, I translated aloud from a 
Spanish book review about a volume dealing with fingerprinting in 
South Ammca. It was fiiscinating. When I had finished translating the 
review, I bepn to discuss fingerprinting, and crime in general, with 
the professor. At that moment, I decided to specialize in criminal in- 
vestigation.” 

Dr. Locard spent time, as a student, in police laboratories in Lau- 
sanne Berlin, Turin, and Rome. He even worked in Paris under Al- 
phonse Bertillon, founder of the world’s first system of criminal identifi- 
cation. “He was the greatest genius I’ve ever met,” says Dr. Locard. “He 
concentrated fiercely. He did not like to explain things. One had to learn 
by watching him.” 

Dr. Locard officially became a member of the French police on January 
lo, 1910, and eight years later he was sent on a trip around the world to 
study advances made in work on fingerprints, palmprints, footprints, as 
well as on teeth, hair, and anatomy, in other nations including even far- 
away China. In 1918 he visited San Francisco, Chicago, and New York. 
Of his only visit to the United States, he remembers most fondly not the 
skyscrapers but the case of a New York doctor who solved his mother-in- 
law problem by slipping typhoid bacteria into her food. 

By 1922, Dr. Locard was famous enough to be invited to serve on an 
international committee headed by General Pershing, to oversee an elec- 
tion in Arica, Chile, an area then claimed by both ChiMand Peru. Dr. Lo- 
card was assigned to detect ballot forgeries. In the years following, his 
reputation grew so rapidly that he was appointed editor of the Revue 
Internationale de Criminalistique, a trade paper to which detectives of 
every land contributed their most noteworthy crime cases and discoveries, 
written in their own tongue. 

During World War I, Dr. Locard was a member of the French secret 
service. In the Sherlock Holmes tradition, he would amuse Allied 
dignitaries by glaneing at a muddy soldier and the soil stains on the 
man’s uniform, and then announcing exactly in what area he had been 
fighting. Once, during this period. Dr. Locard was almost assassinated. 
Late one night, a French femme fatale, a spy in the pay of the Germans, 
worked her way into Dr. Locard’s private office and began going through 
top-security papers. At this moment. Dr. Locard walked in on her. Im- 
mediately she hurled hersdf at him, brandishing a knife. Acting on in- 
stinct, Dr. Locard kicked her in the wrist, knocking the dagger to the 
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floor, and then he pinned her to the wall untfl his men took her away. 
Today, Dr. Locard keeps the blade on his desk as a good-luck piece and 
likes visitors to feel its sharpness. 

During World War II, Dr. Locard refused to budge from his desk al- 
though the Nazis occupied Lyons. He was interrogated three times by 
the Gestapo. He says they did not rough him up, but they tested all the 
weapons, even the antiquated ones, in his private museum, and they 
tapped his telephone. Once, when the Gestapo was about to limit his 
activities, the chief of the Gestapo came to him with a problem. The 
chief complained that twice his wallet had been robbed. He was anxious 
to catch the culprit. If Dr. Locard would help him, he would give Dr. 
Locard complete freedom to continue his work. Dr. Locard gave the Ger- 
man a powder to spread on his wallet, telling him that it would turn 
anything that contacted it a deep violet, and that the more one washed 
and scrubbed at the violet, the deeper its color grew. “A week later the 
Gestapo chief noticed that his German chauffeur’s fingers looked like a 
bishop’s glove,” says Dr. Locard. “After that I was not bothered by the 
Nazis.” 

In his forty years of detective work. Dr. Locard has made many 
lasting contributions to law enforcement. One of his most popular dis- 
coveries resulted from his radical theory that the fingerprint is old- 
fas^iioned because it is often limited. Dr. Locard argued that the pattern 
made by any number of two thousand tiny pores of a single fingertip 
was as valuable as the entire fingerprint. To prove his point, he perfected, 
in 1929, poroscopy, a technique which required only one-twentieth of a 
man’s single finger to trap him. Using this method, he solved a dozen 
cases in the nextj^ars. In one instance, a burglar used a candle instead 
of a flashlight during a robbery. He left no fingerprints, but Dr. Locard 
discovered that a piece of wax from the burning candle had fallen, 
bounced off the thief’s finger, and dropped intact to the floor. Through 
use of microphotography. Dr. Locard made out the criminal’s overall pore 
pattern on the wax drop. In a week, the criminal was identified and con- 
victed. 

While he believes, perhaps more strongly than the majority of his 
colleagues, in the power of the criminal laborator)'. Dr. Locard does not 
feel that the detective talents and individuality of modem sleuths 
should be completely buried under test tubes, files, and business ma- 
chines. Today, everywhere, the machine is winning, but if Dr. Locard 
has his way, there will still be a few inspired detectives in the world. 
Toward this end, in a one-man effort to perpetuate such a species, 
he works the year around with human bloodhounds sent him by 
other nations. Besides routine techniques. Dr. Locard tries to hammer 
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all kinds of shortcuts and bits of odd information into his students. He 
T€mind$ them that the most damaging evidence is often found on the 
bottom cufE of a man’s trousers, since this is a place usually overlooked by 
the criminal when he brushes himself oflE. 

When searching for evidence to back up his deductions, Dr. Locard 
prefers one faded bloodstain, one droplet of fat, one speck of dust, to a 
dozen witnesses. ‘‘Certainly witnesses are important,” he tells his stu- 
dents, “but they are too often unreliable. They subconsciously exaggerate, 
because they are human and want to make themselves look important.” 
In revisiting the scene of a crime, to search for a body or for hidden 
wealth, Dr. Locard advises detectives to walk close beside the suspect and 
hold his arm lightly. “Always hold his arm, because then you will feel 
his reaction. The trick never fails. And often, without knowing it, the 
criminal will guide you toward what you are searching for.” Dr. Locard 
warns his young students that murderesses present the greatest problems. 
“They react differently than do men. Tliey are always surprised to be ac- 
cused, they deny everything, they are shocked and affronted and in- 
sulted. They appeal to your sentiment, your weakness as males. When 
you have them, when they can no longer deny the facts, then they blame 
men for their downfall; they blame a husband, a lover, a father, a brother, 
a man who misled them. Cherchez la femme, gentlemen, but when you 
find her, beware of her!” 

Despite this intense distrust of women. Dr. Locard has been married, 
has a grown son with the Lyons police, and owns a comfortable house in 
the suburbs. He has three forms of relaxation. One is conversation. He 
used to enjoy long scientific arguments with the late Dr. Alexis Carrel, 
the Nobel Prize winner. He used to discuss crime by^e hour with his 
friend Nelcher, of the Berlin police, who fled Hitler's wrath. Nelcher had 
proved that the Nazis themselves had entered the German Reichstag in 
1933, through an underground heat tunnel from Goering's house, and 
had used chemicals to start the historic Reichstag blaze that vaulted Hit- 
ler into power and set the entire world aflame. 

Another of Dr. Locard’s pastimes is his collection of autographed let- 
ters dealing with crime. He owns letters handwritten by Vidocq, the 
celebrated rascal who founded the modern Surety*, and by Mata Hari. 
One letter is addressed to Washington, D.C., and is an application for 
an engineering job. The signature is that of an ex-convict named Latude, 
who spent a record thirty-five years in the Bastille for the practical joke 
of having included a bomb in a thoughtful bouquet to Madame de 
Pompadour. 

Dr. Locard’s most passionate form of relaxation is attending the movie 
theater. He sits in a darkened cinema, laughing, crying, agonizing with 
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hero and heroine. Neither rain nor storm (dor murder) keeps him from 
his weekly film. Recently, at the end of a busy afternoon, Dr. Locard was 
called out to a villa which had just been robbed. It was a routine affair. 
There was only one complication. When Dr. Locard entered, he found 
that the criminal was still there. The two parties were equally surprised. 
The criminal smashed Dr. Locard on the jaw with an uppercut, and Dr. 
Locard went down. “I was unconscious for ten minutes,” he says, proudly. 
Later, after the criminal had been caught and jailed, and Dr. Locard’s 
glass chin repaired, the police led their venerable chief to his home and 
forced him to lay his fragile frame on his bed. 

After his staff left. Dr. Locard quietly got out of bed, dressed, and 
drove swiftly back to Lyons. He was barely in time to catch the last show- 
ing of his weekly movie. '"I just couldn't miss it,” he says sheepishly. “It 
was a Humphrey Bogart picture.” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

In 1949, while I was visiting New York City en route to Paris, I met 
with a new editor on Cosmopolitan magazine, who was interested in my 
suggestions for some factual stories. When he told me that he wanted to 
give his publication more masculine appeal, I immediately thought of a 
story I had wanted to do for years, an interview-biography of Dr. Ed- 
mond Locard, of Lyons. Dr. Locard was reputed to be one of the world's 
foremost living detectives, although he was relatively unknown in the 
United States. ThiKeditor thought that this was a fascinating idea, and he 
gave me the assignment. 

Once in Paris, I telephoned Dr. Locard in Lyons. He proved ready to 
cooperate with me. I took a night train from Paris to Lyons, and there 
spent several days chatting with Dr. Locard. Aside from Ae time I spent 
with the great detective, who was friendly and colorful, I found Lyons a 
bore. It was dismal, lacking in charm, and a municipal tomb after nine 
o’clock in the evening. I am a night person, and I have always shunned 
cities that go to sleep early. New York and Paris are night cities; Zurich 
and Vienna are not. Lyons was the worst of all. Except for Dr. Locard, 
the place was impossible. 

I hastened back to Paris not only with the inner relief of one who has 
been liberated from a mausoleum, but with the excitement of one who 
has collected material for a good story not yet told. I wrote this story, sent 
it by airmail to Cosmopolitan, and a week later learned that the periodi- 
cal had again changed its policy — ^it now wanted stories of feminine ap- 
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peal, anything with masculine appeal was taboo. My unhappiness was al- 
leviated somewhat by the feet that I had met a lemar^ble man in Lyons 
—and considerably more by the feet that I had on hand a completed 
story that I knew I would one day publish. 

In 1953, when I returned to Paris, I took rooms as always at the Cali- 
fornia Hotel in the Rue de Beni. There the bartender, concierges, and 
telephone operators knew all my business as I knew theirs (they had 
known, four years earlier, of the purpose of my side trip to Lyons), and I 
heard from one of them that Dr. Locard was dead. I was not surprised by 
this, since he would have been seventy-six years old in 1953. But I was 
surprised that I had not read about it in the news. I asked my French in- 
formant — a knowledgeable tdephone operator, as I recall — ^if she had 
read Dr. Locard’s obituary in the press. She could not be sure. She be- 
lieved that she had learned about it on the radio or had seen it in a news- 
reel. Well, I thought at the time. Good-by^ dear Dr. Locard, perhaps 
one day my story will be your obituary. 

A full decade later, in 1963, when I decided to assemble the material 
for this book, I made the decision to include this story of Dr. Locard 
among my favorite published and unpublished articles. But a sense of in- 
completeness troubled me. To cap the story of Dr. Locard’s life, I must 
have the exact place and time and circumstances of his death. I wrote to 
a friend of mine, a correspondent in the Paris bureau of The New York 
Times, and asked him if he could supply the information I needed. I as- 
sured him the task would be simple. It turned out to be anything but 
simple. 

I kept getting memorandums from my correspondent friend in Paris, 
each one more exasperated than the last. He had gfeie to the files of 
FranceSoir. There was “a big dossier” on Dr. Locard. No obituary. He 
had gone to the files of Agence France-Presse. No date of death. He had 
consulted the French Who’s Who for 1961-62. There was a birth date, 
but no death date. 

In desperation, my friend visited the Paris bureau of Progris de Lyon, 
and what he heard in reply to his inquiry sent him running to a tele- 
phone. As he wrote me that evening of April 10, 1963: 

“Herewith a surprise for you: Dr. Locard not only is not dead, but I 
talked to him over the phone just a half hour agol” 

Dr. Locard, at the age of eighty-six, was still alive in Lyons. The resur- 
rection of one whom I had unfairly buried ten years before shocked me, 
then excited me, and finally spurred me into action. Quickly, I reviewed 
what I had written about the great detective in 1949, and now, in 1^3 , 1 
fired oflE ten questions to Lyons to learn what had happened to him in 
die interval of fourteen years. The old crime hunter replied prompdy» 
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and for the most part frankly. But since he was evasive or cryptic on cer* 
tain points, I was forced to fill in some answers from material found in 
various archives in Paris, after I arrived there in June of 1963. Here, then, 
is the compleat Dr. Locard to date: 

For almost two years after I met him, Dr. Edmond Locard remained 
on active duty for the Sfiret6 Nationale in Lyons. In that short period. 
Dr. Locard was directly involved in 1,652 criminal cases — ^in other words, 
during his entire career for the Sdret6 Nationale, he was involved in a 
total of 10,905 aiminal cases, a formidable record. 

I have the impression, however, that in those last two active years he 
was receiving more public attention as an author than as a government 
sleuth. Only one case in that time was found worthy of mention by the 
Paris press. This investigation occurred in December of 1950, and con- 
cerned two physicians, brothers-in-law of a dead man, whom the govern- 
ment suspected of having made some revisions in the deceased's will. 
Since 50 million francs were at stake, the authorities called up>on the ex- 
pertise of Dr. Locard. I did not learn what Dr. Locard accomplished, 
only that he was brought in and that his effort was publicized. Although 
only this single case, of the 1,652 cases which he covered between 1949 
and 1951, was mentioned in the newspapers, there were numerous refer- 
ences to Dr. Locard in his capacity as criminologist-author and to the 
variety of his writings for the same period. 

In 1950— a prolific year for our aging hero— Dr. Locard published a 
revised edition of his seven-volume Book of Criminology, a single-volume 
work entitled Defend Yourself Against the Criminal, and several maga- 
zine articles and essays. One of the latter received special attention. It 
was a provocative piece in the journal MSdecine 50, called La defense du 
crime. As Dr. Locard told curious reporters, “I should really have called 
it 'In Defense of the Criminals.’ After all, we are all perfectly capable of 
being criminals.” 

As Dr. Locard’s advanced years began to make retirement an immi- 
nent probability, the French government decided to decorate him for his 
services to his country. In France, there are five grades of decoration, 
omitting the Grand Cordon, which President de Gaulle alone holds. Of 
these five, in November, 1950, Dr. Locard was awarded the third-highest. 
He was given the rank of Commandeur de la L 4 gion d’Honneur. 

After that, there was little else for Dr. Locard to do but step out of 
government service. And so, on February 21, 1951, after automatically 
being made “honorary director of the Laboratoire de Police” in Lyons, 
Dr. Locard retired from the Sfiret6 Nationale. He was seventy-four years 
old. He had been in the S6ret6’s service for forty-one years. 

One thing that made retirement easier for Dr. Locard was that he was 
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replaced in the Lyons laboratory by his own son, Dr. Jacques Locard. 
But there is a sad note her^ for his son served only one year and nine 
months. When I asked Dr. Locard about his son, he replied curtly, 
‘‘Died X4th of November, 1952. He was succeeded by Professor Bouret.” 

But retirement from his official position did not mean retirement from 
work for Dr. Locard. At seventy-four, he felt young and therefore was 
young. He rented offices at 5 Rue Merci^e in Lyons, and he did not re- 
sume but rather continued his activity in all aspects of criminology. Soon 
he was off to North Africa on a lecture tour of Tunisia, Algeria, Morocco. 
He had al^nys been interested in motion pictures, but mainly as a specta- 
tor. Now, returning home, he decided to become a film writer and actor. 
Late in 1952, he delivered the completed manuscript of a scenario en- 
titled "Crime Never Pays” to Henri Lepage, the French film director. 
Perhaps recalling his apprehension of Jules Bonnot, A. Conan Doyle's 
former chauffeur who had committed twelve murders, Dr. Locard's cine- 
matic villain indulged in similar crimes in Lyons’ Chinatown and 
deposited the corpses in the Rhone River. The hero, an elderly professor- 
detective, whom Dr. Locard lovingly created for his own film debut, iden- 
tified the villain from a silk thread clinging to a rope found in the cul- 
prit’s house, a thread of the same material as that of the blouse of a 
female victim. The hero then closed in on the murderer after finding a 
wax droplet from a candle the kOler had used to make his way, corpse on 
his back, to the river. Unhappily for Dr. Locard, if not for cinema audi- 
ences, the scenario was never made into a film. 

In the fifteen years following his retirement from the Sfiret6, Dr. Lo- 
card continued to devote himself to his twin passions — ^writing about 
crime for periodicals and in books, and using the laboratory for detection. 
His prolific international correspondence with other detectives and pro- 
spective clients and admirers suffered. He had time, he told me, to cone- 
spond regularly with only "a few famous lawyers and a few criminals.” 

The hours taken from private correspondence, apparently, went into 
his public writings. When he retired, he had told the local press, “I will 
now be able to write that great work that is so close to my heart — a 
complete general catalog of the lichens in France.” Since the relatively 
inoffensive lichen is a symbiotic plant that thrives on bark or rocks. Dr. 
Locard’s questioners were understandably confused by this odd enthusi- 
asm. His explanation of this interest gives us a minute insight into a 
traumatic moment of his youth. When he was in school, he explained, 
taking a botany examination for his baccalaureate, he was unsure of one 
important test question — on lichens. He asked a fellow candidate for the 
correct answer, misunderstood his friend's whispered reply, and as a re- 
sult put down the wrong answer. He received a poor grade. Then and 
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there he determined to compensate for his foiluie by becoming an expert 
in botany. When I inquired, a dozen years later, if he had overcome the 
lichen and exposed it in print, he lepli^ tersely, “Book not finished.” 

Other bools, however, were finished. Dr. Locard wrote and published 
Les Causes CMbres, a popular and dramatic nonfiction book about 
famous criminals including Mata Hari and Ang^e Laval, the latter the 
poison-pen letter writer whom he had apprdiended in Tulle and who 
had made him world-fiimous. In 1961, the French publisher of scientific 
books. Payout, brought out Dr. Locard’s more serious study. Expertises 
de Documents Ecrits. Not unexpectedly. Dr. Locard was frequently ap- 
proached about writing his memoirs. He had neither the interest nor the 
time, but at last he permitted Robert Corval, a Paris newspaperman, to 
collaborate with him on his autobiography, which appeared in France in 
September of 1957. There is no evidence that it was widely read. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Lcxard continued to occupy himself with other as- 
pects of creativity. He wrote and published his scientific papers and his 
popular articles. He edited a magazine, which I have never seen, called 
Andrades. And he contributed to the “Letters to tiie Editor” section of 
such newspapers as Figaro of Paris. 

From time to time, through the years of so-called retirement, he made 
himself available to interviewers from Paris. When a journalist from the 
late Samedi-Soir asked him if foe violence reported in mass-circulation 
newspapers had effected the increase in crime, Dr. Locard replied that he 
doubted if foe press contributed to crime at all. Then he turned against 
an old love. The motion picture, he said, was far more dangerous, be- 
cause films often gave potential criminals graphic illustrations — ^“ideas” 
—of how to commit their crimes. Dr. Locard went on to castigate his old 
enemy, foe anonymous letter vnriter. He felt, he said, that foere was no 
difference between a writer of anonymous letters and a murderer who 
killed by poison. And as to foe poisoner. Dr. Locard added, lax col- 
leagues who believed that any evidence of arsenic in a crime was abso- 
lute proof of premeditated poisoning were jumping to conclusions. Said 
Dr. Locard, “Arsenic is everywhere, even to be found in foe armrests of 
easy chairs, and finding it does not prove anything.” 

But above all, in recent years. Dr. Locard has remained active as a 
private detective. I asked him in 1963, “Since your retirement, have you 
accepted criminal investigations in a private capacity?” He replied, “Yes. 
Especially in cases involving forgery and anonymous letters.” He was 
often engaged, he said, in cases concerning foe forgery of rare stamps. 
“And foere is not a day that passes,” he went on, “that someone doesn’t 
send me, for one reason or another, a specimen of hair to examine 
Generally, it is just hair from dogs.” 
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While reluctant to discuss in detail any specific criminal cases he had 
handled since he left the Sfiretd Nationale, Dr. Lpcard made it clear to 
me, when he wrote me in Apnl of 1963, that he was as occupied in the 
fight against crime as ever. “I put my signature this morning underneath 
dime report Number 11,704.” This meant that, in his years of private 
practice, he had been involved in 799 criminal cases. 

It is plain that Dr. Edmond I^card needs no further spectacular in- 
vestigations or front-page publicity to secure his place among the great 
detectives of all time. What Sherlock Holmes suggested as possible in 
fiction. Dr. Locard transformed into reahty. What France’s Minister of 
the Interior wrote to him upon his leaving the Siiret^ holds true today: 

”In an era when the most current means of convicting people were 
the confession and witnesses, you. Dr. Locard, undertook to place in the 
first position research and scientific precision in establishing material 
traces and indices as essential objective proof of crime. 'This method has 
progressively become a classic approach in all judicial inquests of demo- 
cratic countries.” 

When I last heard from him, Dr. Locard was still enjoying the com- 
forts of his old house in a suburb of Lyons. He was not wanting in 
companionship. “I have fifteen grandchfldren,” he told me, “the oldest 
of whom is soon to get married.” Although in good health, he no longer 
was going out to attend his weekly movie. One might imagine he has 
been too busy with his work or with that newer diversion — ^television. 
But I suspect another reason for his neglect of the cinema. There has 
been no one to replace his beloved Humphrey Bogart. 

When I asked him if he had any ambition or wish for the future. Dr. 
Locard replied that he had but one. “To die in peace,” he said. “At 
eighty-six, that is the unique perspective.” 
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At seven-thirty every morning, a lean, tall, somewhat hunched and 
±\. preoccupied man, with receding hairline, shaggy eyebrows and an- 
gular Teutonic face, huniedly leaves his modest seven-room house in 
suburban Werden, Germany, folds himself into a small Porsche sedan, 
and speeds toward the industrial city of Essen. 

By eight o’clock, he is piloting his tiny car through the gray, grubby, 
broken streets of the Ruhr metropolis, past a wildly jagged landscape 
etched by 275 Allied bomber raids, to the rubble and ruin surrounding a 
towering office building at 103 Altendorferstrasse, the headquarters of 
the world-famous Krupp works. Parking his Porsche before the building, 
he quickly strides inside, catches the ©pen-faced cubicle of a nonstop 
rotating elevator, and is carried up to the third floor. 

As he moves toward his office, his eyes are introspective and worried. 
His face is furrowed beyond his forty-six years. His brown suit is undis- 
tinguished. To the busy employees who brush past him in the conidor, 
he looks like just another anonymous minor executive, rushing to reach 
his overcrowded desk on time. Passing him, few recognize him — ^yet all 
know and fear his name, depend upon him as serfs once depended upon 
feudal lords, and speak of him as one of the few hopes for a reborn and 
virile Fatherland. 

For the name of this seemingly pedestrian figure is the name of the 
most powerful man in Germany today, one of the strongest men in 
all Western Europe, one of the richest human beings on earth — and the 
center of a great storm of international controversy. His family nam&— 
synonymous with the wholesale merchandising of death — ^has hung over 
generations of Americans and Europeans, like a massive dagger. It is 
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Kcupp— and he is Alfried Krapp von Bohlen und Halbach, of Essen. 

Commonplace though his appearance may be, and his habits, his back- 
grotmd is incredible. His great-grandfather made cannon for Bismarck, 
his grandfather made U-boats for the Kaiser, his father made Tiger tanks 
for Hitler. His mother, Bertha, still dwelling near him in Essen, gave her 
name to the Big Bertha gun, which shelled Paris in World War I. Alfried 
Krupp himself was raised in a home with 117 rooms — the guest house 
had 60 rooms — and the family was attended by 125 servants. Often, as 
many as 600 guests came to dinner. Ten years ago, when he took over 
“the works,” as he likes to call the family factories, it covered five square 
miles, employed 160,000 laborers, and kept the Reich’S war machine roll- 
ing. 

At war’s end, Krupp was imprisoned, tried as a war criminal (for plan- 
ning aggressive war, plundering captive nations, using slave labor), and 
sentenced by three American judges to twelve years in Landsberg prison 
(where Hitler wrote Mein Kampf). Two years ago, after serving only 
half his term, Krupp was pardoned, all his wealth — ^and power — returned 
to him. Except for having to give his promise to stay out of coal and 
steel production, he was back in business as usual. 

Once again, Krupp controls his shipyards in Bremen and Kiel, as 
well as his factories in Essen which produce locomotives, Diesel trucks, 
tools, home fixtures; his real estate holdings which embrace 10,000 houses; 
his chain of hotels; his 120 food shops; and in addition, any moneys to be 
received from the enforced sale of nine Ruhr coal mines and five iron 
mines. His coal mines, which produce 7,000,000 tons a year, and his steel 
plants, which produce 1,^00,000 tons a year, would gross him about fifty 
million dollars if they are sold. His other property is worth about niriety- 
five million dollars, and it now enriches him with a profit of three and a 
half million dollars each year. 

When his fortune was returned to Krupp, the great controversy began 
— ^and rages still. In commuting Krupp’s sentence and restoring his prop- 
erty, John J. McCloy, then United States High Commissioner in Ger- 
many, stated, “I can find no personal guilt in the defendant Krupp suffi- 
cient to distinguish him above all others sentenced by the Nuremberg 
courts.” Immediately, from Moscow, Russia’s Izvestia screamed, “The 
release of the Nazi leader once more confirms that the American aggres- 
sors are recruiting Fascist specialists in mass murder to help prepare a 
new war. Washington is no longer satisfied with using Wehrmacht gen- 
erals for drilling Eisenhower’s divisions. They need the Fascist manufac- 
turers of gas vans, the builders of the devilish ovens of the Auschwitz, the 
merchants in guns, bombs and poison gas.” From France, the newspaper 
Franc-Tireur, after alleging that Krupp had remarked, “There are good 
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and bad moments in life,” commented, "But the good moments for a 
IGiipp, let us add, conespond to the bad moments for the people.” 

From England came the most mixed reaction. Six members of Parlia- 
ment, Labourites, regarded Krupp's return to the fomily business as “a 
betrayal of the men and women who laid down their lives in two World 
Wars. It will encourage the re-emergence of Nazi elements.” On the 
other hand, a correspondent for a staid London daily reported, "United 
States officials claim that the present danger is not that Krupp may 
sneak back into arms manufacturing, but that he may refuse point blank 
to do so. Allied officials here in Germany take the view that the produc- 
tion of arms in the Ruhr would not only add to the military security of 
Western Europe, but would also divert dangerous German competition 
from overseas trade and markets.” 

Even now, Krupp continues to remain a subject of disagreement among 
the Western Allies. Actually, the United States is firmly resisting the use 
of fCrupp in the European armament race — fearing his factories, rebuflt 
for arms, might one day fall into the hands of the onrushing Reds. 

On the other hand, Great Britain feels Krupp should make guns and 
tanks, but only under rigid controls. As one British official explained, 
"The sooner Krupp pitches in to do his share in rearming against Russia, 
Ihe better. We don’t like to see Krupp capturing all the civilian export 
markets, while the rest of us struggle to produce arms for the common 
defense.” 

As the Allies debate their future policy toward him, Alfried Krupp in- 
sists he is fully honoring his agreement. He is cooperating in arrange- 
ments for the eventual sale of his entire coal and steel holdings. He is 
avoiding armament production. "I will repeat what I said two years ago,” 
he told me. "I am not interested in producing armament.” There are 
some cynics who question this statement — feeling he will jump at the 
opportunity to make guns, if we permit him to — and will one day make 
them anyway, even if we don’t permit him. They point to the activities 
of his frther, who promised the Allies not to help Germany rearm after 
World War I — but later bragged that he had “duped" the Allies by milk- 
ing money from the United States for his “peace industries.” Actually, 
he was designing rockets and setting up a dummy submarine firm in 
Holland that drafted blueprints for U-boats, which later saved the Nazis 
“from two to four years” in production time. 

But, at the moment, there is every evidence Alfried Krupp is engaged 
solely in peaceful pursuits. His factories in Essen are again booming. He 
is occupied with supplying South Africa with five million dollars’ worth 
of locomotives, India with thirty-one million dollars’ worth of blast fur- 
naces, and Yugoslavia with expensive mining machinery. 
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While United States government representatives in Western Germany 
oontinue to confine Khipp to locomotives and blast furnaces, there are 
cotain American Army men who agree with the conservative British de- 
ments. They want to see Krupp hdping us rearm Europe against Com- 
munism. And thqr regularly make overtures to Krupp— unofficially. 

Recently, the United States Army asked Krupp to repair American 
tanks. He flatly refused. Angrily, an American ambassador reminded 
Krupp that he could be forced to cooperate. Blandly, Krupp replied, 
"First you put me in jail for making arms, and now you threaten me if 
I don’t make them. What do you want me to do?” 

American officials don’t know what they want Krupp to do — simply 
because they don’t know the real Krupp at all. They don’t know if they 
can trust him. They don’t know if he is honest. They don’t know what he 
thinks, feels, or believes. For that matter, the majority of people in Eu- 
rope do not know anything about him, either. 

Few important men in our time, possessing so fully the power to affect 
the futures of so many the earth over, remain as little-known and myste- 
rious as Herr Krapp. Primarily to solve this mystery — ^to learn the kind of 
security risk Alfried Krupp really is, to learn if the dynasty that made 
cannons for Bismarck and Hitler should be encouraged to make them for 
the democracies — I traveled the road to Essen, Diisseldorf, Frankfurt- 
am-Main. I observed, questioned, listened — ^listened to the elusive Kmpp 
himself, to his second wife, his attorneys, his workmen, his friends, his 
American overseers, his British and French critics. 

I realized, immediately, that to understand Herr Krupp one must un- 
derstand his colorful ancestry. The Krupps of Essen, I discovered, have 
always been a dynasty dealing in death. It all began in 1587, when a wine 
merchant named Arndt Krupe married a wealthy German girl whose 
family made suits of armor. In the years after, Krupe became Krupp and 
prospered mightily due to the Thirty Years’ War. By 1812, when the 
United States was locked in its sea conflict with Britain, the Krupps had 
begun to produce modem arms and feed them to Napoleon for his in- 
vasion of Russia. After Waterloo, the Krapp fortunes waned. 

In 1850, Alfried’s great-grandfather, a stem, towering, spade-bearded 
gentleman, perfected a formula in Essen for casting steel cannons. At 
onc^ the family’s wealth was re-established. In 1866, Krapp cannons 
were cheerfully sold to both sides during the Austro-Prussian War, and 
in 1870, Krapp cannon badced Bismarck’s blood-and-iron Reich in the 
Franco-Prussian War. 

By 1902, the Krupp family had monopolized German armament pro- 
duction. ^^en the patriarch of the family died that year, the Kaiser him- 
sdf walked bdiind the coffin. 
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At die outset of World War I, the legal head of the firm was a female^ 
Bertha Knipp. Ten years earlier, in Holland, Bertha had met a German 
career diplomat, Gustav von Bohlen, whose grandfather had fought for 
the North in the American Civil War and whose cousin is Charles "Chip” 
Bohlen, United States Ambassador to Russia. At the age of nineteen, 
Gustav von Bohlen had served in the German Embassy, at Washing- 
ton, D.C., in Peking, and in Vatican City. After marrying Bertha in 
1906, he served Krupp. 

In 1909, holding power of attorney from Bertha, and ordered by Kaiser 
Wilhelm to adopt the Krupp name, he took over management of the 
booming Krupp works. As World War I progressed, he produced the first 
U-boat, a great quantity of battleships, the most lethal mortar in the 
world (which he named "Big Bertha,” after his wife — the Allies later ap- 
plied the same nickname to the outsized cannon that bombarded Paris), 
and seven heirs, the eldest of whom was named Alfried Krupp von 
Bohlen. 

Alfried was raised in the ancestral home of the Krupp family, a mam- 
moth mausoleum outside Essen called Villa Huegel, which was built at 
a cost of one and a half million dollars by his grandfather in 1871. Al- 
fried rattled about the 1 ry rooms of the three-story pile, riding the silent 
elevators, using the indoor swimming pool, poking about the electric 
kitchens. "It wasn't built for comfort,” a friend of the family com- 
mented. “Old Krupp built the villa as a showcase. He was in the export 
business, and his business depended upon international good will. He 
didn’t trust the stiff-necked Prussian government to entertain foreigners 
properly. He thought he could do it better under his own roof. Often, 
when Alfried sat down to dinner, there were between four hundred and 
six hundred persons at the tables. He met kings, ambassadors, bankers, 
celebrities of every kind. He still remembers meeting and worshiping 
Henry Ford. And in the villa he met the Duke of Windsor, who remains 
a close friend.” 

Recently, it was announced that Alfried Krupp had given up V illa 
Huegel and was donating it to various German scientific and cultural soci- 
eties. I asked him why he had done this. “Because it’s too big,” he said. 
People just don t live like that any more. The upkeep is enormous. 
Good servants are impossible to get. Besides, it’s not an agreeable place. 
I was raised there, but it never felt like a home. I always dreamed of 
having a small modem house in the garden of the estate. And now I 
have it, and I’m happier." 

Until he was fourteen, Alfried had private tutors. He remembers learn- 
ing French before German. Then, after three years at a private school in 
Essen, he attended the University of Munich, specializing in meteorol- 
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ogy. He graduated a Diploma Engineer. Had he ever thought of any 
otha career? ‘'No/’ he admitted. “I'm a fifth-generation Krupp. I was 
educated to take over the works. I joined the firm in 1936, as a junior 
executive, signing letters. But I didn’t enjoy management^ and was trans- 
ferred to the technical end.” 

Alfried’s father, Gustav, did enjoy management, hut faced countless 
political difficulties. Today, the I^pp family maintains that in 1933 
Gustav contributed over a million marks to von Hindenburg in an effort 
to defeat “that upstart” Hitler. This may be trae. On the other hand, rec- 
ords prove ffiat Gustav, in that same year, definitely contributed to Hit- 
ler’s election fund. Through the years, he continued to back Hitler. In 
1941, Gustav wrote and published an article which stated, “After the as- 
sumption of power by Adolf Hitler, I had the satisfaction of being able to 
report to the Fuehrer that Krupp stood ready, after a short warming-up 
period, to begin the rearmament of the German people without any gaps 
of experience.” During World War II, besides serving as Hitler’s main 
source of armament production, Gustav manufactured armor for the 
highly effective Tiger tanks and created the Sevastopol gun, the world’s 
largest mortar which hurled seven-ton shells at the Russians. Early in 
1943, Gustav von Bohlen became half paralyzed and wholly bedridden. 
Bertha insisted that he retire. In April, 1943, Alfried Krupp was pro- 
moted to chairman of the board and, early in 1944, assumed full control 
of the works. 

A year and a half later, as the Nazi war machine disintegrated and the 
Allies closed in on the Berlin bunker. Hitler ordered Krupp to report to 
him. Krupp refused. Hitler sent the Gestapo to arrest him. The Allies 
got to Krupp first. Krupp recalls that he was in the villa, pacing, wait- 
ing, the night Germany surrendered. Krupp gave himself up to a British 
Tommy. He was kept locked in the villa for thirty days, then shipped to 
Frankfurt-am-Main, where he was placed in a military guardhouse. 
Shortly thereafter, he was delivered to Nuremberg, to be tried as a major 
war criminal. 

Actually, it appears that the Allies had intended to prosecute Gustav, 
as head of the Kmpp firm. They had spent two years preparing a case 
against him. Since the old man was now ill, three nations sent doctors to 
examine him. They reported him incompetent. (He died five years later, 
at seventy-nine, in a servant’s cottage on his Austrian hunting estate.) 
'The new reigning head of ICrupp, Alfried, was substituted for his father. 
Justice Robert H. Jackson agreed that, while Alfried must be tried, he 
could be tried only as a minor war criminal. Although Alfried's offenses 
were committed in the British zone of Germany, the British refused to 
touch him. Consequently, the United States was left to do the job. In 
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August, 1945, Krupp, along with eight of his company's diiectois, went 
on trial before United States Military Tribunal Number 3 in Nurem- 
berg. 

Since Kiupp was going on trial before three American judges — ^tbe 
presiding judge was H. C. Anderson, of Jackson, Tennessee — ^he de- 
manded the right to hire an American attorney. This the authorities re- 
fused. Meanwhile, two Americans, a civilian and an army officer, prom- 
ised Krupp that they could get him proper representation. He retained 
them and waited. 

The efiForts of the two enterprising Americans came to the attention of 
Earl C. Carroll, an army captain in Frankfurt. Carroll, a beaky, kindly, 
middle-aged lawyer, had prosecuted the accused in the Kronberg jewel 
robbery, and Colonel Kilian in the infamous Lichfield case. Carroll ac- 
cused the Americans of “out-and-out fraud” and said that he was going 
directly to the Krupp family. 

The night before the trial, Carroll advised the Krupp ffimily that they 
could expect no help from the Americans they had retained. At once, 
Alfried’s younger brother, Berthold, asked CanoU himself to represent 
the family. “I told him I'd try,” said Canoll. “A special permit was re- 
quired in order to represent war criminals in court. I applied for the per- 
mit. I was turned down. I then filed a notice of appearance. Immediately, 
the Army sent over an armed guard. I was hustled to an airport and flown 
out of Frankfurt. I then had my partners in Hayward, California, Tom 
Foley and John Purchio, apply to defend Krupp. They, too, were re- 
jected. So Krupp went on trial without an American attorney, without 
any attorney of his own choice. The court foisted a young German 
named Gunther Geisler on him. In arguing over a legal point, Geisler 
got angry, refused to apologize to the judges, walked out, and was there- 
fore barred from the courtroom. So Krupp had no real representation at 
any time.” 

Case Number X, at Nuremberg — United States vs. Krupp — ^lasted 
forty-six days. The prosecution, led by Joseph W. Kaufman, of New York, 
turned up 85 witnesses. The defense presented 141 witnesses. To the first 
charge — of planning aggressive war — ^Krupp replied, “As a member of 
the fifth generation which produced steel, the fourth generation which 
forged weapons, I should like to add one thing. Never in my parents' 
home did I hear one word or experience one act which welcomed or 
promoted any war, at any place, or at any time. The symbol of our house 
does not depict a cannon, but three interlocked wheds, emblem of peace- 
ful trade.” On this first charge, Krupp was acquitted. 

Next; Krupp was accused of spoliation — ^looting and plundering of 
captive nations. A prosecution witness recalled a scene in 1940— like an 
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exaggerated moment out of an old pacifist play^-Hvhen he saw Gustav 
von Bohlen, and three otiier German industrialists, seated about a large 
table studying a map of Europe, while a radid blared'forth news of Ger- 
man Army advances through Holland and Bdgium. The witness said 
old Gustav pointed to locations on the map, and announced, “We wfll 
arrest this owner here, and take his three factories. Over there, I will take 
over. You will have the other one, and you the third.” On this charge^ 
Knipp was found guilty. 

In the final count, Knipp was accused of harboring and abusing slave 
labor. The prosecution revealed that the Knipp works had accepted and 
used 55,000 displaced persons, 18,000 prisoners of war, and 5,000 in- 
mates from concentration camps. Many of these forced laborers had suf- 
fered cruelly. In one case, a captive Russian laborer had tried to pick up 
a crust of bread instead of metal scrap and had been shot to death by a 
guard. Later, a Knipp director congratulated the guard. 

Kmpp replied that he had been forced, against his wishes, to take on 
slave labor. Goering and Speer had delivered the prisoners, and moved 
seventy-five Nazi ofiEcials into the works to supervise them. Knipp in- 
sisted that he and his father, appalled by the condition of die laborers, 
had set up special kitchens to feed them. 

In its judgment, the tribunal decided that Knipp employed slave 
labor “in armament production plants and in unhealthy and ^ngerous 
occupations, a number of whom suffered mistreatment in that housing, 
food, air-raid shelter and medical care were inadequate and that certain 
physical mistreatments occurred.” On this count, also, Krupp was found 
guilty. 

The American judges sentenced Knipp to twelve years in the prison at 
Landsberg. It was at this time that Earl Carroll, returned to Frankfurt as 
a civilian attorney, re-entered the picture. He approached General Lu- 
cius D. Clay, United States High Commissioner in Germany, and asked 
permission to visit Knipp in prison. Permission was granted. Carroll saw 
Krupp in 1948, and was retained by Krupp to plead his case further. 

Carroll wrote a brilliant 230-page brief requesting executive clemency 
for Krupp. 

The lawyer summarized, to me, his reasons why the Americans prose- 
cuted Krupp. “First, American isolation made us ignorant of Germany. 
The only people in America with any knowledge of Germany were 
refugees, bitter, filled with hate. We sent them back to administer for us. 
Three of the Krapp prosecutors were German or Austrian nationals. 
One admitted that members of his femily had been gassed at Auschwitz. 
I don't condemn their hate. In their place, I would have felt the same. 
But, from a purely judicial point of view, there was too much prejudice 
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in Krapp’s trial. Second, in meetings with the Allies, Stalin had insisted 
that war criminak be punished. And he included industrialists as war 
criminals. Naturally. As a Communist, he wanted to get rid of as many 
capitalists as possible. Third, the case against Krupp was prepared two 
yean before the war ended, against Gustav, who was then alive. When 
Gustav couldn’t be tried, his name was crossed out, his son’s substituted, 
and this son was accused of the same crimes, even though the accusa- 
tions made little sense.” 

To the argument that Krupp was lily-white, and railroaded into jail 
in his father’s place, the prosecutor, Joseph Kaufman, recently replied, 
“Alhied Kmpp was found guilty on the basis of his own personal mis- 
deeds, not his father’s. By special Hitler decree in 1943, Alfried became 
owner and head of the entire Krupp empire; not even his father enjoyed 
such ownership, which was vested in his wife Bertha. Alfried voted for, 
approved and signed a Krupp resolution to establish a plant at the no- 
torious Auschwitz so that the Krupps could directly employ the slave 
labor available there. The five hundred Hungarian Jewesses, who were 
later to disappear and never to be heard of again, except two or three 
who managed to escape, were slave laborers at Essen itself, where Alfried 
actively maintained himself as head of the firm.” 

When Carroll presented his defense brief, appealing for clemency, to 
General Clay, the High Commissioner agreed that clemency was de- 
served. But ^fore he could set up a board to act, he was replaced by 
John J. McCloy. “I went to McCloy,” said Carroll. “He studied the 
brief, and also agreed Krapp deserved clemency. But he felt that he was 
too new to his appointment to grant it immediately. A year passed. And 
finally, McCloy released Krupp.” 

Krupp had been a prisoner for six years. “In prison I read a good deal,” 
Krupp told me. “Whatever they gave me. Mostly American history and 
biography. I worked in the locksmith shop making ashtrays and crosses. I 
had learned this art when I was a student.” 

Immediately after his release, Krupp returned to the Villa Huegel. 
He took an inventory of the 117 rooms, and then announced that Ameri- 
can GI’s and British Tommies had “lib.^ated” from his home one and 
a half million dollars’ worth of furnishings. He requested that the FBI 
and Scotland Yard return an assortment of old masters. Gobelin tapes- 
tries, Ming vases, Persian carpets, and sterling silverware. No sooner had 
Scotland Yard begun the hunt than it was revealed that $750,000 worth 
of Krupp’s belongings had been pilfered by six Germans, who had used 
the villa as an air-raid shelter. The London press was furious. Roared 
one English daily, “For impertinence, gall, and unmitigated crust in high 
places, let the undisputed heavyweight championship be awarded to that 
scaly millionaire, Mr. A. Krupp.” 
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Meanwhfle, Kjupp, flanked by Carroll and another American attorney 
from New York, Joseph G. Robinson, went after bigger game. In 1951, 
Krapp began negotiating to recover his factories. Afiser months of l^al 
gymnastics, Krupp won back his one-hundred-and-fifty-mfllion-dollar 
empire. The Russians wanted Krupp’s holdings confiscated. The British 
and Americans did not. Justice Jackson had disapproved of confiscation 
of property, saying, “We have no such penalty, and for historical reasons, 
that would be extremely unacceptable to the American people.” 

Krupp was returned his empire, on the condition that he get rid of 
his coal and steel holdings. “Alfried doesn’t get a dime from coal and 
steel today,” explained Carroll. “What he will get is the proceeds of the 
forced sale of securities. A banking group has been given five years to 
liquidate the coal and steel. If they don’t find buyers, the whole thing 
goes on the auction block.” 

While the lengthy negotiations proceeded, Krupp had a great deal of 
time on his hands. “I have been active in the work only since March of 
this year,” he said to me. “In the two years before, while negotiations 
were going on, I was permitted to do nothing. Once, just to see the ex- 
tent of the devastation to my factories, and to let my employees know I 
was alive, I visited the works. 'The next day, my manager was called to 
Duesseldorf by the Allies and ordered to explain what in the devil I had 
been doing in the plant.” 

On the social side, Krupp was more active. In May, 1952, in the mayor’s 
office at Berchtesgaden, he married attractive forty-year-old Baroness 
Vera von Hohenfeldt, an American citizen. It was Krupp’s second mar- 
riage and Vera’s fourth. She had come to the United States in 1939, the 
wife of a German movie director named Frank Wisbar, who now makes 
television films in Hollywood. She became an American citizen in 1946, 
and divorced Wisbar three years later. She then went to work as a re- 
ceptionist for Dr. Sigfried Knauer, a Los Angeles physician, married him, 
and divorced him in 1952, five months before returning to Germany to 
marry Krupp. Once, she had sold cosmetics in a Los Angeles department 
store, and roughed it in a small apartment. After marrying Krupp, she 
wrote her friends in Hollywood, “Now I carry out no more garbage cans!” 

This year, as his wife busied herself furnishing their new Califomia- 
style home in the shadow of the old villa, Krupp returned to manage the 
works. Except for business appointments, he has refused to see outsiders. 
Especially, he has avoided the foreign press. For two months I tried 
to contact him from Paris, but received no reply. Just when I had about 
given up hope of his granting an interview, I received a telegram: would 

BE PLEASED TO SEE YOU NEXT WEEK AT MY OFFICE ESSEN ALTENDORFER- 
STRASSE 103. ALFRIED KRUPP BOHLEN. 

It was a Tuesday morning when I saw Krupp. There were four of us in 
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the spacious loom — ^i&upp, tall and serious; his wife Vera, bright and 
brisk in a brown suit; myself; and a large stately oil portrait of great- 
grand&ther i^pp. We gathered at one end of a long directors’ tabl^ 
and sat and talked through the morning. Krupp’s English was labored 
but accurate. He said that he had learned it in his German school, during 
a brief stay in England, and from his American attorneys, since their 
German was limited to auf Wiedersehen. 

His wife, on the other hand, spoke a breesy American English. She 
was proud of her American citizenship, said that she visited the States 
regularly, and that she voted in the last presidential election. She begged 
me not to refer to her as “a former actress.” She had never been an 
actress, she said. A girl friend had once got her a bit part in a German 
movie. In Hollywood she had not acted at all. She went on to say that 
she had met Krupp twenty-three years before, “at someone’s home in 
western Germany.” 

During my talk with Krupp, Vera constantly and gently intenupted 
her husband, elaborating on or revising statements he made, fearful that 
everything he said would be misinterpreted. Usually, Krupp ignored her 
interruptions, and went doggedly on with what he was explaining. I had 
the overall impression of a man who, right or wrong, was extremely 
candid. He dodged no questions. I will give one startling example. 

While I was determined to ask him about Adolf Hitler, I was afraid 
that he would not be direct with me. When the average German is ques- 
tioned about Hitler today, he assumes an expression which seems to say, 
“Hitler? How do you spell it?” I expected Krupp to suffer similar am- 
nesia. Consequently, I did not ask him if he knew Hitler. Instead, I told 
him that I had been reading a book, recently published in London, that 
recorded all of Hitler’s luncheon conversations, taken down at the com- 
mand of Martin Bormann. Had Krupp read the book? He said that he 
had not. 

“Well,” I went on, “this book quotes Hitler as saying that he used to 
enjoy greatly coming down to Essen to see the works and to see you.” 

Immediately, Vera interrupted. “Hitler visited all the plants in Ger- 
many, not only Kmpp!” 

Krupp did not look at her. He stared at me a moment, then he said, 
"Of course, I knew Hitler. I would see him when he came here. He was 
very smart about industry, about technical problems, and about new 
weapons. He knew absolutely nothing about economics. He had one 
obsession. With him, everything had to be not just big, but the biggest. 
I think that is why he liked me, liked to come to Essen. My plant was the 
biggest. My cannons were the biggest. My villa was the biggest. I re- 
member once in Berlin, he pointed out the Olympic Stadium, which had 
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hdd the 1936 games, and seated ova a hundred thousand people. ^You 
know,’ he said to me, ‘if I had built that. I’d have made it really big!’ ” 

Kiupp and I went on to discuss politics. I' had a clipping horn a Lon- 
don papa. In it Philip Noel-B^er, a Labourite, had objected to 
Krupp’s release, remarking that it was dangerous: “The Krupps have 
never been able to keep their hands off politics.” What did Krupp have 
to say about that? He shrugged. “It is exaggerated, as those things al- 
ways are. We are a large firm, so of course we must watch politics, be- 
come involved in politics. But we have never been active. Personally, I 
am not a bit interested in politics. I remember when the Americans 
were interrogating me at Nuremberg, one of them said. The trouble 
with you, Krupp, is that you should have been more interested in poli- 
tics!’ ” 

Once during our conversation, Krupp rose and led me to a large win- 
dow, overlooking the battered blocks surrounding his present plant. The 
works were only one-fourth their former size. There had been 275 air 
raids on Essen, and 53 direct hits on the Krupp works. These had caused 
complete devastation in 33 percent of the area, and heavy damage in 29 
percent. 

“The greatest damage came after the war was over,” said Krupp. When 
the Russians and British moved in, they began dynamiting and disman- 
tling. The Russians carried off 130,000 tons of valuable machinery, even 
carting away the entire Borbeck Smelting Plant, which weighed 75,000 
tons. They removed the originals of all of Krupp’s steel patents, and 
enough industrial blueprints and diagrams to paper 30,000 square yards. 
The British made off with 150,000 tons of scrap iron. “We are limited 
now,” said Krupp. “We have room for only sixteen thousand workers 
instead of the prewar 160,000. Still, we will manage.” 

Krupp himself is the complete boss of the works. He explained that he 
had a large family, however, and that their ties were close, and so all par- 
ticipated in the firm’s earnings. Krupp’s mother, Bertha, now sixty-seven, 
has returned from Salzburg to live in Essen. Of his four younger brothers, 
two were killed during the war. Klaus, a Luftwaffe lieutenant and holder 
of the Iron Cross, was shot down over the Hiirtgen Forest in 1940. And 
Eckbert, attached to the Italian Army, lost his life in action outside San 
Marino, Italy, in 1945. Another brother, Haarold, is still a prisoner of 
war in Russia. “He was sentenced to twenty-five years at hard labor for 
espionage in Manchuria,” said Krupp. “He’s never been in Manchuria. 
We send him a parcel every month, and occasionally receive Red Cross 
cards from him.” 

Krupp spoke at length about his tastes. He dislikes opera, has no time 
for movies or nightclubs, but enjoys playing host to a few guests at his 
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home. He used to hunt a good deal, and saQ (he won third prize in the 
1936 Olympics), but no longer has time for either. His only hobby is 
pWography. He has visited Egypt and Israel, but has never seen Ure 
United States. He expects to visit it one day soon. 

His enemies distrust him, his employees fear and respect him, and 
many Germans worship him. I have heard him called a Nazi, a monster, 
a scoundrel, a liar; and an Englishman said, “Krupp is harder than the 
steel he makes.” His attorney Carroll loyally insists that Krupp is misun- 
dentood. “I've known lots of German industrialists. This man is differ- 
ent. He never commands. He never pushes people around. He spends 
half his workdays talking to laborers, marking down complaints and 
problems in the notebook he carries. And, big as he is, he is really modest. 
He traveled down to Frankfurt once to confer with me. We talked all 
day. By night, it was raining. He did not feel like returning to Essen. He 
said, ‘Do you think I can get a room at the Frankfurter Hof?’ That’s 
the best hotel in town. I smiled. He reached for the phone, called the ho- 
tel. He asked for a room, never told them his name. 'The clerk said that 
they were all filled up. Krupp turned to me. ‘They’re all filled up. Can 
you think of another hotel?’ I did not believe that they were filled up. I 
told my secretary to call them back. She did. She said, ‘Herr Alfried 
Krupp von Bohlen wants a room.’ Immediately, three clerks were on the 
phone shouting, ‘Krupp? How many rooms does he wish?’ But he’d never 
think of telling them his name.” 

This picture of a modest, diligent, peaceful Krupp can hardly be the 
whole truth. For truth is two-sided. And on the other side is the historical 
fact that cannons are in the Krupp blood. 

The enigma of Kmpp is buried in coal and steel. Would Krupp make 
coal and steel again? He had told me no, flatly no. I asked his attorney. 
“Coal and steel?” said Carroll. “Look, he’s had his chances. Both Mexico 
and Brazil offered him free land, if he’d come over there and build steel 
factories and manufacture. He could have done it. He did not. He feels 
that he must stay in Essen. He has an obligation to his workers and to his 
family.” 

Still, I was not satisfied. Would this obligation continue to anchor him 
to Essen? Would he or would he not be back in armament again — with 
American permission or without it? Carroll considered the question, 
then blinked at me, and slowly replied, “Remember one thing. Alfried 
Krupp is not allowed to produce coal and steel inside Germany. But it’s 
a big world. And he is permitted to go anywhere in the world, even to 
the United States or South America, and produce coal and steel again. 
This is permitted. And this he may do again — one day.” 
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

Twdve years ago, I asked Earl Carroll, Krupp’s attorney, if his dient 
would one day be back in armament production, with or without Ameri- 
can permission. Carroll had replied equivocally that even if Krupp could 
not produce coal and steel inside Germany, he could do so anywhere 
else in the world. “This is permitted,” Carroll had said. “And this he may 
do again — one day.” 

Today, I have a more exact answer to the question I asked Carroll. The 
“one day” came swiftly. Now, a dozen years later, Alfried Krupp is pro- 
dudng coal and steel not only elsewhere in the world, but inside West 
G«many as well. And somehow, I must confess, thinking back to my 
meeting with Krupp, I am not surprised at all. 

Recently, William Manchester, who had visited Alfried Kmpp in 1964, 
said that he thought fCrupp looked like “an unemployed English actor” 
or “an eccentric Midlands beekeeper,” but not at all like “gentry” and 
certainly not like a munitions tycoon. My own description of Krupp, 
after I had seen him in 1953, was that he resembled “another anony- 
mous minor executive.” I can still recall that I thought him diffident, in- 
troverted, more the thinker than the doer, yet refreshingly direct and 
forthright in his conversation. At the same time, there had seemed to be 
some quality about him — and I think I might have sensed this even if I 
had not known his name and legend — ^that was strong and sure. I was 
left with the conviction that should this man have an ambition, he 
would somehow, by hook or by crook, satisfy it. I retain today my mem- 
ory of this quality in him, and therefore I am not surprised that he has 
entered, in open defiance of the directive of his country’s conquerors, 
steel production where he was not to be permitted to try it again, as well 
as doing what his attorney had said was permissible. Evidently, the inner 
Krupp might be represented by the symbol of the traditional mailed fist 
in the vdvet glove. His determination and his uncanny ability to play on 
the weaknesses and fears of his legal custodians (in this case the West- 
ern promoters of expediency in a world of uneasy coexistence with Com- 
munism), have made Alfried Krupp probably the richest single individ- 
ual in the world today. 

I had traveled from Paris to Essen, checked into the hotel known as 
the Kaiserhof, and taken a taxi to my meeting with Alfried Krupp during 
a morning in June, 1953. When I finished talking with him, I had re- 
turned by train to Frankfurt-am-Main, been driven to a house at 24 
Rheinstrasse, and had enjoyed my talk with Krupp’s colorful American 
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attorney. Not long ago I read that Carroll received an alleged two and 
a half million dollars as his l^al fee for obtaining clemency for Krupp, 
for getting Krupp out of prison after he had served only six years of his 
twelve-year sentence as a war criminal, and for helping Krupp recover 
his shattered and dispersed manufacturing empire. I do not know if this 
figure is correct, but if lawyers are entitled to charge not only what the 
traffic will bear but also for the results of services rendered, I feel that 
Carroll deserved at least that large a sum. 

After my researches had been completed, I wrote a 5,000-word story 
about Krupp. Cottiei^s magazine accepted it and an editor wrote me, 
“The Krupp story couldn’t be better.” My literary agent wired me, col- 
UER'S DEUGHTEDLY buys krupp. now FCHfl A BOOK.” 

The last was in reference to the ffict that I had decided that I had had 
enough of playing the Sunday Gentleman, that the Krupp story was to 
be my final magazine piece, and that I had decided to do what I had 
always wanted to do, to write books, and was in fact already writing my 
first book. I finished this book in October, 1954, and it was published 
under the title of The Fabulous Originals in October, 1955. 

But even as my first book was being prepared, my last magazine article 
was published. The Krupp story appeared in the issue of Collier^ s mag- 
azine for October 30, 1953. Although it excited a considerable amount of 
favorable comment, it was a disappointment to me. Collier’s had 
planned to feature my entire 5,000-word article in a later issue, but sud- 
denly, for some reason, they had to replace another shorter article that 
was scheduled to go to press, and they were desperate for a substitute 
story. My Krupp story was on hand. Hastily, Collier’s slashed it to about 
half its length, and shoved it into the gaping hole left by the canceled 
piece. My article came out bowdlerized, as vapid and safe as an innoc- 
uous Victorian debutante. However, the Krupp story preceding this post- 
script is the full Krupp story, exactly as I wrote it following my visit to 
Essen. 

After I had decided to follow AHried Krupp’s footsteps from the mo- 
ment I had left him at the third-floor elevator in the Krapp works in 
1953 until 1965, I found myself astonished at how far he had traveled, 
and how much had happened to him along the way, in the interval of 
a dozen years. This, then, is a brief report on the high spots of Krupp’s 
rise and progress in the years since I saw him, and on his situation today. 

At the time I saw Krupp, he had hired, only nine months before, a 
new general director for all of his enterprises. This recent addition 
to the firm was a hard-hitting, thirty-nine-year-old Pomeranian business- 
man named Berthold Beitz. 'The new director’s biography was splendid. 
He had resisted joining the Nazi party. He had survived the Sec- 
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ond World War by managing oil fields in Poland for die Reicb. After die 
war, he had served as an oil company executive a banker, and the mov- 
ing force bdiind a prospering insurance firm. Whfle I was in Essen, 
hardly anyone mentioned Beitz to me. Presumably, the impact of his 
energy had not yet been felt. But in the years since, Beitz, whose annual 
salary is $300,000, has been the dynamic force bdiind Krupp’s fantastic 
revival and expansion. 

Someone once remarked that it was Beitz who introduced Alfiied 
Krupp to the twentieth century. I would suggest that Beitz did not 
"introduce” but rather, to phrase it inelegantly, “dragged” Krupp into 
the twentieth century. Beitz, breezy, unceremonious, daring, contemptu- 
ous of bowing and heel-clicking, affectionate toward first names and 
New Orleans jazz, was not unexpectedly nicknamed "the American.” 
It was Beitz who conducted the day-to-day affairs in the works; it was 
Krupp who made the final decisions. As a result of this collaboration be- 
tween the forty-eight-year-old Berthold Beitz and the fifty-eight-year-old 
Alfried Krupp, the Krupp works are today bigger, more influential, more 
powerful than they have ever been in their entire dramatic history. 

Recently, I had a look at a Krupp sales catalog of products and services. 
There were over four thousand of these items to be found within a 
patent-leather-covered book as large as a good-sized telephone directory. 
If an interested customer wanted to buy a locomotive, an oil tanker, a 
prefobricated city, a set of false teeth, a heavy truck, a child’s toy, a har- 
bor, a crane, a dredge, a time clock, a suspension bridge, he could find 
one and all in the Krupp catalog. 

As his attorney reminded me, Krupp could go anywhere on earth to 
produce or sell his wares. In these past years, he has done this. Krupp 
has sold Diesel engines to Brazil, built a twenty-five-million-dollar steel 
plant in Pakistan, sold trucks to Arabia, licensed and supervised an eight- 
mile-long monorail in Japan, constructed an oil refinery in Greece, 
dredged up a pharaoh from the mud of the Nile in Egypt, guided the 
hunt for uranium in Australia, and erected a steel factory — ^together 
with a city to house 100,000 laborers nearby — ^in India. 

Even Soviet Russia, Red China, and the United States have become 
cautious BCrupp customers. Krupp sold a synthetic fiber and chemical 
plant to Russia, sold industrial equipment to Red China, and in a single 
year did thirty million dollars’ worth of business with the combined 
Communist nations. To show his political impartiality, Krupp also, to 
use his own words, “built a carloading facility for the Chesapeake and 
Ohio Railway at Presque Isle” in the United States. In a recent inter- 
view, Krupp stated that 55 percent of his exports went to the free nations 
of Europe, lo percent to Latin America, 7 percent to the United States, 
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9 percent to Asia, 7 percent to India, 1 percent to Russia and Red China, 
and Ae other 11 percent elsewhere. Krupp predicted that in years to 
come, most of his export trade would be with Africa, India, Latin 
America, and Indonesia. 

However, the real strength of Krapp’s power remains in his domestic 
production of coal and steel. This may seem confusing to the reader who 
has just finished my 1953 article, in which I explained that Krupp was re- 
leased as a war criminal under the condition that he sell his "entire coal 
and steel holdings.” At the time of our interview, Kmpp had said to me, 
"I will repeat ... I am not interested in producing armament.” Yet, 
today, Krupp has not only failed to divest himself of his coal and sted 
holdings; he has enlarged them. Chronic skeptics may not be surprised. 
Big money has its own private planet, its own international citizenship, 
its own code of morality, and its own super-laws which transcend mere 
national governments. The language of this super-one-world is profit — 
profit made possible by the frailty of lesser mortals who believe in expe- 
diency and self-preservation. This may sound old-fashioned. Neverthe- 
less, I suggest it is still true. Yet even the most cynical may wonder— how 
did Krupp do it? 

Well, it was quite simple, really. In 1953, after his release from prison, 
Alfried Krupp signed the “Mehlen Accord” with the Western powers. He 
agreed to break up his coal and steel empire and sell off his various hold- 
ings at “a fair price,” and all within five years. To promote good will, 
Krupp grandly sold a number of his companies to relatives and friends, 
among the latter his munitions colleague. Dr. Axel Wenner-Gren, the 
Swedish industrialist. But as his vast remaining coal and steel holdings 
increased in value, Kmpp complained to the Allied commission that he 
could not find buyers outside of his family who could afford his coal and 
steel plants. After five years, he still possessed them, and began to apply 
to the Allies for time extensions on their sale. Annual extensions were 
granted, and have continued to be granted ever since. 

There is little doubt that the charitable attitude of the United States, 
and its European friends, was dictated by political concern. Post-Hitler 
West Germany had become an ally of the West, one that must be 
strengthened, not weakened. To keep JCrapp intact and muscular was a 
means of keeping a new ally intact and muscular. The Allies had come 
to agree with West German chancellors and economic ministers that the 
old sell-off order was now “out of date.” By 1964, Alfried Krupp again 
owned the Westfaelische Draht Industrien, the last segment to be re- 
purchased of the coal and steel empire Kmpp had begun to dismember. 
The pretense remains that “no qualified buyer” has ever appeared. Di- 
vest himself of his coal and steel? Never. As the Associated Press le- 
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ported not long ago: “The expectation prevails that no serious attempt 
will ever be made to force Mr. Krupp to comply.” 

Farther evidence of Krupp iiber the Allitt was submitted by the North 
American Newspaper Alliance in a story from West Germany published 
in February of 1965: 

“Bonn government officials say Krupp’s general manager was able to 
convince the Johnson Administration that nothing could be gained 
by forcing Krupp to divest itself of its steelmaking capacity — ^but that a 
great deal could be gained for the Western cause by helping Krupp pio- 
neer 'captialist-communisf production partnerships. 

“Beitz . . . had appointments in Washington with Vice-President 
Humphrey, Undersecretary of State George Ball, Sen. Robert F. Ken- 
nedy and other top Administration figures. In Germany, there is amaze- 
ment — and relief — ^at his enthusiastic reception in Washington.” 

In Holiday magazine, Manchester quoted “Alfried’s chief lieuten- 
ant” — ^presumably Beitz — ^as saying that Krupp would never liquidate 
his coal and steel holdings, for a Krupp without steel and coal is like 
“a woman cut off at the navel.” On this anatomical truism, both Soviet 
Russia and the United States appear, for once, to be in full agreement. 

Encouraged by all this benign permissiveness, Alfried Krupp has grad- 
ually begun to involve himself more directly in armament manufacture, 
or at least in manufacturing products that may one day lead to his again 
making weapons of destruction. In 1963, Krupp, already active in build- 
ing up a West German air force for NATO, joined with United Air- 
craft and two other companies to acquire the Focke-Wulf aircraft com- 
pany of Bremen. Besides making fighter planes, Krupp specialists have 
completed an atomic reactor and engaged themselves in the burgeoning 
space program. Will Krupp produce nuclear weapons? Only if he must, 
Krupp said recently. And then he added, “We must not forget reality.” 

Krupp’s comeback is complete. His works in Essen, and his subsidiary 
firms, are worth over a billion dollars. His annual profits are so enormous 
that he is said to retain a million dollars a year for his own support and 
limited pleasures. 

Except for his family situation, there have been few important changes 
in Krupp’s personal life in the last dozen years. He still refuses to live in 
his one-and-a-half-million-dollar ancestral castle, Villa Huegel, but uses 
it instead for large social functions such as receptions for one or two 
hundred guests or the entertainment of notables like the King of Greece, 
tire President of Brazil, the Chancellor of Germany, and assorted Amer- 
ican ambassadors. He dwells modestly in a fifteen-room house near the 
villa. He still drives a Porsche to the office early every morning, and re- 
turns home late. 
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When I saw him, Krupp was confining his activities largely to Essen. 
Today, he has become mobile. He travels abroad two or three months 
of each year. He makes these trips in his private plan^ which he often 
pilots himself. In the last decade, he has visited Canada, Venezuela, 
Turkey, India, Egypt, and Australia (where, alighting in inhospitable 
Mdboume, he was met by pickets carrying signs emblazoned with 
“Butcher” and “Jew-killer”). And, although convicted war criminals 
are banned from entry into the United States, a news magazine an- 
nounced in 1957 that Alfried Krupp's passport had at last been approved 
to receive an American visa. 

Barring travel, his pleasures are as austere as ever. An airplane, yes. A 
schooner, still. But, mainly, after hours and on weekends, he devotes 
himself to photography, card games, Scotch, and solitary meditation. 
He is a stranger to books. 

Nor does Krupp find solace in a large and closely knit family. One of 
his two surviving brothers, Berthold, who had been an artillery officer in 
occupied Romania during the Second World War, spends much of his 
time with his wife and offspring in an old castle on the Rhine River. 
Alfried’s other living brother, Haarold, whom he had told me about 
when I was in Essen, remained a Russian prisoner of war in the Urals for 
two more years after our talk. Through the intervention of West Ger- 
many’s President Adenauer, Haarold was released by the Russians in 
1955, after serving eleven years of his twenty-five-year sentence. Haarold 
is now a partner with brother Berthold in a German chemical company, 
and also in a German automotive-parts firm. One of Alfried's sisters, 
Irmgard, lives with her six children in Bavaria; the other sister, Wald- 
traut, has acquired a new mate and a new home in Argentina. 

While these five children of the elder Krupp have survived, the family 
ranks have nevertheless been reduced by two. In the years since I saw 
him, Alfried Krupp has lost both his mother and his wife. His legendary 
mother, Bertha Krupp, died at the age of seventy-one in Essen during 
September, 1957. His second wife, Vera von Hohenfeldt Langer Wisbar 
Knauer Krupp, onetime “actress,” naturalized American citizen, had al- 
ready left him in 1956. 

I was surprised to learn the last, recollecting how loyal to her husband 
Vera Krupp had appeared to be daring my interview. I can see now, 
more clearly than I did then, that her attendance at our meeting had 
not been motivated by Krupp’s social dependence upon her but by his 
desire to have another American in the room, one who was on his side. 

Krupp is now a bachelor again, and perhaps he was always meant to 
be one. His first marriage, which had taken place in 1937, was to Anne- 
liese Bahr, the daughter of a German manufacturer. She had been a di- 
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wtcee, and Kropp's dominant fother had disapproved. Obediently, 
Krupp had divorced her in 1941. He had been more his own man when 
he married for the second time in 1952. I am told that Vera quickly 
found Essen too restricting and boring, found her motKer-in-law too 
much in evidence, found that the works were her husband’s only real in- 
terest, and after four years her attorneys informed Krupp that she wished 
a divorce. According to Norbert Muhlen, a Krupp biographer, “it was 
hinted that she could disclose quite a few secret foreign accounts and 
even more secret political schemes of her husband.” At any rate, there 
was a settlement made behind closed doors — Krupp’s biographer says 
that Vera received a five-million-dollar settlement and a $25o,ooo-a- 
year income for life. Thereafter, Vera Krupp, free agent, cropped up in 
the more frivolous gossip columns from time to time as a glamorous fe- 
male personage reportedly being escorted by male celebrities to social 
affairs at fashionable resorts, and to the intimate gatherings of caf6 so- 
ciety. Eventually, Vera found her way to Las Vegas, Nevada, where she 
was said to have invested $185,000 in the New Frontier Hotel. When 
last heard from, she was living on a 400,000-acTe ranch outside Las 
Vegas. 

Since the Krupp works have never been a publicly owned corporation, 
or even a limited partnership, but entirely a one-man business, and re- 
main such today, it is natural to speculate on the royal line of succession. 
Who are Krupp’s heirs? The direct blood heir is his handsome, tall son 
Amdt, presented to Krupp by his first wife in 1940. Arndt Krupp was 
educated in Switzerland, attended Albert Ludwig University in Frei- 
burg, and later studied business courses at the University of Cologne. 
After he had indulged in his brief postgraduate fling at nightclub life 
with German beauties, Amdt was shipped off to Japan in 1959 for in- 
doctrination in a Krapp subsidiary. Recently, he was at work for his 
father in Sao Paulo, Brazil. 

Today, Kmpp remains alone, sole master of what H. G. Wells char- 
acterized as “Kmppism, this sordid, enormous trade in the instraments 
of death.” Perhaps Krupp’s main love and only family are the 100,000 
laborers upon whom he bestows a lavish paternalism and who, in turn, 
have never staged a strike against him. He has their devotion and loyalty 
completely. They will defend him, unto death, against all enemies, and 
they will defend his humanity, present and past. As William Manchester 
remarked in 1964: “Tliey insist that he was jailed only because Krupp 
made guns; the fact that I&upp also supplied dog whips and steel trun- 
cheons to drive spindly chattels through the streets of Essen is passed 
over in silence.” 

But not passed over in silence by Alfried Krapp. I was relieved to read 
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the other day tiiat Knipp has agreed to compensate the Jewish slave la< 
borers who survived their sentences to the works. It seemed a little late, 
this gesture, but it was nice because it was so in character. It proved that 
Alfried Krupp is still his fether's son: a tycoon who can tell himsdf 
money is everything, and there is no man who caimot be bought^ not 
even a broken one, not even a dead one. 
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THE SEVEN SECRET 
PRISON CELLS 


S EVERAL WEEKS AGO, a taxi bumpcd over the uneven cobbled pavement 
of the Wilhelmstrasse, in the outskirts of Berlin, and came to a halt 
before the towering red-brick walls of the most heavily guarded and 
most highly secretive prison in the world. 

The German cabdriver turned from his wheel. “Hier ist was Sie 
suchen, mein Herr. Spandau Prisonl” 

The American reporter, in the rear seat, stepped out of the taxi. 
“Danke schoen. Hold it a few minutes. I want to look around.” 

Crossing the street, the American saw four large brick houses facing 
him across the narrow thoroughfare. These were the permanent billets 
for the director, wardens, and guards from Soviet Russia, Great Britain, 
France, and the United States, the four powers in charge of running the 
incredible German jail. Directly behind the houses rose the prison itself, 
with its blue-steel entrance door, and its medieval-styled twenty-foot- 
high walls. 

Determined to have a closer look, the American reporter walked 
around one of the billets to the sidewall of Spandau. A sign, in both 
English and in German, greeted him: 

WARNING — ^DANGER — ^DO NOT APPROACSI THIS FENCE. GUARDS HAVE OR- 
DERS TO SHOOT. 

Between the sign and the prison proper, he saw a series of obstacles 
that made Alcatraz and Devil’s Island seem, by comparison, invitingly 
accessible. A massive roll of concertina wire lay coiled and menacing 
in front of a wickedly barbed barrier about ten feet high. Behind this, 
fiendishly modem, gleamed an electrically charged fence set in a cement 
base. To the rear of that stretched another roll of concertina wire, and 
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then three yards of green grass, and finally the crimson-colored giant 
solid wall enclosing the buildings of Spandau. 

Atop this wall, on a wooden platform fitted out with two immense 
seardilights and a cubicle with three large glass windows, an unsmiling 
British Tommy, rifle slung over his shoulder, moved slowly round and 
round. 

Studying the layout of the blodc-square prison, the American reporter 
counted six of these sentry lofts perched along the high wall. He jotted, 
on the back of an envelope, a note about this and other penal refine- 
ments. Then, stuffing the envelope in one pocket, he pulled a camera 
out of the other and brought it up to his eye. 

That moment, the roof fell on him. Or so it felt. 

For in a split second, the entire area seemed to swarm with wild life — 
wild-eyed life, that is. Two large, angry men, one in civvies, one in a blue 
uniform, came charging out of the prison toward him. Two other men, 
even larger and angrier, tumbled out of the brick building beside him. 
The total effect, the American reporter recalled later, was that of being 
run over by a stampede of charging rhinoceroses. 

There was a brief, silent, panting skirmish over the camera. The two 
from the prison heatedly crowded the American, while the two from the 
building held back, watching and listening sullenly. 

“You’re in trouble, brother,” the blue-uniformed guard was saying. 
“This is a security area. Top seaet.” 

“Nothing in that sign says you can’t look or take pictures — from the 
outside.” 

The guard was not interested in technicalities. “Two more steps and 
you’d have been shot dead. What’s your nationality? What are you doing 
here?” 

The American handed over his green passport, and his army travel 
orders for Berlin, three of them written in English and one in Russian. A 
vigorous fifteen minutes of argument followed. 'The air was blued, the 
notes studied, the camera film confiscated. 

“Lucky for you we’re Americans,” the guard said. “The ofliers 
wouldn’t have let you off.” He lowered his voice. “See those two over 
there. 'The ones from the building. ’They’re two of the eight permanent 
Russian guards here. 'They spotted you from an upstairs window. They 
reported to the prison that you were taking notes. At the same time, the 
British sentry up there phoned back that you looked suspicious. Listen, 
pal, this is a four-power jail. Inside, we’ve got seven of the biggest 
criminals in the world. We can’t be too careful. Haven’t you heard about 
Spandau? No pictures. No stories. No outsiders. No nothing. Get it? 
We hate to talk to you like this, but we’ve got to. As it is, those Russians 
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are taldng in everything — ^they know you’re an American, and well have 
to explain about you at the next four-powei^ prison ^directors’ meeting. 
So take off fast, whfle you can. Last week, a German photographer did 
what you were doing. He’s still in jail.” 

The American reporter prudently beat a hurried retreat. Looking back 
once, he saw the two Russian guards arguing with the two Americans. 

I can vouch for die accuracy of what happened to that American at 
Spandau— because I was that American. 

But what happened to me, I later learned, was only a repetition of 
what had happened to inquisitive visitors many times before. In the al- 
most two and a half years since Spandau had become an active interna- 
tional prison, at least two dozen other curious journalists of varied na- 
tionalities had been jailed, roughed up, or chased, all for daring to 
snoop in the vicinity of the red-brick walls. Despite this, several overly 
enthusiastic journals have advertised that their representatives have pene- 
trated Spandau. None of these claims can be classified as nonfiction. For 
the foct is, no outsider, journalist or visiting fireman has seen the inside 
of Spandau Prison, in Berlin, since July i, 1947. Why this super-security? 
Why the hush-hush? 

The answer lies in the nature of the criminak incarcerated. Of the 
twenty-two top Nazis tried at Nuremberg, only seven escaped paying 
the death penalty. These seven, today, are in Spandau Prison. The most 
infamous of the group is fifty-three-year-old Rudolf Hess, Hitler’s per- 
sonal deputy, who was sentenced to life imprisonment. The other two 
lifers are seventy-three-year-old Erich Raeder, the Nazi admiral, and 
fifty-nine-year-old WaltW Funk, boss of the Reichsbank after Schacht. 
The two youngest and healthiest Nazi prisoners in Spandau, the ones 
with the greatest likelihood of surviving their twenty-year sentences, are 
forty-two-year-old Albert Speer, an architect who became Minister for 
Armaments, and forty-two-year-old Baldur von Schirach, the youth leader 
who wrote poems to Hitler. The remaining two are seventy-six-year- 
old Constantin von Neurath, once Hitler’s Foreign Minister, who is serv- 
ing a fifteen-year sentence, and fifty-eight-year-old Karl Doenitz, head of 
the Nazi Navy and seven-day ruler of Germany after Hitler perished in 
his bunker, who is serving only ten years. 

These seven are guarded in this fantastic manner, not because they 
might manage to escape but because they might be forcibly liberated. It 
is highly unlikely that Doenitz, for example, could get out of his cell- 
block, past the three hundred or so guards, soldiers, and general em- 
ployees dedicated to keeping him in, over the wall and through the 
fences to freedom. But it is possible that, among the 60 million sur- 
viving Germans who followed, and in some cases worshiped, these men. 
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there are several hundred or more armed fanatics who might one nig^t 
try to storm Spandau. 

The four-power brain trust charged witii securing Spandau is at pres- 
ent most worried about Baldur von Schiiach. The moon-&ced, boyish 
von Schirach, whose great-grandhither was a Union officer at Bull Run 
and whose mother was a Philadelphia girl, was the Reidisjungenfudirer 
or Reich Youth Leader. It was von Schirach — ^whose home Hitler so often 
visited — ^who spent busy, frenzied days over the years visiting every Ger- 
man village and dty, instilling in German youngsters between the ages 
of five and nineteen a belief in the party ranking above God, in Deutsch- 
land iiber Mies, in the superiority of the pure German “Aryan” to Jews 
and mongrelized peoples everywhere. As one Spandau official told me, 
“This von Schirach was really the idol of all German kids. There are still 
millions of them, now strong, smart young men, burning with a desire to 
rescue their hero. One day, they may get together and try to pull it off. 
It hasn’t happened yet. But it could happen tomorrow. Anyway, we’re 
not taking any chances.” 

Another reason for the security surrounding the prison is that the four 
guarding powers do not want Spandau to become a mecca for the 
Fascist ffiithful. A tough American officer, speaking to me in a Berlin 
bar one evening, explained, “We want the Germans to forget those bas- 
tards. We don’t want die Germans to keep thinking about these seven, 
then about the good old days, and then start squirming and giving us 
headaches. We don’t want these seven to be turned into living martyrs.” 
As a matter of fact, it was for this reason that Spandau, which is almost 
outside of Berlin and flanked by a field on one side and an orchard on 
another, was selected over several other sites. There was less traffic here, 
fewer citizens residing in the vicinity. 

At one time, when die Allied powers were searching for a prison, 
they seriously considered the cement-and-steel antiaircraft Flak Tower or 
Tiergarten Bunker, in Berlin. This tower, built to house thirty thousand 
persons underground, was the place where the SS made its last stand 
against the onrushing Soviet troops. It was a perfect prison, so perfect 
diat when the British tried to blow it up with die latest of explosives re- 
cently, they succeeded only in twisting it and thereby lost face in front 
of the smiling German population. Despite its strength, this Flak Tower 
was not acceptable, because too many Berliners passed it dafly to and 
from work. “Can’t you picture thousands of Germans hiking past it 
every day,” said the American officer, “staring at it, thinking to them- 
selves, 'Seven great men are in there. One day we must have men like 
that again, other gods like them to restore our dignity and prosperity.' 
No, that wasn’t the way to make the Germans forget.” 

Yet^ inconsistentiy, while the four powers keep Spandau isolated from 
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publicity in order to make Germans forget their late gods, the powers are 
at the same time permitting newspapers, magazines, book publishers in 
Germany to bring out story after story writtdi by people who had been 
close to Hitler. Recently, Die Abendzeitung told its Frankfurt readers, 
"The^ naive memoirs of valets and adjutants, secretaries, mistresses 
and chauffeurs tend to leave one with the impression that after all Hit- 
ler wasn't so bad; a little violent but very generous. He drove millions of 
Germans into death, but basically he was a good fellow, fond of chil- 
dren and flowers. . . . These publishers count on their readers’ stupid- 
ity, but leave out of account the others who use such publications to 
their advantage, the Bleibtreus [those who ‘remain true’ to the Nazis] 
who are awaiting their chance to persecute our people again.” 

There was yet another reason, I learned, for the blanket of secrecy over 
Spandau. It was less dramatic than the others, more practical, and one 
that could any day explode into an international scandal. As one high- 
level source put it bluntly, “It’s not only that we want to keep informa- 
tion on Spandau away from the Germans. We want to keep it away from 
our own people back home. And believe me, all four powers feel ex- 
actly the same way. Imagine what the American taxpayer back home 
would say if he knew what it was really costing him to keep those seven in 
this fancy prison!” 

Reliable sources reveal that it is costing five governments — ^the four 
powers and Germany — exactly $252,000 a year to run Spandau Prison. 
Since there are only seven prisoners in the mammoth jail, this means 
$36,000 is being spent annually to feed, house, and guard each one of the 
Nazis. That is more than 150 times the amount spent on the average Ger- 
man convict. Of the total sum, the West Berlin government pays the larg- 
est amount, 450,000 German marks, roughly $135,000. Next highest is 
the United States, which contributes $60,000 a year. Russia, Great Brit- 
ain, and France contribute slightly more than $20,000 each. 

The Germans are very bitter about paying such a heavy share of the 
budget. As a Berlin magazine, the Insulaner, remarked, “The German 
administration has no opportunity to hire laborers for Spandau or dis- 
miss them either. It can only pay.” Off the record, German officials 
like to imply that much of their money is going for graft, to supply 
the four-power guards with luxurious living quarters and expensive foods. 
These insinuations are, of course, utterly untrue. As a matter of fact, 
the Germans, who are trying to reduce their share of the burden by 
$35,000, have been remiss in furnishing Spandau with many necessary 
supplies, rangit)g from office equipment to toilet paper, and the Ameri- 
cans have been quietly furnishing these items out of Uncle Sam’s 
pocket. 

No, the reason for this nightmarish expense is not graft, or even mis- 
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management, bat ratiher the simple fact Aat Spandau is a kind of Mad 
Hatter’s casde. Originally buflt for 132 convicts, it had been over- 
crowded with 6c» prisoners before the four powers requisitioned it. 
Emptied, and then rebuilt for Nazi war criminals, die prison that last 
hdd 600 men now holds merely seven. Of the 132 cells, 125 are qmpty. 
And, because the four powers managing the prison often cannot 
agree, expenses are quadrupled. There are, for instance, four kitchens 
instead of one, just as there are four guards’ barracks instead of one. 
Litde wonder foe four powers want to keep Spandau out of foe 
limelight. 

As a result of foe super-security, few American taxpayers know what 
they are getting for their money. They do not know that powerful efforts 
are this moment being made behind the scenes to get Albert Speer le- 
gally pardoned and out of jail, his lobbyists arguing that he alone defied 
Hitler’s scorched-earth policy and that he once planned to gas Hider 
through the ventilators of the Chancellory bunker. They do not know 
that Doenitz wears silk underwear (he has ten sets), that Hess alone 
still mentions foe Fuehrer out loud, that von Neurath is expected to die 
very soon. 

More important, as a result of this security, too few Americans know 
that with the exception of foe air safety center in Berlin, Spandau Prison 
remains the only four-power institution in all Germany. For although foe 
Soviets no longer meet with foe British, French, and Americans anywhere 
in Germany to discuss mutual problems, they still permit their Spandau 
director to confer weekly with the directors representing the three West- 
ern powers. At these weekly meetings, foe Russians have fought for soli- 
tary confinement for the seven Nazis, and lost to the British on that 
point; have fought against any religious worship in Spandau, and lost to 
the Americans on that point; have fought against publicity on foe 
prison, and successfully defeated the French on that point. 

Yet, despite the fact that no one can get into Spandau Prison, authen- 
tic information does get out. This report, perhaps foe most complete 
made public since the prison became top secret, was obtained from 
firsthand sources. Which sources? That will have to remain this writer’s 
own top secret for the present. 

The present use for Spandau Prison was conceived one month before 
the Nuremberg trials ended. On September 7, 1946, the Allied Control 
Council circulated the highly restricted Directive 35. The fifth paragraph 
of this directive ordered foe four AlUed elements of foe Berlin Komman- 
datura, which was that city’s version of foe bigger Control Council, to 
find and prepare a suitable prison in the Berlin area “for all persons sen- 
tenced” to prison at foe Nuremberg trials. It was estimated that about 
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one hundred Nazis would be sentenced in the series of four-power 
trials. 

After an intensive seardi, the investigators came upon Spandau, lo- 
cated deep in the British sector of Berlin. Ck)nstructed in 1881, Spandau 
had Jbeen used as a mOitaiy prison for German soldiers sentenced by 
court-martial. During World War I the Kaiser converted it into a civil 
penitentiary, and when that war was lost the prisoners broke out and 
rioted in the streets. During the Hitler regime, it was nicknamed Rote 
Schloss or Red Castle and was used to hold political prisoners before 
they were shipped to concentration camps like Sonnenburg. One promi- 
nent prisoner in that period was Paul Lobe, a president of the Reichstag 
under the Republic. 

When the four-power representatives visited it in 1946, there were 
600 common criminals inside, the convicts crowded five to each one-man 
cell. However, Spandau seemed perfect for this new purpose. It had the 
right number of cells. It was strongly built. It was isolated. Without dis- 
sent, the Kommandatura agreed upon the investigators’ choice. 

To guarantee security, Spandau was promptly renovated. nThe 600 
resident criminals were moved out, most of them being transferred to 
Moabit Prison in the French sector. Seven houses surrounding the prison 
were tom down, wire and electrical barriers erected, a half-dozen sentry 
perches added, entrances and cells reinforced, the old Nazi guillotine 
and gallows removed. But meanwhile in Nuremberg, something went 
wrong. 

The first trial, before the International Military Tribunal, ended in 
violent discord. The Soviet judge, I. J. Nikitchenko, dissented on the ac- 
quittal of Schacht, von Papen, and von Fritsch. Furthermore, he ob- 
jected to the life sentence given Rudolf Hess. “Taking into consideration 
that among political leaders of Hitlerite Germany Hess was third in 
significance, and played a decisive role in the crimes of the Nazi regime,” 
said the Soviet judge, “I consider the only justified sentence in this case 
can be death.” Quietly, the Russians withdrew from Nuremberg, in- 
sisting that thereafter they would try their own war criminals in their 
own way, and let the Western nations try theirs in their way. As a re- 
sult, unexpectedly, this trial of twenty-two Nazis at Nuremberg was the 
first and last four-power trial. 

Spandau was ordered to prepare for seven prisoners, instead of one 
hundred. And, because they were the only four-power prisoners, special 
and extraordinary precautions were taken. The main jail inside the 
Spandau walls was three stories high. A new ceiling was added, plaster- 
ing off the upper two floors. Seven of the thirty cells on the first floor 
were given new solid steel doors, each door built with a slot at eye levd. 
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Inside the seven cells, all glass and all electrical installations were re- 
moved. By January, 1947, Spandao was ready for the seven. Yet it re- 
mained empty for six months, whfle the four powers wrangled over how 
to run the prison and how to handle their criminals. 

The four nations, sitting together in the Kommandatura hradquarters 
at 16 Kaiserwerther Strasse in Berlin, agreed almost at once on details for 
the administration and protection of Spandau. By cumbersoipe compro- 
mise, they agreed that everything about the prison would be com- 
pletely quadripartite. Each nation would contriliute one director, a mili- 
tary man, who would have under him one civilian warden and seven 
civilian guards. The four directors, to be called the Prison Govemorate, 
and the four wardens, and the twenty-eight guards, would constitute a 
permanent interior personnel. However, the exterior or outside guard of 
the prison would be rotated monthly. The first of every month, one of 
the four powers would supply sixty armed soldiers to patrol the outer wall 
of Spandau. Thus in December, sixty Americans, armed with M-i’s, will 
replace the Russians and guard the outside of Spandau. The first day of 
January, the British, bearing Sten guns and mounting machine guns, will 
take over from the Americans in a colorful ceremony. In February, the 
French will police Spandau. And in March, it will be done by a platoon 
of Russian soldiers. 

But although everyone got together amicably on Allied personnd 
problems, sparks flew in the Kommandatura headquarters when Hess 
and his playmates were mentioned. The Russians were particularly bit- 
ter about Hess, probably because they still remembered that in 1937 he 
had worked with Trotsky to overthrow Stalin. “From the start, the Sovi- 
ets disagreed with us on almost every point,” one American member of 
the Kommandatura revealed to me. “The trouble was that our mentali- 
ties were so different. The Russians went at every point with a kind of 
Slav logic, literal, unimaginative. I don't say their logic was worse or bet- 
ter than ours. I only say it was different. In Directive 35 there was a 
clause reading that the prison would be under 'full quadripartite ad- 
ministration.’ Let me invent an example to show how this clause was in- 
terpreted. Say Admiral Raeder was to be shaved. To the Americans ‘full’ 
administration of the shaving meant the four powers would agree on one 
man to do the job. But to the Russians, the word ‘full’ meant an 
American slapped the lather on Raeder’s chin, an Englishman widded 
the razor, a Frenchman sprinkled the talcum, and a Russian applied the 
wet towel. To them that was full administration of Spandau!” 

'The greatest four-power arguments raged over the style of confine- 
ment, communal work, religion, freedom of speech, and exercise. The 
British, leaning over backward to be fair, wanted Hess and company 
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treated as ordmary German criminals, whidi meant that they would be 
permitted to dwell behind barred cells, ye^ be free to go into the prison 
yard and work together, exercise together, worship together, and talk to- 
gether. The Russians strongly opposed this leniency, insisting that the 
seven were not ordinary but extraordinary criminals and that they 
should be kept separate, silent, and in permanent solitary confinement. 

When the question of outdoor exercise was being debated, the So- 
viet representative argued that all seven could get sufficient exercise in- 
side their cells. The British doubted this. The Russian leaped to his fee^ 
paced forward three steps, pivoted, paced back three steps. “That is exer- 
cise if you do it long enoughi” he bellowed. As to religion, the Americans 
pointed out that German lifers in all German prisons are permitted to 
go to services on Saturday or Sunday. Replying to this, a Russian gen- 
eral rose and said, “So you want to give them religion on Sunday, do 
you? Very well. What religion? Tell me, who was their god? The only god 
they know is the god of war. Where will you find a clergyman who will 
represent the god of war?” 

On the issue of free speech within Spandau, the British argued that if 
Funk wanted to stand up in the garden and lecture to the other six Nazis, 
he should be permitted this privilege. The Russians said if he so much as 
opened his mouth, he deserved punishment. At last, on this issue, as on 
most of the others, the French and Americans effected a compromise. 
There would be neither full silence nor full freedom of speech. Funk 
could talk to Hess about duties at hand, but not about outside matters. 
Funk could say to Hess, “Help me lift this wheelbanow,” but he could 
not say, “Tell me, Rudolf, what did you and the Fuehrer really discuss 
before you flew to Scotland?” 

After six months the rules were agreed upon, and on July i8, 1947, 
the RAF flew the seven Nazis from Nuremberg to Gatow Airport outside 
Berlin, and then, behind lorried infantry, they were driven the three 
miles to Spandau Prison. 

Since that day the four directors of Spandau have continued to meet 
weekly around a single table. While interpreters translate their conversa- 
tion, and secretaries take down every spoken word for superiors in Mos- 
cow, London, Paris, and Washington, the four men continue to rehash 
and arbitrate all aspects of Spandau life. “Of course, they stfll disagree," 
one witness to their meetings told me. “They are four different personal- 
ities. Major Roger Smith, who used to be General Frank Lee Howley’s 
adjutant in Berlin, is an outspoken earthy American from Maryland with 
nineteen years in the army behind him. The British director comes from 
the Isle of Guernsey. The Frenchman is from Metz. The Russian direc- 
tor comes from an unpronounceable place in the U.S.SJI.. Haggling is 
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inevitable. Their backgrounds and educations are difidrent. The Ameri- 
can argues with die Frendiman as often as with the Russian. Put it this 
way. Find yoursdf any four grown men. One wants to go to a cricket 
match and insists die other three must come along. WeD, two of the 
others want to see naked women, and the fourth wants to get drunk. 
How can they get together and choose one amusement for all four? It's 
not easy. But the four directors are managing to do just this. In fact, re- 
lations with the Russian director were neva better dian at recent 
weekly meetings. Right now, they’re having a great argument about 
memoirs. Two of the seven Nazis want to spend dieir spare time writing 
memoirs. The Russian director says the result would be a couple of 
Mein Kampfs. Two of the three Western directors think the Nazis 
should have such freedom to write, since die four powers can censor 
every word anyway. The disagreement has been passed up as high as the 
Berlin Kommandatura, which now contains only three powers, and to the 
Russian rmlitary in the East Berlin zone.” 

However, there are no disagreements whatsoever among the four- 
power employees who guard the interior of Spandau. The American 
and Russian guards, when they bull-session in German, the official prison 
language, never argue the merits of capitalism versus Communism or of 
their respective atom bombs. “We get along swell with the Reds,” an 
American guard recently told a friend. “On the other hand, if they get 
along too good with us, they’re yanked out fast and replaced by new 
boys.” 

There are supposed to be thirty-two guards, including four wardens, 
inside Spandau. Actually, there are twenty-eight. Only the United 
States has not filled its quota. Russia, Great Britain, and France have 
each supplied eight men, but the United States has supplied only four. 
“It's because too few want the job,” said an American official. “The 
guards get sick of being enclosed. They become bored, ambitionless, in- 
trospective, morbid, until they're feeling like Rudolf Hess himself.” 

'The four American guards, paid $3,619 a year each, fill the minimum 
qualification of having been army noncoms for two years, or members of 
the Navy, Marines, Coast Guard, or a civilian police force for three 
years. Like their fellow guards, they all speak and understand German 
fairly well — even though they are not permitted to talk to the seven 
Nazi prisoners, except when giving orders. 

All of the guards — ^warders, the Prison Goverooiate prefers to call 
them — ^are supposed to be civilians. But, according to an inside source, 
the eight Soviet Russian guards and the Russian warden are not really 
civilians, but Red Army soldiers pretending to be civilians. Of all the 
guards, the British are the most experienced in prison work, and the 
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Americans the least Seven of tibe British guards worked together before 
tiie war, in a H(mg Kong colonial prison. After being interned by tbe 
Japanese and eventually rdeased, they accepted' ^e same kind of em- 
ployment again in Berbn. 

Ibese fbor-nation interior guards, wearing loaded .4;’$ or tbeir equiva- 
lent, attired in specially designed blue uniforms (with outer flap 
pockets, resembling the British flight officer's uniform), which were 
made by the German government work a constant and rugged sched- 
ule. Two guards, always representing different nations, slowly patrol 
the first-floor cellblock that holds the seven Nazis. Every three minutes, 
one of these guards is supposed to peer into each cell to see what the 
occupant is doing. While there have been no suicide attempts yet 
(because the seven have even less opportunity to obtain and hide po- 
tassium cyanide vials than did Coering), the guards are still not sup- 
posed to take any chances. The fact is, the guards, by unspoken consent, 
have agreed that the peek-once-every-three-minutes routine is too tiring, 
and they now take a look about every fifteen minutes. 

The guards work in shifts of four, employing a pattern that is complex 
but effective. While two of them are patrolling the cellblock, a third 
guard naps in the warden's austere office nearby, and a fourth toils at the 
entrance reception office checking various other prison personnel in and 
out. In a two-week period, each guard works three separate sets of hours 
— from eight in the morning until four in the afternoon for three 
days, from four in the afternoon until midnight for two days, from mid- 
night to eight in the morning for three days, with two to three days off 
between each change of hours. 

The guards who are bachelors are billeted in the brick buildings in 
front of the prison; the married guards have apartments requisitioned 
for them closer to the center of Berlin. The food inside the prison 
changes every month. For with the start of each new month, as the 
exterior platoon of guards changes, the new director in charge brings in 
his own mess. The permanent personnel in the kitchens, which includes 
several Dutchmen, a Czech, a Hunprian, a Finn, and a Pole, but no 
Germans, is prepared to cope with anything. During the Russian month, 
most of the guards drink vodka, during the English month they drink ale 
or gin, during the French montti they have wine or cognac, and during 
the American month, Cokes or Scotch. 'The Russian food, which leans 
heavily on borscht and pork, is the most impopular. The English mess, 
roast beef, kidneys, mutton chops, is considered the skimpiest, the 
French mess the tastiest, and the American mess the healthiest. 

'ITie seven prisoners rarely share their captors' food. The prisoners' 
meals are ptqrared in a special kitchen adjacent to their cellblock. 
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Eadi receives 1,680 calories a day, precisely the same ration that two out 
of every three Berliners receive. The ^lin government rductantly 
pays the prisoners’ food bill. Most of the food comes from American army 
stores — for such security purposes as preventing poisoning. Sometimes 
the meals are supplemented by leftovers from the guards’ mess. The pris> 
oners’ main dish is usually prepared in a large stewpot, which the 
cook leaves inside the door of the cellblock. Each week, one of the 
prisoners takes a turn at KP duty. As the warden watches (sometimes 
glancing between the three slices of bread on each plate for messages or 
poison), the prisoners are released from their cells, one at a time. 'The 
first prisoner marches to the end of the cellblock, accepts his food on a 
tin plate, accepts a spoon (no forks or knives permitted), and returns 
to eat alone and in silence behind his closed door. The others follow in 
turn. 

“The portions of food are usually equal,” one gastronomic observer 
remarked to me. “They had better be. Hess knows that even if he is sore 
at Raeder, he cannot cheat him out of his full share of food, because if 
he does, Raeder will remember and get even when it is his turn at KP.” 
The only one of the seven with a special food allotment is Doenitz. Be- 
cause a French army doctor noted that he was severely underweight, he 
now receives 510 grams of extra butter every two weeks. When gossip of 
this leaked out, the Berlin Neiie Zeitung commented bitterly, “Many 
Germans on the outside wish they could be as well off with their meals 
as Doenitz.” The slow method of serving the food usually means that the 
last two prisoners will find their helpings cold when they return to their 
cells. To overcome this, the Americans once tried to introduce a speedier 
method of feeding — ^but the Russians vetoed it. 

There are thirty cells in the main block. The cells across from, and on 
either side of, each prisoner are kept empty. Walther Funk’s cell, six 
feet by nine, is typical of the rest. The door is made of solid steel, but has 
a small slit at eye level. Inside, the cell is furnished with an army cot, 
wooden stool, small table, and toilet. There are four plaster walls, no 
windows. Having received permission. Funk, like most of the others, has 
pasted up several photographs of his family, as well as sacred pictures of 
Jesus and of Mary. 

Funk and his six companions wear round gray hats that match their 
light gray jackets and trousers. Their shoes, designed years before by Al- 
bert Speer for the Reich’s slave laborers, are wooden. Once, while trying 
to do double time in the shoes, Speer ruefully remarked to a guard, “If 
I had known I would ever have to wear them. I’d have put a little leadrer 
in them.” Doenitz alone has been granted the luxury of silk underwear 
because of a skin allergy. None wears a belt, for die obvious reason. In- 
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stead, they use oidinary elastic suspenders, which — for the same obvious 
reason — ^hav6 been cut in half and then sewed together again with just 
enough thread to hold up their trousers. 

The prisonas rise at six every morning, dress, soap and scrub their 
cells, then remove their shirts and wash. Once a week, they are led to hot 
showers, two at a time, while an armed guard watches. Von Neurath is 
the only one not well enough to take his weekly shower. There is a daily 
shave given by the prison barber, a Dutchman, and a daily medical in- 
spection by the prison doctor. Once a week, two of the prisoners spend 
four hours doing the laundry for all seven. 

After breakfast, a nine-hour work period begins. Activity is divided 
among the potato garden outdoors, and indoors the pasting together of 
paper envelopes, and the making of straw shoes for the German economy. 
Speer seems to enjoy the garden most. On warm days he strips to the 
waist before he digs and plants, and he is the only one with a generous 
suntan. It was in the garden that a classic incident occurred, one which 
the German press picked up and spread throughout the Reich. Rudolf 
Hess, who along with Doenitz still has moments of humor, was laboring 
in the garden one morning when an American guard walked over with a 
hose. “Here,” said the guard, “water the plants.” Hess looked up, then 
suddenly grinned. “Give it to Admiral Doenitz,” he said in pointed 
English. “He knows all about water.” 

While all of the seven have been docile since their imprisonment, 
there remain stringent penalties for any one of the group who gets out 
of line. According to the official four-power agreement on Spandau, 
“Punishment for offenses committed in jail may consist of cancellation 
of privileges, and may include the cutting off of light in the cell for a 
period of up to four weeks, reduction of food which will be replaced by 
bread and water, deprivation of furniture and clothing, and, in special 
cases, fettering.” 

The privileges the seven possess consist primarily of smoking, letter 
writing, and reading, during the two-hour evening rest period between 
dinner and lights-out at ten o’clock. Each receives a package of tobacco a 
week, but may smoke only after meals or during the evening rest period. 
Hess occupies much time just pacing, and on several occasions has 
broken into a crazy goose step. Sometimes he will sit for an hour and 
stare at the wall. Several times he has been caught talking earnestly to 
himself. Hess is the only one of the seven who speaks of Hitler, referring 
to him still as the Fuehrer. The bald Funk, too, utilizes the privacy of 
his cell, alternately weeping out of self-pity and whistling jazz tunes as 
he beats time on the wooden stool. 

Most of the other five devote their nights to reading. An extra empty 
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cdl has been converted into a owiatnie hbraiy, with several ^dves of 
carefully chosen books (public library discartk) and quiet, cold, old* 
maidish Admiral Raeder is librarian. All of the volumes, whidi are in 
German, are either classical fiction or unprovocative nmifiction. Hiere are 
volumes by Goethe, Shakespeare, Schiller, Mark Twain. There is nothing 
that discusses modem war or European politics. Onc^ by accident, a 
history of the Russo-Japanese War of 1904-05, which dramatized Russia^ 
crushing defeat, found its way into die library. Before any of die Nazis 
could bonow it, the Soviets discovered the volume and destroyed it. 

Speer tries to read everything related to architecture, von Neurath 
reads and rereads anything dealing with mineralogy, and Doenitz favors 
English poetry. Von Schirach is the confirmed brokworm. He prefers 
such French authors as poet Francis Jammes. Once, in an expansive 
mood, von Schirach told a prison psychiatrist that reading had warped 
him, and now he hoped that it would straighten him out. He claimed that 
reading articles in Henry Ford’s newspaper about the “Eternal Jew” and 
the “Protocols of the Elders of Zion” in his youth had helped make an 
anti-Semite and a Nazi out of him, and it was not until Nuremberg that 
he learned Ford had long before backtracked on his stand and that the 
“Protocols” were a long-discredited forgery. 

None of the prisoners is permitted access to either German or foreign 
newspapers and magazines, or to radios. The only periodical they read is 
a weekly religious paper, printed in German, which the French pastor 
distributes on Saturdays. No news whatsoever of the outside world is sup- 
posed to enter Spandau. Yet one afternoon von Schirach turned to his 
guard and inquired, “Tell me, how long is the airlift to Berlin going 
to continue?” On another occasion, a French guard was quitting to re- 
turn to Paris. During his last morning, each prisoner solemnly shook 
hands with him and said good-bye. How did von Schirach know about 
the airlift? How did all seven know about the Frenchman’s departure? 
Probably by overhearing the four-power guards gossip in German out- 
side the cells at night. 

Each prisoner is allowed to write one letter a month not exceeding 
four pages in length. This letter is closely censored by all four powers. 
Only one incoming letter a month is permitted, but usually extra busi- 
ness letters from family or lawyers, discussing liquidation of property or 
local trials, are let through. Last year, Hess’s attorney wrote him that he 
was going to attempt to reverse his client’s sentence (on the grounds 
that the Japanese war criminal triak proved that war activity before 
1939 was not a crime). Sometimes, gift packages arrive. One prison- 
er’s fomily sent him a box of cookies, tobacco, and soap. 'The directors 
threw away the cookies, but allowed the tobacco and soap to remain in 
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the supply room until the next ration of these was due. Then the prisoner 
received his hrmily’s tobacco and soap instead of the prison's routine 
supply. 

Althouih the Russians strongly opposed it, each prisoner is permitted 
one visitor every two months. The visitor may be an old friend, relative, 
or attorney. In the case of immediate fomily, one visitor can mean several 
members of one family. All seven Nazis have living relatives. Von 
Schirach has a wife, Henny Hoffman, the daughter of Hitler’s photog- 
rapher, and he also has three young sons; Raeder has a wife who just fled 
from the Russians; Hess has a forty-nine-year-old wife, Use, who was just 
cleared by a denazification court in Munich, even while telling the 
judges that Himmler was a “good” man. 

When one of the prisoners’ wives arrives at Spandau, she rings a bell 
and announces herself through a tiny grilled opening in the metal door 
at the front entrance. She is admitted by one of the interior guards, 
diecked, searched, then led across an open area to the jail. From the 
warden’s oflEce, a guard escorts her into another room where she meets 
her husband. The meeting is limited to fifteen minutes and is any- 
thing but private. Representatives from Russia, Great Britain, France, 
and the United States gather in the room. All understand German. All 
take shorthand notes on the conversation. 

On Saturdays, a French pastor, an army chaplain, comes to Spandau to 
perform rebgious services. He works without salary. Six out of seven of 
the prisoners congregate in the narrow prison chapel. Hess alone re- 
fuses to attend. “I want nothing to do with religion any more,” he re- 
cently told the pastor. During the Protestant services, five sing hymns 
while Funk accompanies them on the organ. 'The prisoners are per- 
mitted visits from the pastor during the week, but only von Neurath 
takes advantage of this. 

All legal German holidays are recognized inside Spandau, but the 
biggest holiday is Christmas. This coming Christmas, their third in 
Spandau, the seven will sing carols in the cell which is their chapel and 
will have slices of cake in addition to potato stew and bread. 

“But don’t let that pathetic picture of those seven lousy bums get 
your sympathy,” one Spandau administrator growled to me. “Just re- 
memba some of the other Christmases they celebrated, shooting de- 
fmsdess GI's in the snow during the Battle of the Bulge, building bon- 
fires out of screaming old women and little children in Poland and 
Czechoslovakia. I wonder how many lonely widows and frightened 
orphans there are, who won’t sing carols this Christmas, because of them. 
Walther Funk likes to whine that he was only a banker. Sure. He’s the guy 
who kept those gold fillings, from the teeth of murdered Frenchmen, 
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Englishmen, Russians, in the vaults of the Reichsbank. Von Neurath 
makes like he’s just a pleasant old diplomat. Says he. Like when he was 
Protector of Czechoslovakia. Have the folks back home forgotten Lidice 
already? And Hess. Just an addled old boy. But he’s the one who took 
down Mein Kampf when Hitler dictated it, and he’s the one who per- 
sonally broke the heads of Jewish kids in Munidi. Millions dead, 
maimed, miserable this Christmas because of those seven and their bud- 
dies. Sure, we should let them eat cake this Christmas, but we should 
also show them some movies. A triple feature. Dachau. Belsen. Buch- 
enwald. I say let ’em rot here, those dirty bastards.” 

How long will they rot in Spandau? Insiders feel that only Albert 
Speer and Baldur von Schirach may survive their sentences to emerge 
free men in seventeen years. As for the others, they are aging and ailing. 
Von Neurath is on his last legs. Erich Raeder has been seriously ill. When 
he feared strangulation from a twenty-year-old hernia, the Americans, 
who were in charge of Spandau at the time, suggested moving him to the 
American Army Hospital. The Russians said no. So one room of the 
prison was converted into a makeshift hospital by German workmen 
(among the first Germans admitted inside Spandau), and there Raeder 
successfully underwent surgery lasting thirty minutes. Funk had one at- 
tack of bleeding hemorrhoids, but was pulled through when British ex- 
terior guards donated their blood. 

The Egyptian-bom Rudolf Hess, who twice before Nuremberg tried 
to kill himself, is the sickest of the seven, mentally. Nine psychiatrists 
have examined him, and agree that he has a split personality with delu- 
sions of persecution. He still cannot believe Germany lost the war. He 
thinks that his jailers are trying to poison him. According to Douglas M. 
Kelley, who spent five months interviewing and testing Hess, “Diagram- 
matically, if one considers the street as sanity and the sidewalk as in- 
sanity, then Hess spends the greater part of his time on the curb. . . . 
Hess will continue to live always in the borderlands of insanity.” 

When I passed on these psychiatric reports to an American who sees 
Hess daily, the American laughed. “Tell those psychiatrists they’re twice 
as nuts as Hess. Believe me, he’s saner than any of us.” Despite this, the 
professional evaluations are probably the more accurate. 

Meantime, agitation continues inside Berlin for a smaller, more eco- 
nomical prison. 'The German government feels that the seven Nazis 
should be committed to an ordinary Berlin jail along with hundreds of 
other felons. The four-power directors are against this, because they 
worry that fellow convicts might either slaughter the seven or assist 
them in escaping. But, driven by fear that their costly organization may 
one day aeate a scandal, the four powers insist tibey are constantly 
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searching for a more economical prison. To date, tiiey have not found 
one. And, since Soviet Russia, Great Britain, France, and the United 
States must all again agree on the jail, it is unlikeljr that they will ever 
find another. So Spandau remains, a gigantic $252,000 Red Castle for 
seven mass murderers, per capita the most expensive, per setup the most 
incredible, perhaps the most secret, and positively the most strongly 
guarded man-made prison in all the world. 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

I had been fescinated by the world’s strangest maximum-security 
prison, and by its unusual administration and unique prisoners, from the 
first moment I had heard a few details concerning it. When I realized 
that no major story had been written about Spandau, I suggested such a 
story to the editors of CoHter’s magazine. They were enthusiastic. In 
September, 1949, I traveled by train from Paris to Berlin — the train 
sealed during the East Germany portion of the journey — and was housed 
for two wedcs in a suburb of Berlin by the United States Army Press 
Center. 

The Spandau story was almost as difficult to penetrate as Spandau 
prison itself. There had been some sketchy newspaper accounts in sev- 
eral languages, and I had read them. But firsthand information appeared 
impossible to acquire. When I went by taxi to 23 Wilhelmstrasse to see 
Spandau for myself, I was almost arrested, and my camera film was 
taken from me, as I have related in my account of the adventure. How- 
ever, my unexpected reception at the prison, instigated by the Russians, 
had its good result, and this was what really opened up the story for me. 
A day or two later, a high-ranking United States Army officer connected 
with Spandau found me at the Press Center, apologized for the rough 
treatment I had received, returned my camera film, and said that he 
was sympathetic to my assignment. He felt that the American tax- 
payers who were supporting Spandau should know something about 
it. Through this high-ranking officer I made other contacts, one of 
which was with a former guard in Spandau, another with an attorney 
connected with the legal division of the prison (a man I had known in 
my own army years), and from these three I acquired much inside knowl- 
edge of the red-bricked fortress. There were other sources, German and 
French, but these three Americans were the principal ones. 

After returning to Paris, I wrote “The Seven Secret Prison Cells,” en- 
couraged and elated by the realization that I had an exclusive story con- 
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taining material as yet untoudied by the international press. In October, 
1949, Coma's magazine purchased my story. With rising excitement, 
I waited for my story to appear in print. I waited and I waited, and it 
never appeared. What had happened was tha^ a month after acquiring 
my story, and even as they were ju’eparing to go to press with it, the edi- 
tors of Coma's were dismayed (as was I) to learn that a rival publica- 
tion was publishing a Spandau story of its own. When the rival peri- 
odical's Spandau account appeared, it proved to be a thin memoir 
written by an American doctor who had been in and out of Spandau, 
and was now capitalizing on his experience by sdling it to a magazine. 
Since Coma's felt that my own story was far more thorough, the editors 
decided to go ahead with its publication. But, for some reason, they 
never did so. 

Recently, when I reread my story, I realized that I could publish it at 
last, because— even after the passage of sixteen years — ^it would still stand 
as the most complete account of Spandau yet to appear in print. In in- 
vestigating the prison, its administration, its guar^, its prisoners to- 
day, I found that little had been altered since 1949. There had been 
some minor modifications of the rules, there had been some minor in- 
trigues, but the only significant difference was that the huge Teutonic 
Bastille now held three Nazi war criminals instead of seven. 

After sixteen years, the administration of Spandau Prison remains un- 
changed. Small disagreements among the representatives of the four 
controlling powers continue, but they are rarely serious. If anything, the 
Russians are said to be more tractable than ever. The only important 
area of altercation is a basic one: The United States, France, and Eng- 
land, supported by West Germany, want to close down Spandau and 
transfer the surviving prisoners to any other German prison, preferably 
a small on^ such as a specific one that exists about a mde from Spandau; 
Russia refuses to close down Spandau as long as one Nazi war criminal 
breathes within its walls. Otherwise, as an American foreign corre- 
spondent reported recently, Spandau stands as “a model of harmonious 
East-West cooperation.” 

In 1949, 1 was told that it was costing the four powers and West Ger- 
many $252,000 every year to maintain Spandau. By 1956, numerous 
economies had been introduced, and the operating cost had dropped to 
$107,000 annually. Today, it requires a budget of $66,000 a year to run 
the prison. However, as the West German government has pointed out, 
if the three remaining prisoners could be moved to an ordinary German 
prison, the total cost for housing and guarding them would be only $800 
a year. 

Other changes are infinitesimal. When I was in Berlin, eadi of the four 
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powers was allowed to provide eight guards inside die prison. Now, each 
power provides five guards. Whoi I was in Berlin, eadi imprisoned Nazi 
was allowed one ontdde visitor a month for fifteen minutes, and each 
was permitted to write and receive one letter of no more than four pages 
in length once a month. In 1952, this was Uberalized, and today each 
inisoner may have one visitor a month for thirty minutes instead of 
fifteen, and eadi may receive four letters a month instead of one. 

I learned that Spandau is still a maximum-security prison, still in- 
habited by nearly three hundred military and civilian personnel con- 
trolled by the four powers, still heavily guarded and fortified, still im- 
penetrable and secret. This vigilance continues because all four of the 
controlling powers, but largely and most persistently the Russians, con- 
tinue to fear that one day some outside political group may try to rescue 
one of the Nazi prisoners by force. For the Russians, this fear seems to be 
a permanent obsession. 

From what little I could observe and learn during recent visits to West 
Germany, this fear seems to be groundless. There are fanatical bands of 
former Nazis, to be sure, old men who dream of the old glories — and there 
are young men who would like to restore to Germany the philosophy 
espoused by Hitler — ^but I doubt if enough of these zealots are willing to 
give their lives to liberate one decrepit historical figure from Spandau, 
especially since two of the three left in the prison will soon be legally re- 
leased. Rudolf Hess, serving life, would then be the only captive they 
could rescue, and in his present mental condition he is hardly worth 
such drastic action. 

However, the Russians may be completely right in fearing a rescue 
plot. Occasionally in the last sixteen years, evidence has appeared, 
and rumors have been heard, that such a rescue operation was in 
the making. In the late 1950’s, there was said to have been a plot 
instigated by the onetime SS strongman. General Otto Skorzeny, who 
so dramatically rescued Benito Mussolini from the Allies in Italy. The 
plot was that Skorzeny would lead an armed, lightning-fast task force 
into Spandau by air. He was to land two helicopters in the Spandau 
prison yard at the exact moment that Rudolf Hess was puttering in 
his potato garden. While one helicopter would disgorge fanatics with 
automatic hand w'eapons to hold ofiF the Spandau guards, the raiders 
in the other helicopter would grab Hess and waft him away to a secret 
hideout, firom whi^ he could be held up as a living inspiration for the 
faithful. Apparently this plot — if it ever truly existed — ^was uncovered 
by the four-power intelligence agents, and several conspirators were ar- 
rested. From time to time since, there has been a rumor that a group of 
diehard Nazis, in heavy tanks, was planning to appear out of the night, 
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ram and batter down a Spandau wall, and bring Hess to freedom. These 
rumors have never materialized into fact 

In Berlin during 1949 , 1 was told tliat it was Baldur von Schitach, the 
former Nazi youth leader, who might be the object of any such rescue 
attempt. He alone, it was felt represented the hope of a militant Ger* 
many Resurrected to the German youth. In 1962, the weeldy newspaper. 
The National Observer, discount^ von Schirach as being of any valu^ 
because he had “deteriorated mentally,” but cited Albert Speer as “a 
possible danger.” However, today, all sources regard Rudolf Hess as Span- 
dau's only property of value to fanatics. 

The first of the seven to gain release and fireedom was Hitler’s onetime 
Foreign Minister, the elderly, ailing Constantin von Neurath. It is al- 
leged that his family, which in earlier days had maintained a close friend- 
ship with the British royal family (von Neurath himself had once been 
ambassador to England ) , appealed constantly to their high-placed English 
cousins. They pleaded that the old man, no longer a threat to anyone, be 
paroled so that he might receive proper medical care, and eventually be 
buried in the family plot instead of an unmarked grave. 

These appeals on von Neurath's behalf at last reached Winston 
Churchill, and the seventy-nine-year-old Churchill, personally conscious 
of the infirmities that go with advancing years, went before the House of 
Commons one day in 1954 to plead for a fallen foe: “I certainly have felt 
for several years that the conditions in Spandau were very hard and in- 
humane, and in this case we are dealing with a man of eighty-one years 
which, I can tell you, is quite a lot, and who is suffering from illness.” 

The four powers controlling Spandau heard Churchill, and respected 
his wish. Late in 1954 Constantin von Neurath, who had served almost 
half of his fifteen-year sentence, became the first of the seven to walk out 
of Spandau, to return to his family, his family doctor’s care, and at last to 
burial in the historic family cemetery plot at Enzweihingen in August, 
1956. 

And now there were six. 

Admiral Erich Raeder, in his eighties, and banker Walther Funk, in 
his sixties, were both almost as ill as von Neurath had been. The four 
powers met and agreed to parole Raeder and Funk from Spandau be- 
cause of “age and illness.” Both Raeder, who was released in 1955, and 
Funk, who was released two years later, died in i960. 

And now there were four. 

Admiral Karl Doenitz, who had ruled Germany for one week after 
Hitler’s death, had been sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment. All but 
one year of this sentence was served in Spandau, which he detested more 
strongly than did any of his colleagues. He survived his sentence in rela- 
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thrdy good health, and lecdved his release in October, 19^6. Spandau 
definitely did not break him. Shortly after gaining freedom, Doenitz was 
invited to lecture to the student body of a school oubide Hamburg. He 
accepted, and in his speech he defended the Nazi party and its military 
conquests with pride, and he bitterly attacked the Allied prosecution of 
Nazi war criminals. His speech generated such a mixed storm of protest 
and acclaim, and consequent embarrassment for the West German gov- 
ernment, that the professor who had invited Doenitz to speak promptly 
committed suicide. Doenitz himself went into retirement, devoting him- 
self to writing his memoirs, which were published in 1959 under the title 
Memoirs: 10 Years and 20 Days. He also offered an occasional public 
utterance. His last one, made in 1964, criticized the Allies’ demand for 
Germany’s unconditional surrender in World War II. Doenitz told the 
Associated Press, “The demand for unconditional surrender was a grave 
political mistake of the Western allies and led to a senseless prolongation 
of the war. In addition to the Germans, the entire free world suffers today 
from this mistake.’’ Doenitz was severely castigated for his statement 
until, later in that same year, ex-President Dwight D. Eisenhower 
publicly agreed with him. No doubt there were those connected with 
Spandau who regretted ever having permitted Doenitz’s release. 

And now there are three. 

By 1965, two of these three, fifty-eight-year-old Albert Speer and fifty- 
eight-year-old Baldur von Schirach had served nineteen years of their 
twenty-year sentences, eighteen of those years inside Spandau. Von 
Schirach’s life has altered little in the sixteen years since I wrote about 
him. True, his wife, Henny Hoffman, divorced him, retaining custody of 
their children. But one of his sons visits him every month. Otherwise, von 
Schirach has devoted himself to intellectual and aesthetic pursuits, pe- 
rusing more French novels, studying music, memorizing poetry, and con- 
stantly disowning Nazism and Hitler. Early in 1965, von Schirach, for 
the second time in three years, was removed to a British military hospital 
outside Spandau’s walls, this time to have the detached retina in his 
right eye corrected. The operation was reported as “not too successful,” 
but nevertheless, the patient was returned to his Spandau cell, where he 
is now planning his autobiography which he expects to write upon his re- 
lease. 

With even more determination than von Schirach, Albert Speer has re- 
fused to let Spandau destroy him. Instead of brooding or indulging in 
self-pity, Speer has concentrated upon developing himself as an archi- 
tect. Year after year, Speer has kept himself abreast, within the reading 
limitations imposed by Spandau, with architectural advances, and he has 
produced hundreds of original designs. 
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Both von Sdhiradi and Speer will have completed their twenty-year 
sentences in 1966, and after that they will enjoy freedom. It is onlflcdy 
that either one will suffer any financial difficulties. Von Schirach has told 
guards that he has inherited a considerable sum of money from a de- 
ceased American relative, and that this will maintain him in comfort. 
Speer will be reunited with the six diildren he hardly knows any longer, 
one of them a daughter who was educated and raised by an American 
family in Westchester County, New York. TTiere is little doubt that 
Speer wfll prosper in some West German firm of architects. 

One suspects, by all accounts, that it is not heedom from Spandau alone 
that these two will enjoy, but freedom from the oppressive daily 
presence of the erratic — and for them, unbearable — ^Rudolf Hess. 

From all that I could learn, Hess today is much like the Hess I learned 
about in 1949, only more so in every respect. By now, at the age of 
seventy-one, he has been in one jail or another for twenty-four consec- 
utive years, and over ei^teen of those years have been spent in Span- 
dau. Physically, he is a gray-haired, hollow-eyed, wrinkled, hunched and 
bony scarecrow. As an American officer in Spandau told the Associated 
Press in 1964: “He looks a strange sight as he shambles around in an old 
German army ski-cap and a long military overcoat that flaps around his 
ankles. His mental state has not improved with the years. Some nights he 
howls like a wolf in his cell.” 

Prison psychiatrists consider Rudolf Hess still psychotic but not in- 
sane. Recently, Dr. Maurice N. Walsh, a psychiatrist associated with the 
University of California at Los Angeles, admitted that he had examined 
Hess in the presence of fifteen witnesses during 1948, but had been told 
to keep his diagnosis secret, for fear of initating the Russians during the 
tense days of the Berlin airlift. According to Dr. Walsh, “I determined 
that he was a latent schizophrenic, a man in and out of psychosis. But 
I found him in no immediate danger of suicide.” 

Today, Hess’s condition remains unchanged. His hypochondria has 
deepened, and he weeps over imaginary ills. He begs his guards to break 
rules to extend him special favors, and when a softhearted one complies, 
Hess informs on the guard to his superiors. Sometimes when guards hear 
him screaming, they will scream back at him. Often they will find him 
stretched out on his cell floor, in a partial trance, babbling to himsdf. 

Hess’s interests are few. He looks forward to his daily session of gar- 
dening. He enjoys writing his regular letters to his wife Use, who manages 
a resort lodge near Munich, and to his twenty-six-year-old blond son, 
Wolf-Ruediger (a graduate of the University of Munich and an engi- 
neer), who is loyal to the memory of his father. However, Hess has never 
once permitted his wife or son to visit him at Spandau. According to 
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his wife, “He could not stand for us to see him living like a caged 
animal.” 

Just after New Year's Day, 1965, Hess received tfite first visitor that he 
had ever invited to call upon him inside Spandau. At that time, he sum- 
moned his attorney, Alfred Seidel, and the two men spent most of their 
half hour together drafting the terms of Hess’s will. Later, Seidd told the 
press that Hess did not want him to fight for a pardon, that he hoped to 
he paroled when von Schirach and Speer were freed, and that he wished 
no further visitors, not even members of his immediate family. According 
to Seidel, Hess is anything but insane. “His memory functions superbly. 
Hess especially wanted to know how his family lives. He is worried about 
the economic existence of his wife and son.” 

His one unflagging interest is his nostalgia for the Nazi past, when he 
was Hitler’s deputy Fuehrer and third in command. More often than 
before, the guards of the four nations can observe him goose-stepping in 
his tiny jail cell. And sometimes they hear him singing, in a cracked voice, 
the “Horst Wessel” song. His memory, fairly dear about events that 
happened up to May of 1941, frequently seems to have been arrested at 
that date. That was the period when Hess — ^knowing that England was 
in desperate straits, knowing that his Fuehrer wanted to make peace with 
England before striking at Russia but could not reach Churchill with 
a peace offer— determined to take matters into his own hands. Although 
it meant defecting from Germany, Hess flew a Messerschmitt to England, 
landed in a cow pasture, and eagerly offered to present a peace plan to 
the Duke of Hamilton and others. He never had a chance to discuss his 
offer. He was clapped into an English jail where he languished until Ger- 
many was defeated. Even though Hitler declared Hess insane at the time 
of his defection, and tried to obliterate his name from records of the 
Third Reich, there are scholars who now believe that Hitler was aware in 
advance of Hess’s flight, and even encouraged it. Hitip disowned Hess, 
and disavowed knowledge of the flight, only because the mission proved 
a dismal failure. 

But all of that is in the past, where Rudolf Hess spends so many of his 
hours and days, a past more agreeable to him than his present situation 
in Spandau. When von Schirach and Speer are gone, Hess will be alone 
in Spandau, and one doubts that he will be unhappier, since he always 
resented their repudiation of Hitler, their judging Hitler as a lunatic, 
their sharing of Hess’s privileges as a martyr of the Third Reich. 

And so, with the other two gone, there will be only one. 

Incredibly, there will be three hundred specialists, from four powerful 
governments, guarding one deranged old man, the relic of a political re- 
gime that no longer exists, in a burdensome German St. Helena. 
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And when Hess dies, or is murdered, there will be none. And at last, 
the seven secret cells will be anpty, and the warders will go home with 
their stories, and Spandau will belong to the historians — and the makers 
of fiction. 
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THE MAN WHO LOVED 
HITLER 


T he tall, blond clerk at Fritzes, Stockholm’s leading bookstore did 
not think that I should see Dr. Sven Hedin for a possible magazine 
story. “He is our national disgrace,” said the clerk. 

But as far as I could observe. Dr. Hedin’s disgrace — ^he had embar- 
rassed the neutral Swedes by supporting Nazi Germany in the Second 
World War, and Germany had lost— -was not often discussed in public. 
In a small land, where great international names are few — Swedenborg, 
Strindberg, Nobel, Lagerldf, a handful more, also dead — ^they do not 
relinquish their heroes easily or prematurely. At the age of eighty-one. 
Dr. Sven Hedin was still well-known throughout the world, and so any 
ostracism by his countrymen was both occasional and reluctant. How- 
ever, for the great majority of Swedes (only a small minority had been 
as pro-Nazi as Dr. Hedin), their hero stood as an uncomfortable re- 
minder that their nation had traded with Hitler's Germany throughout 
the Second World War. 

Dr. Hedin’s numerous thick books on his explorations of Inner Mon- 
golia and Tibet, printed in Swedish, German, and English, crowded the 
shelves of all Stockholm’s many bookstores, including Fritzes. As ex- 
plorer, hydrographer, cartographer, and travel writer. Dr. Hedin had 
visited the Forbidden City of Lhasa in 1896, and had returned to Tibet 
in 1906. From 1927 to 1935, traveling out of Peking, he had led a cara- 
van of twenty-seven men and three hundred camels on the greatest 
expedition ever attempted into Central Asia. As a result of these adven- 
tures, he had become Sweden’s best-known explorer. I found him listed 
in a recent government publication as one of Sweden’s twenty great 
scientists of the preceding three hundred years, and he was given mote 
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space Uian any odier living Swede. And only the wed: before I ar> 
rived in Stoclcholm, be bad dined with Count Folke Bemadotte, the busy 
nqpbew to foe king. 

Clearly, despite a certain amount of antagonism toward him by a 
variety of Swedish citizens I had met, Dr. Sven Hedin was not to be 
counted out. My curiosity about Dr. Hedin mounted. I wondered what 
had happened to a member of foat unclassified species, foe neutral- 
nation Nazi, after foe war was over. To satisfy my curiosity, I sent Dr. 
Hedin a note. Promptly, he replied to it with an invitation to tea. 

The two modem apartments which he kept, one above foe other, were 
located on foe Norr Malarstrand, overlooking foe quiet canal waters and 
white ferryboats of foe Malaren. Dr. Hedin met me at his door, a quick, 
shrewd-eyed gnome of a man, wearing thick spectacles, gray scrub mus- 
tache, stiff winged collar, and pin-striped suit. He grasped my hand in 
both of his. How good to see me! Ah, he had not been to America since 
1932, when he had supervised construction of a replica of Jehol's Golden 
Pavilion at foe Chicago World’s Fair. An electric land, America. He had 
lunched with Henry Ford. Good man. Ford, even though Ford had 
refused to back a Hedin expedition into China, and was interested 
only in new roads for American automobiles in Russia. Did I know 
foat Dr. Hedin had a letter from foe late Franklin Delano Roosevelt? 
Oh yes, yes indeed. 

Talking steadily, Dr. Hedin guided me into a narrow room, with 
built-in files on both sides, the files jammed with the conespondence of 
sixty years. He began opening files. The Roosevelt letter, the letter, ah, 
here, from foe White House, Washington, D.C., 1933, a polite thank-you 
for some Chinese stamps and an invitation to drop in sometime. 

We went into the parlor for tea. Dr. Hedin introduced me to his el- 
derly sister, Alma, a tall, wary, watery woman in blue. She collected 
stamps, had founded the Flower Fund (“It’s barbaric to waste flowers 
on foe dead at funerals, so I make our people spend the same money on 
apartment houses for old folks”), and was now writing her autobiog- 
raphy. She had published one book. My Brother Sven, and it had been 
brought out in Germany recently. 

Next, Dr. Hedin introduced me to his niece, Ann Maria Wetterlind, 
a compact blonde who spoke British English. She had been traveling 
these last years as Uncle Sven’s secretary, and she had adored Berlin most 
of all. Those good times in Berlin, those parties, those wonderful peo- 
ple Emmy and Hermann, and Adolf’s marvelous anecdotes. They were 
all such gentlemen, except Robert Ley, head of the Nazi Labor Front, 
he alone repelled her. 

Ann Maria was now occupied taking care of eighteen refugees from 
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Poland and Estonia. There were 98,000 refugees in all, in Sweden, and 
many were very ill. They had su£Fered horribly in A>ncentration camps. 
Mentioning the last, Ann Maria did not hide her infusion. These ref- 
ngees claimed Emmy and Hermann and Adolf had put them ther^ in 
those camps, and yet Ann Maria had met Emmy and 'Hermann and 
Adolf and found them charming. Where was foe lie? 

We sat around a larg^ low cofiFee table, and with foe first ceremonious 
pouring of tea. Dr. Sven Hedin took over. He seemed faintly concerned 
that I did not know enough about his importance in Sweden. Did I know 
that he was a Nobd Prize judge, and the only judge to vote annually on 
three of foe four categories that Sweden controlled? I had not known, 
and was impressed, and showed it. 

Feeling surer now. Dr. Hedin proceeded to elaborate upon his Nobel 
Prize connections. He had, he said, been a member of foe Royal Swed- 
ish Academy of Science since 1905, and every year since then had voted 
for foe laureates in physics and chemistry. In fact, in 1924, because of 
seniority, he had been president of the Academy of Science. During 
his membership, Dr. Albert Michelson, Dr. Guglielmo Marconi, Dr. Max 
Planck (“Five years ago, when he was eighty-five, he wrote me he had 
climbed foe Jungfrau, up and down, in a single day"). Dr. Albert Ein- 
stein had been honored in physics, and Dr. Ernest Rutherford, Dr. 
Marie Curie, Dr. Irving Langmuir, Dr. Otto Hahn had been honored 
in chemistry. 

Back in i9r^. Dr. Hedin continued, he had been elected to fill a va- 
cancy among the eighteen who composed foe Swedish Academy, and 
thus, as one of the august eighteen, he had also become a judge to vote 
on the annual Nobel Prize for literature. Today, he was one of foe three 
ddest of the eighteen. Oh, he went back a long way. He had personally 
known Alfred Nobel himself. “Knew him quite well. A nice man, and 
kind, but not like other men. An eccentric. Very definite in his ideas and 
opinions. His famous last will was scratched out on a half sheet of paper, 
because he had tom off foe blank bottom half to save for other writing. 
He backed an early expedition of mine.” 

Dr. Hedin discussed some of the Nobel literary awards for which he 
had been, at least in part, responsible. Since he had become a literary 
judge. Remain Rolland, Knut Hamsun, Anatole France, George Ber- 
rrard Shaw, Thomas Mann, Eugene O’Neill had all received the prize. 
Dr. Hedin explained that he and Selma Lagerlof had been jointly re- 
sponsible for swinging foe Nobel award to America’s Pearl Buck in 
1938. Oh yes, it was a fact. He had admired Pearl Buck’s work, her in- 
terest in China, and he and Selma had opposed and overcome the resist- 
ance of their fdlow judges. “Pearl Buck and her husband published my 
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last book, a biography of Chiang Kai-shd:. They gave me too litde 
money for it, and to. think how I got her the NoM Prizel” Not many 
days before, Dr. Hedin had heard from Pearl Buck’s husband, who pub- 
lished under the John Day imprint, recommending Lin Yutang, one of 
his authors, for Ibe next Nobel Prize. Dr. Hedin was doubtful about Lin 
Yutang (“His work is not broad enough”), but he would read more 
of his books and reconsider. 

I asked Dr. Hedin how a relatively unknown writer, like Gabriela Mis- 
tral, the Chilean poet, who had won the Nobel Prize the year before^ 
had gained a majority vote. “Well, that was interesting,” said Dr. Hedin. 
“One of our judges, Hjalmar Gullberg, a very great poet here, had read 
Miss Mistral’s poetry in the original Spanish and was enthusiastic. He 
nominated her, as did someone from South America. She had never been 
translated into Swedish or English, so none of us knew her work. To con- 
vince us. Professor Gullberg went to work translating Miss Mistral’s best 
verse into Swedish. He had it published, and sent all of the judges a copy. 
It was a beautiful translation, and we voted her to be the laureate for 
1945. But do not have the wrong impression. There are no politics 
in the awards.” 

I asked Dr. Hedin why certain prominent authors had not been hon- 
ored. I named names, and Dr. Hedin had an explanation for each rejec- 
tion. Maxim Gorki had died too soon. “His name came in second sev- 
eral times, and he would have got the prize eventually.” H. G. Wells 
had been considered. “Too minor and journalistic.” W. Somerset 
Maugham had also been considered. 'Too popular and undistinguished.” 
And James Joyce? Dr. Hedin seemed puzzled. “Who is he?” 

By now confident of my interest in him, Dr. Hedin turned to what he 
regarded as a more important topic of conversation — ^world politics. 
Germany was in a terrible condition, he said. Germans had no place to 
live. Their homes had been destroyed by American bombers. Germans 
were starving. They would die in droves this postwar winter. Field Mar- 
shal Milch’s wife had written him a pathetic letter begging for food 
packages. Dr. Hedin regarded me hopefully. Surely, I would tell Amer- 
ica of this. Surely, America would help. After all, in the next war, a demo- 
cratic United States of Germany would be America’s best ally. The Ger- 
man people were one people, and no artificial zones could ever divide 
them. Had not Walter Lippmann written that today the Germans were 
the strongest people in Europe? Did I not think William Bullitt was 
America’s most intelligent man? 

Dr. Hedin told me that he had studied in Germany in 1889. It had 
always been his second homeland. He had been recognized there, feted, 
fussed over. The Kaiser and von Hindenbuig had been his dearest 
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friends. (Of course, he added, Pope Pius XI, King George V, Czar Nich- 
olas, Emperor Meiji, Theodore Roosevelt had also |ieen his friends.) And 
his books had always sold better in Germany than in the United' States 
or Great Britain. 

In 1927, Dr. Hedin went on. Dr. Junkers, the German airplane man- 
ufacturer, had sent him to Central Asia to see about establishing an air 
route from Berlin to Peking. The Chinese government had refused 
permission for such an airline. The expedition had then been refinanced 
and redirected by Dr. Hedin’s friend. King Gustav of Sweden, with a 
strictly scientific objective. When Hedin's Swedish funds had run out, 
the Chinese took over his project and converted it into a pioneer high- 
way-mapping enterprise. Dr. Hedin’s explorations in Central Asia had 
consumed eight years. On returning to Sweden, Dr. Hedin had under- 
taken to produce an encyclopedic series of books on his findings in Cen- 
tral Asia. Thirty-one volumes bad already been published in Stockholm, 
and Dr. Hedin was in the midst of collaborating on the twenty-five re- 
maining books in the series. He expected this would leave him little time 
for any more exploring in the future. 

He had also written, he added proudly, about 500 manuscript pages of 
another book, one that had nothing to do with his exploring. “I 
will call it ‘Germany's Last Years,' ” he said. Instantly, his sister pro- 
tested. “They were not Germany’s last years. Germany is not dead, 
Sven.” Dr. Hedin blinked behind his thick lenses. “Alma, I mean it will 
tell about Germany’s recent years.” It would relate the entire story, he 
said, of his countless visits with the Nazi leaders. Although himself 
one-quarter Jewish, Dr. Hedin had been extremely friendly with Hitler 
and Goebbels, and whenever he dined and chatted with them, he would, 
upon leaving their presence, scurry back to his suite in the Kaiserhof Ho- 
tel in Berlin and transcribe every word he had heard. He felt that his posi- 
tion, as an unbiased listener from a neutral country, had been unique, 
and he had been then, even as now, possessed of an acute sense of his- 
tory. 

I wondered exactly how friendly he had been with Adolf Hitler. In 
reply. Dr. Hedin nodded to his sister, who rose, disappeared, and then 
returned with a large red velvet box. She opened it with care. “We keep 
it hidden now,” she said softly. Deep inside the box, embedded in solid 
silver, ihe silver etched around with miniature swastikas, reposed a full- 
length picture of Hitler, a photograph affectionately autographed to Dr. 
Hedin. 

After removing the framed picture sister Alma extracted an oversized 
envdope. Dr. Hedin opened the envelope, pulled out a letter, type- 
written, three pages long, dated “Oct. 27, 1942,” signed by Hitler. 
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There was a story about fliis letter. Dr. Hedin had published, in Leipzig, 
a book entitled Amerika im Kampf der Kontinente. Hitler, who 
rardy had time to read books himself, retained a man to read books for 
him, and then recount them in oral synopsis to him at bedtime. Yet, Hit- 
ler had found the time and been impelled to pick up Dr. Hedin's book 
one evening at nine o’clock, and read straight through it until three 
o’clock in the morning. He had then dictated this afFectionate letter to 
the audror, discussing the book, and passing along the tidbit that he had 
attacked the Soviet Union only because he had learned the Bolsheviks 
were making secret preparations against him. 

I asked Dr. Hedin about the others in Hitler’s inner drcle. Dr. Hedin 
recalled that he had attended Goering’s fiftieth birthday stag party, and 
enjoyed it. He considered Goering a sweet, overgrown child. He re- 
minded me that Goering’s first wife had been Swedish, and that had she 
lived, she would never have permitted him the outrageous vanity of 
flaunting all those medals. Dr. Hedin said that Himmler had been a kind, 
inoffensive person. Once, Dr. Hedin had got into a violent political 
argument with Himmler. To conclude it, Himmler had remarked, 
“Sven, your Sweden is no problem for us. A nation that has had no war 
for a hundred and thirty years is weak.’’ Dr. Hedin remembered how this 
had infuriated him, and how he had snapped at Himmler, “We 
are not weak but civilized. We have in our museums more flags and 
standards taken from other nations in victorious battle than you have 
in all Germany and Austria. We have four thousand captured trophies in 
one museum alone!” The argument ended, said Dr. Hedin, when he 
quoted the Fuehrer’s statement that Germany’s aim and goal was peace, 
something that Sweden had already achieved. After that, Himmler had 
fellen into silence. 

Dr. Hedin’s only real grievance was against Walther Funk. It appeared 
that in 1936, Dr. Hedin had deUvered a series of 150 lectures, during 
which he traveled the length and breadth of Germany, and then he had 
returned to Stockholm to write a book about the 'Third Reich. He had 
been promised that 260 German organizations would buy copies of his 
book and publicize it. “I would have made a fortune,” said Dr. Hedin. 
“As a matter of routine, I sent the manuscript in advance of publication 
to Funk, who was to approve the contents. He liked the book, but he 
insisted that five of the three hundred pages 1 had written must come out. 
'These five pages were critical of the Nazi policy toward the Jews. I re- 
fused to cut out the five pages. Then there ensued a vehement corre- 
spondence between Funk and myself on German/ s Jewish policy. He 
wrote me eight letters in all. I have them here. But the book was never 
published.” 
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Dr. Hedin said that he had last heard from Adolf Hitler two months 
before Berlin fell and the Fuehrer disappeared, 'piis communication 
had arrived on Dr. Hedin’s eightieth birthday. Hitler had sent a long 
telegram of congratulations, as had Keitel, Schadit, Raeder, von Ribben- 
trop, and Rosenberg. “I suppose Hitler is dead,” said Dr. Hedin, ‘'but I 
would not bet my head on it.” 

I made some oblique reference to Dr. Hedin's awkward position in 
Sweden today. Before he could comment, his niece spoke up. She said 
that at the start of the Second World War half of the Swedish people 
were for Germany, and half against. During the war. Hitler’s invasion of 
neighboring Norway had made the majority of Swedes anti-German. 
Dr. Hedin interrupted his niece. “Today, it is changing back, so that 
more and more of our people are again sympathetic toward Ger- 
many. Right now, I am in disrepute here, but that will change, too.” 
He stared at me. “I am perhaps also a black sheep in the United States 
now, no?” I did not reply. 

Our genteel tea had taken four hours, and outside it was dark. I came 
to my feet, and thanked the three of them for their hospitality. When I 
mov^ toward the door, Dr. Hedin almost trotted beside me. In a rapid 
monologue, he told me that he was working night and day to save Gen- 
eral von Falkenhorst, who had been sentenced to death by the British. 
After assuring me that von Falkenhorst had been "a humane man,” Dr. 
Hedin added that he was enlisting the aid of the Swedish royal femQy in 
an efiEort to save the general. 

I opened the door to leave, but Dr. Hedin continued speaking. He had 
just read that General Eisenhower was returning to Germany. “A good 
German name, Eisenhower,” said Dr. Hedin. “I think he is going to 
Germany to make preparations against Russia.” I said nothing. Dr. 
Hedin looked at me. Then, suddenly, he said, “I have done all the talk- 
ing and answered all of your questions. Now you must be kind enough to 
answer one for me.” I said that I would be glad to do so. Dr. Hedin 
weighed his question for a moment, then he formed it, and asked it. 
“Tell me, what do you think is the date for the war to start between the 
United States and Russia?” I stared at him, wordless for an interval of 
seconds, unable to speak, able only to shake my head. At last I said good 
night, thanks again for the tea, and then I walked downstairs and out 
into the cool, feesh neutral air. 
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE ... 

After three and a half years as an enlisted man in the United States 
Army Air Force and in the Army Signal Corps, I was honorably dis- 
charged from the service on February 3, 1946, at Fort Dix, New Jersey. 
While I had made writing tours through Mexico, Central and Soufh 
America, Japan, and China, 1 had never been to Europe. I was deter- 
mined to go as soon as possible. I obtained a series of writing assign- 
ments from three national magazines, my wife resigned from her edito- 
rial position on a motion picture magazine, and six months after my 
return to civilian life we were aboard the Swedish liner Drottningholm, 
bound for Gbteborg, Sweden. 

We reached Stockholm on September 3, 1946, and soon found our- 
selves settled in a regal corner suite of the Grand Hotel, the hotel that 
annually played host to the Nobel Prize winners. The cost of the suite 
was $13.44 ® utterly beyond our means, but worth it for the view 
from the third-floor living room overlooking the Strbmmen canal and 
the Royal Palace. 

From the first day, I was constantly out in the cold, wet northern city, 
running down clues to possible stories, questioning, listening, observing, 
taking notes. I wrote a story on the Swedish National Theater, which 
was published, and several more stories on a variety of subjects, which 
were not published. Among the latter was the little adventure with Dr. 
Sven Hedin. 

I had always known of Dr. Hedin. His books of travel and exploration. 
The Conquest of Tibet, Across the Gobi Desert, The Silk Road, were as 
familiar and romantic to me as the lighter works of Richard Halliburton 
and Carveth Wells. As I moved about Stockholm, 1 was surprised to hear 
his name mentioned often, not only at the King’s bookstore, Fritzes, but 
almost everywhere I went. The reason this surprised me was that Hedin's 
conduct during the Second World War had been scandalous, yet his 
countrymen rarely referred to his specific activities. Germany’s role in 
the Second World War had ended little more than a year before, and al- 
though many so-called neutral Swedes had been sympathetic toward the 
Third Reich, Dr. Sven Hedin had been almost the only internationally 
prominent Swede to announce such a sympathy. Indeed, he had called 
Adolf Hitler “one of the greatest men in world history.” Since Germany 
had lost the war, and the Nazi concentration camp horrors had been 
brought into the open, most Swedes, while admiring Dr. Hedin’s inter- 
national stature, were embarrassed by his continued loyalty to Hitler’s 
memory. 
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I decided that I must meet Dr. Hedin. I was curious. I sensed a story. I 
had no assignment, in fact no specific story ang||e or publication in 
mind, but I had to see the Scandinavian villain. I saw him on a sunny 
Sunday afternoon, September 8, 1946, and what occuned during our 
meeting I wrote down a week later, entitling it “Dr. Hedin’s Disgrace.” 

Beyond the mere experience of meeting Dr. Hedin, there was some- 
thing else that happened to me during our conversation, or as a result of 
it, an inspiration, an idea, that would have a lasting effect upon me as a 
writer — even though it would find no tangible expression until sixteen 
years later. 

When Dr. Hedin had told me that he was a Nobel Prize judge, I had 
been quite startled and, indeed, impressed. I was impressed because, to 
me — ^to most, I am sure— the Nobel Prize in any category is the earth’s 
foremost accolade given by man to man. And here was I, informally 
chatting with one of the august judges. And, I repeat, I was also startled. 
What startled me was the fact that this person I was interviewing was a 
cobweb of prejudices and misinformation and intolerance on many, 
many subjects, from the sciences to the arts. To picture him — ^someone 
less than mortal — as a Nobel judge, one who played a decisive role in 
crowning annual gods, was astonishing. I had always believed, without 
ever having thought of it much, that if there were Nobel Prize judges, 
they were the wisest elders of our age. Actually, I suspected, most people 
did not believe the Nobel Prizes were decided upon by judges at all, but 
rattier selected at a meeting of deities on high Olympus or selected by 
some massive, invisible computing and judgment machine that could 
X-ray the earth’s talented, its geniuses, and recommend the winners. 

■ Intrigued by the contrast between what I had expected and what I 
found before me, I began to ask Dr. Hedin all about his functions on 
his Nobel committees, about how winners were nominated, sorted out, 
nanowed down, secretly discussed and debated, and about his own role 
and the roles of his fellow judges. Dr. Hedin sensed my excitement, and 
was pleased and expansive, and he rattled on at great length. 

After I had left Dr. Hedin, I knew that I had stumbled upon some- 
thing that should be written about — the truth about the Nobel Prize 
awards — the truth about those who gave and those who took — ^but I 
did not know what kind of story it was or could be, or in what form it 
might take final shape. I knew only that I wanted more of it. Immedi- 
ately, I sought out several of Dr. Hedin’s Nobel colleagues, scholarly 
Swedish judges on the Nobel Prize science and literature committees, 
who also lived in Stockholm. I found them as outspoken as Dr. Hedin. 
In discussing the Nobel awards, these other judges named names, spoke 
of the human frailties of the judges and the judged, revealed stupidities 
and brilliance in the selections, exposed politics and prejudices and petty 
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vanities as wdl as honesty and wisdom and coinage in the Nobd Pime 
voting. 

When my interviews were done^ I had a writer’s treasure, I knew. I 
had no idea what to do with it 

StQl in Stoddiolm, I did other work in the days that fohowed, but al- 
ways bothered and nagged by this new material, and suddenly it was a 
Sunday. My wife and I slept most of the morning, and after we awak> 
ened, we had breakfast in our room. Outside, after a week of rain, tibe 
sun was shining at last. It was noon. I moved to the living room window 
and looked down across the Strdmmen canal and idly watched and lis- 
tened as the King’s band played before his oiormous Royal Palace across 
the way. The postcard grandeur of the scene, the outer unreality of it, 
struck me, and then I remembered my afternoon with Dr. Sven Hedin, 
my interviews with the other judges, and I understood that aU these 
sights were facades, and that plainer, cruder, human events happened be- 
hind palace walls, behind academy walls, behind all walls where earth 
people dwelt. And that was the moment of conception. At once, I knew 
what must be done. 

I turned from the window to my wife, who was stQl having coffee. 
“Sylvia,” I said, “has anyone ever written a novel about the Nobel 
Prizes?” 

From that moment, I was slave to an embryo, a brainchild, focdess, 
almost shapeless, that I would not be deliver^ of for a decade and a 
half. But it was to Dr. Hedin, and to several of his fellow judges, that I 
owed my inspiration for the idea, and some of the foctual material, that I 
finally developed into a work of fiction. The Prize, a novel which was 
published in 1962. 

I did not keep up with Dr. Hedin’s career after I left Stockholm in 
1946, but recently I wondered what had happened to him in the years 
that had followed our meeting. As far as can be learned. Dr. Hedin went 
on no more expeditions, either to Asia or to any other country. Instead, 
he remained in his Stockholm apartments, and continued to write and 
publish the volumes about his earlier expedition to northern China. 
When I had seen him, thirty-one volumes had been published. In the 
next eight years, E>r. Hedin produced eight more volumes. Also, in 1950, 
I am told, he published a memoir entitled Without Mission in Berlin, 
This, I presume, was the book he told me about in 1946, the one which 
he then intended to call “Germany’s Last Years.” His political views 
during these years remained unchanged. 

In the eight years that he lived after our meeting, he also continued to 
cast his ballot for the Nobel Prizes in literature, physics, and chemistry. 
He was in those eight years one of the judges who elected such Nobd 
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laureates as Sir Edward Appleton in physics, Dr. Ame llsdias in chemis- 
try, and Andr^ Gid^ T. S. Eliot; William Faulkner, and Bertrand Rus- 
8^ in literature. 

I have no knowledge about Dr. Hedin’s relationship with his fellow 
Nobd judges, hot I have my suspicions diat it was not always the best. 
When Norway, whidi chooses the winner of the Nobel Peace Prize, gave 
its 1935 award to Carl von Ossietzky— a German national and early 
enemy of the Nazis, then in a concentration camp — ^Hitler was enraged. 
He announced that thereafter no German would be allowed to accept a 
Nobd Prize. Discussing that tense incident. Dr. Hedin had told me in 
1946, “I went to Hitler to talk the matter over with him. I explained to 
him that Norway was solely responsible for that award, and that, after all, 
four out of five categories of the Nobel Prizes were given by Sweden. I 
pleaded with him to permit Germans to accept the Swedish-voted prizes. 
He would not relent.” Relative to this, I found interesting a statement in 
a book written and endorsed by members of the Nobel Foundation of 
Stockholm, in 1931. Discussing the Ossietzky award, it said: 

“In Germany Aere was violent resentment, and on January 31, 1937, 
Hitler issued a decree forbidding German nationals in the feture to 
accept any Nobel Prize. The Swedish explorer Sven Hedin suggested 
in this connection that Norway should be deprived of the right to award 
the Peace Prize, and that this function should be entrusted to Sweden.” 

In these words written by August Schou, then Director of the Nor- 
wegian Nobel Peace Prize, one might detect a certain degree of asperity 
toward Dr. Hedin. 

Almost to the end. Dr. Hedin’s vigor remained, and he was in control 
of all his faculties. The year after I saw him, he even recovered the sight 
of one eye which had been blind for a half century. 

He fell ill early in 1932 of a virus disease, and suffered from it through 
most of that year. In December, 1952, he died of a cerebral inflammation. 
He was eighty-seven years old. 

I cannot say how widely or deeply Dr. Hedin was mourned. He had 
touched greatness once, but had been brought down — an Icarus who had 
ventured too close to the heat of savage conflict — ^because he had loved 
an alien land and its violent leaders too well and too long. The moral is 
sdf-evident: To love with abiding loyalty is not a virtue in itself, if one 
loves without discrimination. 
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THE MAN WHO HATED 
HEMINGWAY 

W HEN I arrived in Madrid early one sunny morning last spring, the 
press association man was waiting for me outside the station be- 
side his little German-made Opel. As I squeezed into the car I made the 
obligatory joke about a sardine can, and he laughed in the way all news- 
papermen laugh when they meet a magazine writer and think to them- 
selves, So that’s how smart you have to be to do it. 

We went bumping down the Gran Via, past the shining store windows 
with their endless offerings of women’s furs and men’s leather game sets, 
and then turning and turning up wide clean streets to the Ritz Hotel. A 
fat doorman in an impressive blue coat with brass buttons saluted me and 
took out the luggage. 

The press association man, who was from Arizona and not homesick, 
was telling me that his wife sent him all the Andrews Sisters records by 
TWA, and they were months in coming. I sat half in the car, half out, 
listening to his story. When he finished, he asked if I would dine with 
him the next evening. I accepted his invitation with thanks, and started 
to go, but he put his hand on my shoulder. “Just one more thing,” he 
said. “If I were you. I’d go up and see Olascoaga at the Subsecretariat of 
Education. He clears you for Foreign Office press credentials. Nothing 
to it. You get a card with your passport photo on it. And it’s damn use- 
ful.” 

I thanked him again. But after he left, I promptly forgot about his 
advice. 

The following evening the press association man called for me and 
said he was going to show me how the better-class working Spaniard 
eats. I went with foreboding. We drove deep into Madrid, to a dark side- 
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Street tasoa where the fat proprietor sang out his menu. I had a thick 
vegetable soup, a slice of chicken in oil and a plate of tirdn, a beige- 
colored gummy Spanish candy, for the equivalent of $1.40. 

Since dinner in Madrid begins about ten in the evening, we didn’t 
return to the hotel until one o’clodk. Two soldiers, in long coats and 
short muskets, were walking back and forth. The press association man 
explained that they had guarded the Ritz ever since Communist under- 
ground members had heaved a bomb into the hotel’s garden and dis- 
turbed some of the distinguished guests. Later I realized that this bomb- 
ing didn’t explain why draftees were also guarding banks, grocery stores 
and cafeterias about Madrid. I wondered about it until I learned that 
Franco had almost a million men under arms (“the largest army in West- 
ern Europe,’’ an INS man told me) and he had to keep them busy. 

As I left the car, the press association man said, “By the way, did you 
do what I told you?” 

“Do what?” 

“Those press credentials, remember? Did you get them from the Sub- 
secretariat of Education? Well, you’d better. Let me tell you something. 
A state of war was declared in Spain in 1936, and that declaration has 
never been rescinded. There's still an official state of war in this country. 
'That can affect you. Soon you’ll be seeing the underground — ” 

I said I didn’t know if I would. 

“Sure you will, they all do, first thing.” 

As a matter of fact, he was right. I saw Republican and anarchist un- 
derground leaders within a week. 

“You’ll see them, and if Franco’s police should catch you at it, meet- 
ing with those people, why, they could try you as an enemy of the state. 
But there’s one loophole. Get yourself a press card. The card will prove 
you are a foreign conespondent and will say that you are free to go any- 
where in Spain and see anyone, if it’s related to your job. This permit 
isn’t meant to include talking to members of the underground, but if you 
are caught with the Communists it gives you an excuse. Of course, they’ll 
shoot your friends and boot you out of Spain, but it saves you from get- 
ting into more serious trouble. Look, those of us who stay on here keep 
our noses clean — we have to — and we have no problems. So you’d just 
better see Olascoaga and get that card.” 

I said thanks. I thought about it in bed that night, in a half-conscious 
dream: myself, hair mussed, shirt ripped, a kind of Reed, trapped by 
those booted Franco police. The next morning I phoned the American 
Embassy. The press attach^, Ted Maffitt — a. bright, crisp fellow who had 
made an impression on me the very first day by telling me he had been 
offered $10,000 by a Spaniard for his 1946 Packard — said surely I must 
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get press credentials, and he would arrange an appointment for me to get 
them. 

“But let me ask you just one thing— have you evo: written anything 
against Franco?” 

I said no. I had done the usual anti-Fascist pieces on Hitler and Mus* 
solini for Ken magazine, and once, in the army, had managed to retain 
in a Signal Corps orientation film some footage of Franco and the 
Fuehrer shaking hands, but beyond such minor sins I had been wdl- 
behaved. 

“Okay,” said Maffitt, “you’re in. They can only object on the basis of 
your magazines, and that’s not likely. 'They’ve been very friendly this past 
year. I’ll call Olascoaga and fix you up.” 

The morning following, a Friday morning, after stopping at Cook’s 
on the Avenida Jos6 Antonio for my mail, I took a taxi to the Sub- 
secretariat of Education. 'The entrance was through a patio, squeezed be- 
tween stores. I went up the wooden stairs and presented my calling card 
to a bulky attendant behind a table who was dressed like a Santa Fe 
conductor. He limped away, then returned and signaled me to follow. 

In a moment we were in a small office, furnished with a green desk — 
barren except for a pile of foolscap — a swivel chair, a file cabinet, and a 
colored portrait of Francisco Franco on the wall. 

“Sefior de Olascoaga will meet you here,” the attendant said. He in- 
dicated a chair. “Please.” 

I had been told that Sehor de Olascoaga, a stumpy, twinkling man in 
his fifties, a laughing boy, would be cordial, not too inquisitive. I had 
only to exchange a few pleasantries with him, display my passport, my 
credentials from magazine editors, and then he would okay me and in a 
week I could pick up my press card in the Foreign Office across the city. 
I had sat alone for several minutes, staring up at the portrait of a flaccid 
Franco, when the door opposite suddenly opened. A tall, slender, wdl- 
dressed man stood in the doorway. He paused there a moment, looking 
at me. His hair was slicked flat, his eyes black and bright, his cheeks hol- 
low, his thin line of mustache accenting his sensual lips. He smiled. It 
went on; it went off. He stepped across the room, hand out. “How do 
you do?” 

“Senor de Olascoaga?” I asked, confused, rising and moving forward 
to meet him. 

“No, I’m afraid not. I am the Marqu^ de Espinardo.” His voice was 
high, fragile, his English correct and very British. “No, our friend Seiior 
de Olascoaga was called out on business. I have been delegated to talk 
with you and review your application. Do sit down.” 

I made my way back to my chair, wondering, and he went on around 
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the desk and settled his long frame into the swivel chair behind it. He 
put his bony fingers together, tilted tiie di^ir bac^ard, and looked at 
me pleasantly. In Hollywood, I had once met a ix>gus and larcenous 
German count who was blond and said he was from Heidelberg, and 
who looked almost like this. The count got five years. 

"I hope you have some time to talk,” said the Marques de Espinardo. 

I said I did. 

“I like to talk with English writers,” he said easily. ‘T was educated at 
Sandhurst, you know, and I've read the works of a good many of you 
English writers.” 

“I come from Kenosha, Wisconsin,” I said, “by way of Los Angeles, 
California, and my friends do not think I am an English writer — " 

“An American, then. I was once in the United States, in New York, 
for two months. I wonder. Is New York the United States? Is it exactly 
like Kansas City? Or hke Los Angeles? Could I write an authoritative 
book about America because I spent eight weeks talking to New York- 
ers?” 

“I'm not writing a book on Spain,” I said, controlled. 

He smiled indulgently. “Oh now, now — I was not jibing at you per- 
sonally — I am speaking generally, of American writers and correspond- 
ents. I do believe it is a mistake to think you can interview ten or one 
hundred — even two hundred — ^Spaniards, and pretend to know how we 
live and how we think. Believe me, we are all different. Especially in 
Spain we are all different. Take me. I am a northern Basque.” 

I was surprised. I had been up in San Sebastian, among the Basques, 
and they are a very unsophisticated people. Except for a few eccentrici- 
ties like believing their language was spoken by Adam and Eve and that 
they will win autonomy, they are a cheerful and uncomplicated race. 
Your average Basque is without tricks. I would have bet the marqu^ was 
a Castilian, Madrid Spanish, bruising easily, humodess, indirect, un- 
healthy, ingrown, too old, too devious. 

“We Basques are more serious, more profound, not so silly as the 
Castilians here in Madrid. Those are distinctions one must know.” 

He was speaking more forcefully now, his tone of voice was flatter and 
of more substance, and his face was red. Suddenly he paused. He had 
been leaning against the desk. He let out his breath, and slowly lay back 
in the chair. He was thin again, devious, Castilian. 

“I have read your American writers,” he said. “I have read Heming- 
way. I loathe him.” 

I sat in sflent wonder. 

“Hemingway is a liar,” he said, less cautiously, deciding I wasn't 
Hemingway's ffiend or a member of his school. “He is a fraud, a sensa- 
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tionalist. For Whom the BeU ToUs was an obviously cheap appeal fot 
easy money. His other book on Spain, Death in the Afternoon, it is 
really too filthy to be reprinted here. We love everything on bullfiighti°& 
but diat book is too filthy. In it he uses Spanish words that you Ameri- 
cans just don’t undentand. But they are words even a respectable Span- 
ish prostitute would not dare use.” 

I was nettled by the pointless tirade. “I’m sorry you don’t like Mr. 
Hemingway. Each to his own literary tastes. But at least Mr. Heming- 
way is permitted, in America, to write as he pleases.” 

The marques cocked his head and looked at me more carefully. I could 
feel his bewilderment. He had judged me after the first minute — silent 
and too assenting. Now he was bewildered and, as a matter of fact^ much 
more interested. 

“I admit we have censorship in Spain, I admit it,” he said slowly. ^We 
do not ban all ideas and news, but we water them, certainly. And I will 
tell you why. In the old days, our pr«s was yellow like yours. Everything 
ran to sensationalism. If there was a murder in Barcelona — 

In Madrid all the murdering is done in Barcelona. 

“ — if a severed head were found under a streetcar seat, reporters and 
photographers would rush up there, and then splash front pages with the 
most gruesome stories about it for weeks. This provoked fantastic ideas 
in the minds of unbalanced readers and also provoked a whole wave of 
murders and suicides. I have read medical books, and I know that sensa- 
tional journalism is provocative. Today, under Franco, we ban such ir- 
ritants, and so we have an orderly, peaceful country.” 

I made a wry face at this limping apology, and he became quite an- 
noyed. 

“But what I have said is true.” 

This time, I nodded, as one agrees with a lying child who belongs to 
someone else. He stared across the desk at me. 

“You have as much censorship in the United States as we have in 
Spain. Oh yes, you do. Your Hollywood movies are censored by an 
office that sees the law is always triumphant and crime the loser. Why 
such censorship? For the good of the state? Yes, and we censor for the 
very same reason. I have been in England and I know the English make 
movies in which women wear ddcollet^ gowns, exposing their naked 
breasts to the camera, but your prudish censors in America say these 
scenes might provoke American audiences. So you censor. Ours is no 
more restrictive than that.” 

I toyed with the idea of repeating the story I had heard of how Gen- 
eralissimo Franco, a great movie fan, is always annoyed by a certain 
female musical comedy star because she wears tights and is so leggy, and 
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how he always has her films censored for the public. I decided the story 
would inspire a long aimless discussion of movia, and I shelved it. I 
determined to bring up the specific business of my credentials. 

“About my credentials — I began. 

The marques was not listening. “I am disgusted with 'American writ- 
ing. We in Spain regaird America as the most superficial country on 
earth. Two of your ambassadors have concurred with me in that opinion. 
You Americans get all your distorted capsule knowledge from news- 
papers and magazines or from spoon-fed Book-of-the-Month Club selec- 
tions. You do not read profoundly at all. Writers come here, without 
learning Spanish history, without cultural background, without a knowl- 
edge of economics, without understanding the causes for our present 
condition. The key to why we are as we are today rests in simple eco- 
nomics. Understand how Spain lives, that we are not self-sufficient and 
wealthy as you are, that we have not your material resources, understand 
where we get our cloffies and metal and food, and you will understand 
present living conditions in Spain.” 

“I can’t dispute that, Marqu&,” I said, “because I’ve been here less 
than a week and I haven’t looked around yet — 

“How can you criticize us? I have heard about conditions in the 
United States. There are not enough shoes for people to wear. And the 
housing is terrible, terrible. I read a letter in Life magazine. An ex- 
serviceman says he carmot find meat to eat, clothes to wear, a home to 
live in. The only thing he finds everywhere is signs advising him to re- 
enlist in the army. He thinks it is a put-up job by your government. Why 
should you have a housing shortage? You have had no great destruction 
of your cities and villages as we have had. Why a shortage?” 

I gave him some of the pat answers. And I added, “In a city like Los 
Angeles, people who came to go into the war industries now don’t want 
to go home — 

“Ah yes, yes, we have exactly the same, slums in all our cities, com- 
posed of villagers who should go home now. But no. Here, they have the 
cinenui, and they want to stay. We should force them to return to the 
farms where they would live better. Perhaps Spain and America have 
much in common after all. Perhaps language is the greatest obstmction 
to friendly relations. Perhaps it is that too many Americans believe that, 
since their Republicans are conservative rightists, our Spanish Republi- 
cans are exactly the same. Tell them it is not so. Tell them our Republi- 
cans are Communists, murderers. Tell them that and we can be friends.” 

He halted on a high, shrill note, and caught himself there and pulled 
himsdf down with embanassment. He took out a handkerchief and 
touched his forehead daintily. I was glad to see the handkerchief was silk. 
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He pulled himsdlf together and sat stiai^t in the (hair for die first time. 

“Now then, about your credentials. You are writing for The Saturday 
Evening Post, Render’s Digest, CoOiefs—” 

He stopped on the CoUiePs. It pushed a button in his memory. He 
dug his right hand into his coat pocket and extracted a folded piece of 
white paper. He half opened iL moving his lips as he read it to himself, 
and shoved it barh into his pcxhet. “Coster’s?” he said. “Perhaps you 
have heard of a girl named Martha Gellhom?” 

I fdt I might as well tie the whole interview together. “She was mar* 
lied to Hemingway,” I said. 

“She writes worse trash for Coster’s than Hemingway, and they print 
it. Last year I read an article by her, written from France about us, about 
Spanish refugee children in southern France. It was full of lies. It was 
worthy of a Communist. Is she a Communist? Why does she write that 
way?” 

“We have a kind of press freedom in America,” I said, “and she writes 
what she pleases to write, what she sees and thinks, and American 
magazines publish it if they like it.” 

The marqu^ was not satisfied. “Your magazines are inaccurate about 
Spain. They publish biased stories. They always write against us.” 

The ice was thin, but I was sick of the marquds and the whole creden- 
tial opera. “Look,” I said, “you just don’t understand the American press. 
You should study it more closely. Almost every major magazine in die 
United States is against Communism, baits Russia, yet these same maga- 
zines publish pro-Russian articles when they get hdd of a g(X)d one. If 
they could ever, ever, get an article from Spain which proved that there 
was one decent thing to say in support of General Franco, about the 
Falange party, about what you people are doing to Spain, why, they 
would publish it. Until they get such an article, I am afraid the American 
press must continue to print what you call biased stories.” 

I thought he might stand up there. He didn’t. He sat a moment, look- 
ing down at the desktop, and then lifted his head, dug into his pocket 
and offered me a Chesterfield. I refused it. 

“Well,” he said, rising at last, “we have a long way to go to understand 
each other — our countries have, that is.” 

I laid my passport and papers on the desk. “You want to see these for 
my credentials, don’t you?” 

“Oh yes, certainly.” He unscrewed his pen, made a few sprawling 
notes on a sheet of foolscap, after glancing at my papers. 

I gathered up my things. He put his pen away, and pushed out his 
long hand. “This was a pleasant and instructive hour. Perhaps you will 
call upon me again. Yes, you must. We will have a real talk almut Ameri- 
can writers. Not Hemingway, but others. You will do that?” 
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"I certainly shall. Good day.” 

That evening, at the British-American Qub, beneath the three framed 
portraits of the King and Queen of England, the President of the United 
States, and Francisco Franco, I sat over bourbon-and-sodas with several 
resident American conespondents. Although they knew everyone in the 
government, especially in the press department of the Foreign Office, 
not one of them had ever seen or even heard of the Marqu^ de Es- 
pinardo. 

‘Tall? Mustache? Sandhurst?” said the correspondent who had come 
into Madrid shortly after Franco. “Can’t say I’ve ever heard of him. He’s 
a new one. Most likely secret police. Oh, they still do that. As for press 
credentials, look, old man, you’ll do better without them.” 

He paused, reflected a moment. “Espinardo, di? He sounds like an 
improvement At least he’s read Hemingway.” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

'The preceding story was one result of my first visit to Spain. I had 
taken a train from Paris to the Spanish frontier in January of 1947, 
stayed in the Basque capital of San Sebastian briefly, then continued on 
by train to Madrid. A month later, in February, my wife and I agreed to 
depart from Spain by automobile, sharing the ride and the burden of 
driving wifli a pretty, young brunette, and free-lance American corre- 
spondent, named Rita Hume. We drove from Madrid to Zaragoza, and 
then on to Barcelona, and later went on to La Junquera, crossing out of 
Spain to visit Montpellier, Marseille, Cannes, Rapallo, and finally Rome. 

'The adventures on this ride eventually provided not me but my close 
friend, Zachary Gold, with the basis for a hilarious short story, his last 
before his untimely death in 1953. 'The innocent triangle of Rita, my wife 
Sylvia, and myself became Gold’s “A Lady in No Distress” in Woman’s 
Home Companion for September, 1952. However, there is a second sad 
postscript to the story: Rita Hume eventually married John Secondari, 
author of Three Coins in the Fountain and later a television network 
commentator, but short years after their marriage, Rita was killed in a 
motorcar accident in Europe. 

During the time 1 spent in Spain, I wrote three magazine articles. One 
was about the independent, eccentric, and fascinating Basques of Spain. 
Another recounted my adventures in a small Spanish village south of 
Madrid, an impoverished village inhabited by brave but angry men who 
were anti-Franco. I had been taken there by Charles Gordian Trodler, 
publisher of Luxembourg’s .L’lnd^pendenf, and his friend, a sweet, gen- 
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tie, chubby Barcelona member of the anarchist underground who looked 
like Robert Benchley and was equally beloved wherever he went. I pub- 
lished this story in The Saturday Evening Post. Partially as a result of 
my story, but mainly because of further clandestine activities on their 
part, Troeller was eventually ousted from Spain, and the sweet anarchist 
gentleman was caught and executed. I was banned from Spain. How- 
ever, apparently the passage of eighteen years has had its mellowing 
effect on the Falangist authorities, for now all of my books, fiction and 
nonfiction, have been or will be published in Spain, and several of my 
novels have achieved widespread popularity there. 

The third article I wrote in Spain was “liie Man Who Hated Heming- 
way.” My journal reminds me that I met the Marquds de Espinardo on 
Friday, January 2^ 1947^ hi Madrid. I was sufficiently impressed and ir- 
ritated by the interview simply to sit down and write the preceding im- 
pression, although I had no periodical in mind. 

Having always had affection for the story, I decided to include it in 
this collection. In preparing to do so, I wondered what had happened in 
the many years since to the Marques de Espinardo. I did not know where 
to inquire, and then I remembered one press-association friend — a Span- 
iard who had worked for an American newspaper syndicate in Madrid — 
and I wrote to him. Here is his reply verbatim: 

Dear Irving, 

Please excuse me for the delay in writing, but I was awaiting replies to my 
inquiries for particulars about the Marques of Espinardo. For many days I 
was trying to remember the family name of this Marques, and I did not suc- 
ceed. The only Espinardo I know is a little village in the Murcia Province. I 
contacted some friends for further information. They said the name was un- 
known down there. You know, the titles of nobility are common among 
Spanish officials these days, especially in the Foreign Ministry. But this one 
was a real mystery. OtK thing is certain; the Marquds was an officUd of the 
Spanish Foreign Ministry, since Olascoaga {who died several years ago) was 
not in the Ministry of Information and Tourism but in the Foreign Office 
itself. 

It was difficult to identify the man, despite the very good description you 
give in your story. OtK thing is clear to me: the Marquis must have been, 
may still be, a Foreign Ministry intelligence official, because Olascoaga was 
Vice-Chief of the Oficina de Informacidn Diplomdtica, and the Marquis 
was certainly a substitute for him. I don’t think that the Marquis was an 
obvious secret policeman, as the correspondent in the British-American Chib 
told you. Secret policemen are quite different in Spain, and they usually do 
not speak the fxient English your Hemingway-hater spoke. The Marquis was 
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probably more important and less known to outsiders. I think you will not 
find out more about him. 

If the marques was still alive at the time, it is unlikely that he grieved 
at the news of Hemingway’s suicide in Idaho on that early July morning 
in 1961. But I suspect diat today the marqu^ enjoys little satisfaction 
from the disappearance of the corporeal Hemingway. For he must know 
that Hemingway, the artist, still lives. 

Yes, Hemingway lives and will survive his mortal critics, be they a 
Spanish marqu6s or an American literary Brahmin. What I could not tell 
the Marques de Espinardo in our conversation in 1947, is now known to 
die whole world. 

As Hemingway wrote in Death in the Afternoon: 

“The sun is very important. . . . The Spanish say, 'El sol es el mqor 
torero.’ The sun is the best bullfighter, and without the sun the best 
bullfighter is not there. He is like a man without a shadow.’’ 

Today, more than ever, the sun shines on Ernest Hemingway, and as 
a consequence, his long shadow falls across, envelops, and obscures every 
marqu^ on earth. 
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THE INCREDIBLE 
DR. BELL 


O NE EVENING, about the turn of the last century, after enjoying a 
weekend shoot in Scotland, a dozen guests sat around a dinner ta- 
ble discussing human monsters, famous murders, and unsolved crimes. 
One of the guests. Dr. Joseph Bell, the eminent Edinburgh surgeon 
and medical instractor, had the others wide-eyed with his deductive 
acrobatics. 

“The trouble with most people,” he said, “is that they see, but do not 
observe. Any really good detective ought to be able to tell, before a 
stranger has fairly sat down, his occupation, habits, and past history 
through rapid observation and deduction. Glance at a man and you find 
his nationality written on his face, his means of livelihood on his hands, 
and the rest of his story in his gait, mannerisms, tattoo marks, watch 
chain ornaments, shoelaces and in the lint adhering to his clothes.” 

The guests were skeptical. One challenged Dr. Bell to give an example 
of applied observation. Promptly, Dr. Bell obliged. 

“A patient walked into the room where I was instructing the students, 
and his case seemed to be a very simple one. I was talking about what 
was wrong with him. 'Of course, gentlemen,’ I happened to say, ‘he has 
been a soldier in a Highland regiment, and probably a bandsman.’ I 
pointed out the swagger in his walk, suggestive of the Highland piper; 
while his shortness told me that if he had been a soldier, it was probably 
as a bandsman. But the man insisted he was nothing but a shoemaker 
and had never been in the army in his life. This was rather a floorer, 
but being absolutely certain, I told two of the strongest clerks to remove 
the man to a side room and strip him. 

“Under his left breast I instantly detected a little blue D branded on 
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his sldn. He was an anny deserter. That was how they used to mark them 
in the Crimean days. You can understand his ev^ion. However, this 
proved my first observation correct. He confessed having played in the 
band of a Highland regiment in the war against the Russians. It was 
really elementary, gentlemen.” 

Most of the guests were impressed. But one listener jocularly re- 
marked, '‘Why, Dr. Bell might almost be Sherlock Holmes.” 

To whidi Dr. Bdl snapped, “My dear sir, I am Sherlock Holmes.” 

Dr. Bell was not jesting. He was, indeed, the original Sherlock Holmes, 
the real-life inspiration for the immortal detective of fiction. “It is most 
certainly to you that I owe Sherlock Holmes,” A. Conan Doyle wrote 
Dr. Bell in ^y, 1892. Thirty-two years later, still grateful to Dr. Bell, 
author Doyle publicly admitted, “I used and amplified his methods 
when I tried to build up a scientific detective who solved cases on their 
own merits.” 

Unlike the detective. Dr. Bell wore neither deerstalker cap nor ankle- 
length Inverness cape, and used neither magnifying glass nor cocaine. 
Where Sherlock Holmes was the eccentric bachelor in his cluttered rooms 
at No. 22 iB Baker Street, Dr. Bell was entirely the family man with a 
son, two daughters, and two sprawling multi-gabled homes of his own. 
Where Sherlock Holmes dwelt in a shadow world bounded by Moriarty 
and Watson, Dr. Bell was a surgeon whose courage won compliments 
from Queen Victoria, whose crusades for nurses earned the friendship of 
Florence Nightingale, whose classroom sorcery influenced five decades 
of Edinburgh University undergraduates ranging from A. Conan Doyle 
to Robert Louis Stevenson and Sir James Barrie. 

However, the one unique thing which the detective and the doctor 
held in common overshadowed all their differences. Just as Sherlock 
Holmes was the foremost fictional practitioner of what he termed “the 
science of deduction and analysis,” so his real-life model. Dr. Joseph 
Bell, was perhaps the most brilliant master of observation the world has 
seen in the last one hundred years. 

Many of Dr. Bell’s views on the science of observation became house- 
hold words, after the character Sherlock Holmes mouthed them through 
sixty classic stories. “Let the inquirer begin,” advised Sherlock Holmes, 
“by mastering more elementary problems. Let him, on meeting a fellow- 
mortal, learn at a glance to distinguish the history of the man, and the 
trade or profession to which he belongs. ... By a man’s finger-nails, by 
his coat-sleeve, by his boots, by his trouser-knees, by the callosities of his 
forefinger and thumb, by his expression, by his shirt-cuffs — ^by each of 
these things a man’s calling is plainly revealed.” 

In story after story, Sherlock Holmes reiterated his rules for deduction 
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and analysis. “It is a capital mistake to theorize before one has data. In- 
sensibly one begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to 
suit facts. . . . You know my method. It is founded upon the observa- 
tion of trifles. ... It is a curious thing that a typewriter has really quite 
as much individuality as a man’s handwriting. ... I have frequently 
gained my first real insight into the character of parents by studying their 
diildren. ... I always put myself in the other man’s place, and, having 
first gauged his intelligence, I try to imagine how I should myself have 
proceeded under the same circumstances.” 

These rules merely echoed the real-life gospel of Dr. Joseph Bell. “I 
always impressed over and over again upon all my scholars the vast im- 
portance of little distinctions, the endless significance of the trifles,” Dr. 
Bell once told a reporter. “The great majority of people, of incidents, 
and of cases resemble each other in the main and larger features. For 
instance, most men have apiece a head, two arms, a nose, a mouth, and 
a certain number of teeth. It is the little differences, in themselves trifles, 
such as the droop of the eyelid or what not, which differentiate men.” 

In an essay on crime, penned a half century ago. Dr. Bell wrote, 
“The importance of the infinitely little is incalculable. Poison a well at 
Mecca with the cholera bacillus, and the holy water which the pilgrims 
carry off in their bottles will infect a continent, and the rags of the 
victims of the plague will terrify every seaport in Christendom.” 

What were some of these “infinitely little” factors Dr. Bell regarded as 
important in observation? “Nearly every handicraft writes its sign-manual 
on the hands,” contended Dr. Bell. “The scars of the miner differ from 
those of the quarryman. The carpenter’s callosities are not those of the 
mason. . . . The soldier and sailor differ in gait. Accent helps you to 
district and, to an educated ear, almost to county. . . . With a woman, 
especially, the observant doctor can often tell, by noticing her, exactly 
what part of her body she is going to talk about.” 

While Dr. Bell felt that the development of observation was a neces- 
sity to doctors and detectives, he felt equally strongly that it was a 
thrilling sport for laymen. The vain Sherlock Holmes disagreed, holding 
little hope for the common man. “What do the public, the great unob- 
servant public, who could hardly tell ... a compositor by his left 
thumb, care about the finer shades of analysis and deduction?” be- 
moaned Sherlock Holmes. But Dr. Bell felt the unobservant public 
might care a good deal, once let in on the game. 

Every man, argued Dr. Bell, can transform his world from one of 
monotony and drabness into one of excitement and adventure by de- 
veloping his faculty of observation. For this reason — ^though once he 
complained in exasperation, “I am haunted by my double, Sherlock 
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Holmes!” — ^Dr. Bell heartfly approved of A. Conan Doyle’s detective 
stories that popularized his ideas. “Doyle shows how easy it is, if only 
you can observe, to find out a great deal as to the works and ways of 
your innocent and unconscious friends, and, by an extension of the same 
method, to baffle the criminal and lay bare the manner of His crime. . . . 
His stories make many a fellow who has before felt very little interest in 
his life and dafiy surroundings think that, after all, there may be much 
more in life if he keeps his eyes open.” Once aware of the entertain* 
ment and instruction to be had from careful observation, the average 
man will find his workaday world much the richer. Like Sherlock Holmes, 
he will be able to detect from a man’s hat that his wife does not love 
him, from a man’s cane that he fears being murdered, from a man’s 
pipe that he is muscular, left-handed, careless, and wealthy. 

Throughout his life. Dr. Bell continued to amaze his circle with the 
observation game. “When the family traveled in a train,” his surviving 
daughter. Mis. Cecil Stisted, recalls, “he would tell us where all the other 
passengers in the caniage were from, where they were going to, and 
something of their occupations and their habits. All this without having 
spoken to them. When he verified his observations, we thought him 
a magician.” 

His students also thought him a magician. Years after Dr. Bell’s death, 
A. Conan Doyle told an interviewer, “Dr. Bell would sit in his receiving 
room, with a fece like a red Indian, and diagnose people as they came in, 
before they even opened their mouths. He would tell them their symp- 
toms, and even give them details of their past life, and hardly ever 
would he make a mistake.” 

Inside the spired Royal Infirmary of Edinburgh, in the packed lecture 
amphitheater beneath the flickering gaslights. Dr. Bell daily tried to 
prove to his pupils that observation was not a form of magic but a sci- 
ence. According to one former pupil. Dr. Harold Emery Jones, writing in 
CoUier's in 1904, Dr. Bell’s standard demonstration of this, its running 
commentary given in a voice full of dry humor before each new group of 
medical students, involved taking up a tumbler filled with an amber- 
colored liquid. “This, gentlemen, contains a very potent drug,” Dr. Bell 
would explain. “To the taste it is intensely bitter. Now I want to see how 
many of you gentlemen have educated your powers of perception. Of 
course, we might easily analyze this chemically, but I want you to test it 
by smell and taste; and, as I don’t ask anything of my students which I 
wouldn’t be willing to do myself, I will taste it before passing it around.” 

Dr. Bell would then dip his finger into the liquid, put the finger to his 
mouth, sudc it, and grimace. He would then pass die tumbler around. 
Each student would dip his finger into the vile concoction, suck it, and 
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promptly make a sour face. When the tumbler had made the rounds, Dr. 
Bell would gaze at the assembly and begin laughing. '‘Gentlemen,’* he 
would say, “I am deeply grieved to find that not one of you has devd* 
oped this power of perception, which I so often speak about, for, if you 
had watdied me closely, you would have found that, while 1 placed my 
forefinger in the bitter medicine, it was tihe middle finger which found 
its way into my mouthl” 

In the Royal Infirmary wards, in the dispensaries, especially in the out- 
patient department where ailing citizens were brought forward by stu- 
dent clerks. Dr. Bell practiced what he preached. Glancing at a new- 
comer, Dr. Bell remarked, “A cobbler, I see.” He explained to his students 
that "the inside of the knee of the man’s trousers was worn; that was 
where the man had rested the lapstone, a peculiarity only found in cob- 
blers.” Another time, when a laborer appeared with a spinal complaint. 
Dr. Bdl said to him, "Your back must ache badly, but carrying a heavy hod 
of brides won’t improve it.” The laborer was astounded, and cannily in- 
quired, "I’m no’ saying ye’re wrang, but wha’ tell’t ye I was a brick- 
layer to trade?” Dr. Bell replied by pointing to the laborer’s peculiarly 
rough horny hands. On yet another occasion. Dr. Bell studied his visitor 
a moment, then announced to his students, "Gentlemen, I am not quite 
sure whether this man is a cork-cutter or a slater. I observe a slight callus, 
or hardening, on one side of his forefinger, and a little thickening on the 
outside of his thumb, and that is a sure sign he is either one or the 
other.” 

Once, when a tall weather-beaten patient entered the ward. Dr. Bdl 
looked at him and said to his students, "Gentlemen, a fisherman. It is a 
very hot summer’s day, yet the patient is wearing top)-boots. No one but 
a sailor would wear them in this season. The shade of his tan shows him 
to be a coast sailor. A knife scabbard beneath his coat, the kind used by 
fishermen. And to prove the correctness of these deductions, I notice 
several minute fishscales adhering to his clothes and hands.” 

Students of Dr. Bell’s would remember, for years after, some of the 
master’s deductive feats. Dr. Harold Emery Jones recalled that Dr. Bell 
would summon his charges up front to try their own hand at observing. 
"What is the matter with this man, sir?” Dr. Bell once asked of a quaking 
student. "No, you mustn’t touch him. Use your eyes, sir. Use your ears, 
use your brain, your bump of perception, and use your powers of deduc- 
tion.” At sea, the confused student blurted, "Hip-joint disease, sir.” Dr. 
Bell scowled, shook his head. “Hip-nothingl 'The man’s limp is not from 
his hip, but from his foot. Were you to observe closdy, you would see that 
there are slits, cut by a knife, in those parts of the shoes where the pres- 
sure of the shoe is greatest against the foot. The man is a sufferer from 
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corns, gentlonen, and has no hip tronble at ah. But he has not come 
here to he treated for corns, gendemen. His trouble is of a mudi more 
serious nature. This is a case of dironic alcoholism, gentlemen. The rubi- 
cund nose, the puffed, bloated face, die bloodshot eyes, the tremulous 
hands and twitching foce muscles, with the quich, pulsating temporal 
arteries, all show this. These deductions, gendemen, most however be 
confirmed by absolute and concrete evidence. In this instance my diag- 
nosis is confirmed by the foct of my seeing the nech of a whiskey-botde 
protruding from the patient’s right-hand coat pocket . . . never negjlect 
to ratify your deductions.” 

At one time, when young Doyle was Dr. Bell’s student assistant, a pa- 
tient entered and sat down. “Did you like your walk over die golf links 
tcxiay, as you came in from the south side of town?” inquired Dr. Bell. 
The patient replied, “Why yes, did your honor see me?” Dr. Bell had not 
seen him. “Conan Doyle could not understand how I knew,” Eh. Bell 
related later, “but on a showery day such as that had been, the reddish 
day at bare parts of the golf links adheres to the boot, and a tiny part is 
bound to remain. There is no such clay anywhere else.” Years later, writ- 
ing “The Five Orange Pips,” A. Conan Doyle had Sherlock Holmes say 
to a visitor, ‘Tou have come up from the southwest, I see.” The visitor re- 
plied, “Yes, from Horsham.” And Holmes explained, “That clay and 
chalk mixture which I see upon your toe caps is quite distinctive.” 

But the most fomous example of Dr. Bell’s skill was the one A. Conan 
Doyle told in his autobiography. A civilian outpatient, a total stranger to 
Dr. Bell, came into his ward. In silence Dr. Bell studied the visitor, then 
spoke: 

“Well, my man, you’ve served in the army.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“Not long disdiarged?” 

“No, sir.” 

“A Highland regiment?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“A non-com officer?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“Stationed at Barbados?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

Dr. Bell turned to his students. 'Tou see, gentlemen, the man was 
a respectful man, but he did not remove his hat. They do not in the 
army, but he would have learned civilian ways had he been long dis- 
charged. He has an air of authority and he is obviously Scottish. As to 
Barlmdos, his complaint is dephantiasis, which is West Indian and not 
British.” 
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Yean after, A. Conan Doyle was still sufficiently impressed by this in* 
cident (“very miraculous until it was explained," he admitted) to repro- 
duce it closely in his Sherlock Holmes story, “The Greek Interpreter.” 

A. Conan Doyle, after hve years as a struggling medical student, gradu- 
ated from Edinburgh University in 1881. He nailed up his oculist shingle 
and waited for patients. Six years later, he was still waiting. Lacking a 
practice, desperate for any kind of income, Doyle turned to writing. After 
one false start, and under the influence of Gaboriau and Poe, he decided 
to try a detective story. And for it he wanted a new kind of detective. “1 
thought of my old teacher Joe Bell, of his eagle face, of his curious ways, 
of his eerie trick of spotting details," Doyle recollected in his autobiogra- 
phy. “If he were a detective, he would surely reduce this fascinating but 
unorganized business to something nearer to an exact science. ... It 
was surely possible in real life, so why should I not make it plausible in 
fiction? It is all very well to say that a man is clever, but the reader wants 
to see examples of it — such examples as Bell gave us every day in the 
wards. The idea amused me. What should I call the fellow?” 

He called him Sherlock Holmes after an English cricketer named Sher- 
lock and Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

In describing the detective, Doyle again remembered his old instructor. 
Dr. Bell had been forty-four when Doyle last saw him. “He was thin, 
wiry, dark, with a high-nosed acute face, penetrating grey eyes, angular 
shoulders, and a jerky way of walking. His voice was high and discordant.” 
With this as Doyle’s model, Sherlock Holmes became the familiar tall, 
stooped, hawk-faced, intense, and inscrutable human bloodhound. His 
first appearance, in Beeton’s Christmas Annual, with “A Study in Scar- 
let” in 1887, was inauspicious. But as a result, an American editor, three 
years later, ordered more Sherlock Holmes stories and the detective was 
on his way to literary immortality. 

Sherlock Holmes’s deductive tricks thrilled readers on both sides of the 
Atlantic. Each Holmes stunt was discussed and admired by fans every- 
where. In “The Adventure of the Norwood Builder,” when a frantic 
young man burst into the rooms on Baker Street and announced himself 
as John McFarlane, Sherlock Holmes krily replied, “You mentioned 
your name, as if I should recognize it, but I assure you that, beyond the 
obvious facts that you are a bachelor, a solicitor, a Freemason, and an 
asthmatic, I know nothing whatever about you.” 

In “The Adventure of the Blue Carbuncle,” after studying an un- 
known’s seedy, hard felt hat. Holmes concluded, “That the man was 
highly intellectual is of course obvious upon the face of it, and also that 
he was fairly well-to-do Mdthin the last three years, although he has now 
fallen upon evil days. He had foresight, but has less now than formerly, 
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pointing to a moral retrogression, which, when taken with the decline of 
his fortunes, seems to indicate some evil influence, probably drink, at 
work upon him. This may account also for the obvious foct that his wife 
has ceased to love him. ... He has, however, retained some degree of 
self-respect. He is a man who leads a sedentary life, goes out little, is out 
of training entirely, is middle-aged, has grizzled hair which he has had 
cut within the last few days and which he anoints with lime-cream.” 

This fictional witchcraft, made so plausible by Doyle’s deft pen, be- 
came an international fad. But very often an Edinburgh graduate 
would recognize from whom Doyle had derived this genius. In 1893, the 
year before his death, Robert Louis Stevenson, after meeting the “in- 
genious and very interesting” Sherlock Holmes in print for the first time, 
asked A. Conan Doyle in a letter from Samoa, “Only one thing troubles 
me. Can this be my old friend, Joe Bell?” A. Conan Doyle was quick to 
tell Stevenson, the press, and the world that the prototype for Sherlock 
Holmes was indeed Dr. Bell. As Doyle wrote to Dr. Bell, “I fear that 
one effect of your identity being revealed will be that you will have am- 
ple opportunity for studying lunatic letters, and that part at least of the 
stream that pours upon me wfll be diverted to you. You will hear alas 
from the youth in the south of Portugal, from the American lady with the 
curved spine, from the Liverpool merchant who burns to know who Jack 
the Ripper is, from many folks who believe that their neighbors are 
starving maiden aunts to death in hermetically sealed attics.” 

At first. Dr. Bell labeled pestering reporters “fiends” and pretended 
annoyance with A. Conan Doyle. But he was secretly pleased at being 
regarded as the original of Sherlock Holmes and at the wide publicity 
given his methods. Dr. Bell occasionally passed along suggestions for 
Holmes stories, some of which Doyle regarded as impractical. When Dr. 
Bell suggested in 1892 that Holmes joust with a germ murderer, Doyle 
replied, “I think that a fine thing might be done about a bacteriological 
criminal, but the only fear is lest you get beyond the average man, who 
won’t be interested unless he thoroughly understands.” However, Doyle 
was pleased with most of Dr. Bell’s other suggestions. Once, Dr. Bell 
passed along his anecdote about the bandsman in the Highland regiment, 
who insisted that he was a shoemaker to hide the fact that he was a de- 
serter. Doyle gratefully accepted it, writing, “The deserter-cobbler is ad- 
mirable, and 1 wish I had a dozen more such cases. All you tell me is most 
useful.” And in another letter to Dr. Bell, “Your sketch of the crime is 
capital. It wants some other red herring across the scent besides the ex- 
soldier, but there is the nucleus. I shall certainly, with your kind permis- 
sion, avail mysdf of the idea.” 

Even though, in speaking of his Edinburgh mentor, A. Conan Doyle 
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pointed out that “it was toward the detection of disease tadier tihan of 
crime that his remarkable talents were directed," Dr. Bell could never 
resist dabbling in a first-class murder. This was his primary extracurricular 
activity. The Crown welcomed Dr. Bell’s detecting genius. As an amateur 
detective, without oflkial status. Dr. Bell worked hand in hand for twenty 
years with Sir Henry Littlejohn, professor of medical jurisprudence, and 
police surgeon to the city of Edinburgh. Dr. Bell’s greatest success, in the 
years before he became known as Sherlock Holmes, was the part he 
played in the sensational Chantrelle case. 

Eugene Chantrelle, a onetime Paris medical student, was a powerful, 
handsome man with mutton-chop whiskers. He had come to Edinburgh 
in 1866, to teach languages, and within a year had seduced a fifteen-year- 
old pupil named Elizabeth Dyer and been forced to marry her. The mar- 
riage was a singularly unhappy one. In moments of enthusiasm, Chan- 
trelle, cursing, would beat his wife black-and-blue> boast that he would 
yet poison her, and then leave her alone while he made the rounds of the 
city’s bordellos. 

In October, 1877, fearing that his fragile wife might meet with an acci- 
dent, Chantrelle thoughtfully insured her life for $5,000. Early one morn- 
ing, about ten weeks later, the housemaid heard a moaning from one of 
the upstairs bedrooms. Rushing to Madame Chantrelle’s room, the maid 
found her unconscious. Beside her bed were a partially filled glass of lem- 
onade, some orange slices, and a few leftover grapes. After calling Mon- 
sieur Chantrelle, the maid ran out for a doctor. Returning, the maid 
found Chantrelle huniedly stepping away from the window. The lem- 
onade glass was empty, the orange slices and grapes gone. When the doc- 
tor arrived, Chantrelle told him he thought his wife had been overcome 
by a gas leakage. At once, the doctor sent a note to Sir Henry Littlejohn; 
“If you would like to see a case of coal-gas poisoning, come up here at 
once.” 

Littlejohn, accompanied by Dr. Bell, studied the bedroom and the ail- 
ing woman, and then removed her to the Royal Infirmary. There, after 
several hours, she died. Chantrelle was told she had died of narcotic poi- 
son. He protested, “But you know we have had an escape of gasl” Nev- 
ertheless, he was arrested for murder. 

Littlejohn and Dr. Bell had indeed found evidences of poison. There 
were many green-brown vomit spots on her pillow, and two on her night- 
gown. These contained opium in solid form, mingled with grape seed 
fragments — ^matching a smaller portion of the same contents which were 
found in her alimentary canal. Checking with chemists. Dr. Bell found 
Chantrelle had recently purchased thirty doses of opium. 

Chantrelle loudly insisted his wife had died accidentally from leaking 
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gas. Investigating, (lie gas company located a broken gas pipe behind 
Madame's window shutter. The maid, daiming there had been no smdl 
of gas in the room when she discovered the body but a faint smell when 
she returned to find Chantrdle moving away from die window, tbou^t 
Chantrdle himself had wrenched tihe pipe loose to make the death ap- 
pear acddental. To this, Chantcdle repli^ he could not have broken the 
p^, since he did not even know it existed. Suspidous, Dr. Bell began 
snooping about, and finally located a p$ fitter who admitted repairing 
the pipe behind the shutter for Chantrelle only a year before, while 
''Chantrelle watdied with interest the operation.” With this evidence 
plus proof that Chantrelle had been in serious financial difficulties, the 
Crown brought the French schoolmaster to the dock. The trial lasted 
four days. The jury was out one hour and ten minutes. The verdict: 
“Guilty of murder as libelled.” 

On May 31, 1878, Chantrelle gay dog to die last, started his long 
march. Recalling the scene, a former student of Dr. Bell’s, Z. M. Hamil- 
ton, reported, “The morning of the execution, Chantrdle appeared on 
the scaffold beautifully dressed and smoking an expensive cipr. Dr. Lit- 
tlejohn was there in accordance with his duty. Just before being pinioned, 
Chantrelle took off his hat, took a last puff on his dpr and, waving his 
hand to the police physician, cried out, ‘Bye-bye, Littiejohn. Don't for- 
get to give my compliments to Joe Bell. You both did a good job in 
bringing me to the scaffoldl’ ” 

A far more spectacular affiiir, if a less satisffictory one for Dr. Bell, was 
the celebrated Monson case. This case had its b^innings in 1890, when 
a London financier. Major Dudley Hambrough, hired a bankrupt young 
Oxford graduate named Alfred Monson to tutor his seventeen-year-old 
son Cedi for the Hants Militia. Three years later, having won Cecil’s 
affection, Monson managed to insure him with the New York Mutual 
Assurance Company for $100,000, with Mrs. Monson designated as sole 
benefidary. One early morning shortly thereafter, Monson and a com- 
panion took Cedi hunting in a nearby woods. A few hours later, Mon- 
son returned to announce calmly Cecil Hambrough was dead. Monson 
claimed that after they had separated, he had heard a shot and gone in its 
direction. “I then saw Hambrough at the bottom of the sunk fence on his 
left side, with his gun beside him. We lifted him up, and he was quite 
dead.” 

Everyone agreed the death was acddental. Cedi had doubtless stum- 
bled and shot himself. After a brief time, Monson applied for the $ioo,- 
000 insurance indemnity. 'The company rqplied that Cecil was a minor, 
and hence the policy was invalid. Monson admitted he knew that, but 
had hoped to bluff payment out of them anyway. Consequently, the 
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company became suspicious, and a month later Sir Henry Littiqohn 
and Dr. Bdl exhumed the body and reexamined the remains. 

The two doctors found the skull had su^ed a triangular wound, that 
it was shattered only locally, that there was no blackening or scorching 
of the skin from gunpowder. Re-enacting the crime. Dr. Bell showed that 
to produce such a wound the shot had to be fired nine feet from the body 
by a second party. Had Cecil killed himself, by either intent or accident, 
the gun would have been but two or three feet from his skull, would 
have blown his head apart, and blackened and scorched what was left of 
it. 

Monson was indicted for murder. The Crown, using one hundred and 
ten witnesses, tried to show that Monson had earlier attempted to drown 
Cecil by boring a hole in a rowboat and, at a strategic moment, remov- 
ing the plug. Failing in this attempt, he had shot Cecil from behind. In 
support of this contention, Dr. Bell, who was receiving much fanfore as 
the living Sherlock Holmes, went to the witness stand and testified, “Mr. 
Hambrough died in consequence of a gunshot wound, and I have not 
been able to make out any way by which the injury could have been done 
either designedly or accidentally by Mr. Hambrough himself.” 

However, the presiding judge. Lord Kingsburgh, was sitting at his first 
trial. In his reminiscences later, he admitted lying awake nights in “dull 
perspiration, turning things over and over.” In his final charge, preferring 
a safe and sure verdict, he reminded the jury not to be swayed from ob- 
jective justice by Monson’s bad character. In a little over an hour, the 
jury announced, “Not Proven on both charges” — a quaint Scottish ver- 
dict meaning acquitted. 

To his last days. Dr. Bell remained convinced that Monson was guilty. 
“He got off because it was Kingsburgh’s first case,” Dr. Bell told his wife. 
“Kingsburgh was afraid to start off with a death sentence.” It pleased Dr. 
Bell to learn that Monson eventually wound up in prison for again at- 
tempting to defraud an insurance company. 

Dr. Bell went after an impossible crime, as others attack difficult cross- 
word puzzles. In 1888, when the fiendish, insane Jack the Ripper was 
prowling London’s side streets. Dr. Bell cooperated with the police. Re- 
ceiving a report detailing all the clues. Dr. Bell did most of his wmk on 
the case without leaving Edinburgh. 

No one knew whether Jack the Ripper was male or female, but all 
agreed he was the greatest monster of modern times. His surgical slaugh- 
ters, since celebrated in plays, movies, and novels, began in August of 
1888, when a prostitute was found in a Whitechapel gutter with her 
throat slit and her body cold-bloodedly mutilated. The next month ffiree 
more prostitutes were dissected. Miss Chapman, her head almost severed 
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from her body, was found in the badcyard of a tenement, her internal or- 
gans extracted and neatly laid at her feet, l^diss St^e was killed on the 
lawn of a house in which a party was taking place (a man riding a pony 
cart interrupted the dissection, the pony shied, and the Ripper ran). 
Miss Eddowes was cut down in an alley, and when the IdBer finished he 
wiped his hands on her dress. The fiffo was the worst. Mary Kelly, aged 
twenty-fom, a beautiful prostitute, was found naked on her bed, her ears, 
nos^ vital organs removed and arranged neatly around her corpse, with 
her bloody heart placed on the pillow. “The operator must have bear at 
least two hours over his hellish job,” stated Scotland Yard. “The madman 
made a bonfire of some old newspapers, and this dim irreligioos li^t, 
a scene was enacted which nothing witnessed by Dante, in his visit to the 
infernal regions, could have surpassed." 

These were the five certain murders. There may have been three oth- 
ers. London was terrified, and everyone possessing a long-handled knife 
or a knowledge of anatomy was suspected. There was a Polish barber, 
seen running from a Ripper murder (the killings ceased when he moved 
to Jersey City). There was an insane Russian physician. There was an 
American sailor. There was an English doctor, who was found floating in 
the Thames after the last crime. 

Bringing a friend of his into the investigation. Dr. Bdl sifted the evi- 
dence. 'There were two of us in the hunt," he said later, “and when two 
men set out to find a golf ball in the rough, they expect to come across it 
where the straight lines marked in their mind’s eye to it, from their orig- 
inal positions, crossed. In the same way, when two men set out to investi- 
gate a crime mystery, it is where their researches intersect that we have a 
result.” Dr. Bell and his friend made independent investigations. Fr(»n 
the suspects brought in, Dr. Bell deduced the murderer, wrote his name 
on a strip of paper, placed it in a sealed envelope. His friend did likewise. 
Hiey exchanged envelopes. In both, the same name occurred. At once. 
Dr. Bell communicated with Scotland Yard. A wedc later, the murders 
ended. If this was merdy coincidental, or if Dr. Bell was in afly way re- 
sponsfole, no one will ever know. But the murdos did end — and Jack frie 
Ripper was never arrested. 

Despite all his publicity as the original of Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Bell 
abhorred the spotlight. He was a reticent man, and interviewers actually 
learned little about his background or his private life. 

Joseph Bell, product of five generations of surgeons, was the eldest son 
of a devout and renowned physician. At the age of twenty-two, Bdl took 
his medical degree at Edinburgh University, and two years later became 
house surgeon in the Royal Infirmary. His courage was amazing. On one 
occasion, at a time when diphtheria was a little-understood disease, an 
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aOing child suffering horn diphtheria was wheded into suigeiy. After 
the operation, poison accumulated and, since there were no me^anical 
means for suction, die child was given little chance to live. Without a 
moment's hesitation Dr. Bell put his lips to the child's, suched the poison 
fmm its throat, and saved its life. As a result. Dr. Bdl himsdf cau^t 
diphtheria, which petmanendy impaired his voice. When the ddedy 
Queen Victoria, visiting Edinburgh, heard die story, she personally coO' 
gratulated Dr. Bell. 'The dear old lady was so friendly," he rqported 
afterward, “and I was not one bit flustered.” 

Dr. Bell devoted much of his medical career to crusading for nurses, 
and through this crusade he gained Florence Nightingale and Robert 
Louis Stevenson as two of his dosest friends. At a time when nurses were 
litde better dian street women, with no interest whatsoever in their pa- 
tients, Dr. Bdl fought to bring dignity to the profession. Later, when 
nursing had become fashonabl^ Dr. Bell fought equally hard to keep out 
pretty girls who were primarily interested in wearing uniforms. Dr. Bdl's 
only published b<x)k, brought out in 1906, was Notes on Smgery for 
Nurses. 

Dr. Bdl's wedded life was idyllic but short-lived. He manied at the age 
of twenty-eight, and his wife Edith died nine years later. On her tomb- 
stone he had carved, “I thank my God upon every remembrance of 
you.” He immersed himself in work, filled his home with friends, and 
grew into old age a crusty widower. He lost the Sherlock Holmes look, 
and a student remembers him toward tiie end as “a brisk Scotsman, 
rather under middle height, of compact but not stout build, and of en- 
ergetic manner. He had a weathered, rather red, full face and iron-gray 
hair and eyebrows, with little tufts of iron-gray whiskers on each cheeL” 
He walked with a limp, due to an old hunting fall, and his eye was so keen 
he could identify any bird on the wing. He liked to drive hist, never 
drank, and fdt cigarettes made his feet grow cold. 

In company. Dr. Bell expressed very definite opinions on all matters. 
“Hysterical people are generally liars,” he would say. Or, “I have no pa- 
tience with bigots. There is always some hypocrisy in conjunction with 
bigotry.” Or, after visiting the remains of Wellington and Nelson, “I 
should not have liked to know them. One should not see a hero too near.” 
He was Empire-minded, defending the Boer War to a friend: “You 
surely don’t want us to be kicked out of South Africa. Once a nation be- 
gins to give in, it is a dying nation, and soon will be a dead one.” He liked 
parables and Sir Walter Scott and pitied “poor Dreyfus.” Like all ama- 
teur detectives, he regarded policemen as flatfoots. “You cannot expect 
the ordinary policeman to stand eight hours on his legs and then develop 
a great mental strength.” 
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Above all, he bad a sense of humor. When visitors bagged him to re- 
count tales of his deductive prowess, he enjoyed rdating the story of his 
visit to a bedridden patioit ''Aren't you a l^ndsnUn?” Dr. Bell asked, 
standing over the patient. "Aye," admitted the sick man. Dr. Bell turned 
cockfly to his students. "You see, gentlemen, I am right. It u quite simple. 
Hiis man had a paralysis of the dieek musdes, the result of too much 
blowing at wind instruments. We need only inquire to confirm. What in- 
strument do you play, my man?” The man got up on his elbows. "The 
big drum, Doctor!” 

Dr. Bdl died in October, 1911, at the age of seventy-four. His funeral 
was impressive, attended by the Seaforth Hi^landers, by a deputation 
of nurses, by endless influential medical men, and by swarms of poor 
people he had treated. He was dead, but he did not rest long. 

A. Conan Doyle, before dying in 1930, became intensely interested in 
spiritualism. Doyle, who had once killed Sherlock Holmes and brought 
him back to lif^ now attempted to resurrect the prototype. One night at 
a seanc^ he announced that the late Dr. Bell had materialized and 
spoken to him. As proof, Doyle produced a spirit photograph of Dr. Bell 
attired in flowing hair and a long gown. When Dr. Bell’s daughter, Mrs. 
Stisted, saw the photograph, she was furious. 

“It looked nothing at all like Father,” she says today. “And anyway, if 
he were going to return and appear before anybody, I am most sure he 
would appear before me!” 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

The genesis of this story occurred during casual readings of long ago, 
in which I would occasionally find a hint that a real person, with as- 
tounding deductive skills, had inspired the creation of the fictional 
Sherlock Holmes. Later, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's autobiography. My 
Memories and Adventures, confirmed that there had been such a living 
prototype of Sherlock Holmes. Doyle’s book also informed me that the 
man’s name was Dr. Joseph Bell, and he had been an instructor in medi- 
cine at the University of Edinburgh. 

Sheer curiosity prompted me to begin investigating the life of this mys- 
terious Dr. Bell. I was eager to learn all that I could about a human being 
possessing such remarkable gifts. The research was not easy. It required 
tracing many sources, across many years, to construct a full man on the 
skeletal frame of a name. Some progress was made when I discovered in a 
London rare-book shop a privately printed memoir entitled Joseph Bell, 
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an Appreciation by Jessie Saxby. A major step was made after I learned 
that one of Dr. Bdl’s heirs, a ^ughter, Mrs. Cecil Stisted, was alive in 
Egerton, Kent, since Mrs. Stisted kindly shared with me personal rem- 
iniscences of her father, and loaned me his letten and scrapbooks. Otha 
valuable information was obtained when I located some writings by Dr. 
Bell, and then tracked down and interviewed former students of his in 
such widely separated cities as Edinburgh, Calgary, Chicago. 

As my research notes mounted, I think that I hoped to write a slender 
biographical book about Dr. Bell. But in the end I saw that whfle there 
was not enough background material to justify a book, there was quite 
enough for a thorough magazine article. So I wrote the article, instead. 
In abridged form, “The Incredible Dr. Bell” appeared as the lead story 
in The Sattirday Review of Uterature for May i, 1948, and then was re- 
published in the Reader’s Digest for June, 1948. 

Pleased by the favorable international response to the story, I won- 
dered if I should attempt another book project I had long had in mind. 
For years, I had wanted to write a biographical collection with the sub- 
heading, “Lives of extraordinary people who inspired memorable charac- 
ters in fiction,” in which I would reveal who had actually been Robinson 
Crusoe, Emma Bovary, Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in real life. I decided to 
go ahead with the project. I did even more research on Dr. Bell, then ex- 
panded and developed my article further, and on this cornerstone of one 
chapter I built my first published book. The Fabulous Origituds, which 
appeared in the United States in 1955. In the years aft», my story of Dr. 
Bell continued to be widely circulated, since the article was included in 
an anthology, The Saturday Review Gallery, and my own book contain- 
ing the Dr. Bell chapter was eventually published in England, Australia, 
Germany, and Spain. 

Many persons who had known Dr. Bell, some of whom had assisted 
me in researching my story, wrote to me. One of these was Dr. Douglas 
Guthrie, lecturer on the history of medicine at the University of Edin- 
burgh, who wrote me on October 10, 1955, after reading my chapter: 

I at once turned the pages to read of “The Retd Sherlock Holmes,” and 
was so fascinated that I could not stop until I had finished that chapter. 
Although I am not quite such a Doyle “fan” as the folk who foster what 
they cdO. The Sacred Canon in their societies, I am an unrepentant admirer 
of Sherlock Holmes and find him much better than any character in more 
modem thrillers. Perhaps the reason is, that I remember seeing Joseph Bell 
when I was a student, and I remember the eagerness with which the early 
Adventures in the Strand Magazine were read, and the rush to buy each new 
number. 
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You vnU be sorry to team, if you have not heard rdxeady, of the death of 
Mrs. Cecil Stisted, of Egerton, Kent, about a year ago: the last remaining 
member of the family of Dr. Joseph BtU. Her son, Mr. Joseph BeU [Stisted], 
is stUl in the house, so far as I know. 

‘•f 

Among those who also responded to my article, and then to my book 
chapter on Dr. Bell, althou^ less appreciatively^in fact, most angrily — 
was Adrian Conan Doyle, son of the creator of %erlock Holmes. 

I do not know Adrian Conan Doyle, except as one who has dedicated 
a good deal of his life to perpetuating his father’s image as the creator of 
Sherlock Holmes. The only biographical information I have on Adrian 
Conan Doyle is that which appears on the jacket of a book. The Exploits 
of Sherlock Holmes. In this volume, there are a dozen newly written 
Holmes stories, half contributed by Adrian Conan Doyle himself, and 
half done in collaboration with the estimable John Dickson Carr, but all 
based on tantalizing references to other Sherlock Holmes cases, made by 
Watson in Sir Arthur’s own stories. From the book jacket, we learn that 
"Adrian Conan Doyle is the youngest son of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
and his father’s literary executor,” that he had previously published a per- 
sonal adventure story about deep-sea fishing off Africa, that he was raised 
in the Victorian tradition, and that “the son — ^like the father — has a lust 
for adventure, cherishes relics of the past and, above all, has the same 
sense of chivalry that so completely characterized Sherlock Holmes. 
Adrian Conan Doyle uses the very desk on which his father wrote.” 

I find this as impressive as I have always found Adrian Conan Doyle 
formidable. And it gives one a better understanding of what I shall now 
relate — ^what happened to me when Adrian Conan Doyle learned that I 
credited Dr. Joseph Bell with being the inspiration for the character of 
Sherlock Holmes. 

Actually, I was neither the first nor the only one of Dr. Bdl’s champi- 
ons to incur Adrian Conan Doyle’s wrath. Four years before my story 
was published, Mrs. Stisted had chanced to display to the press some let- 
ters from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to her father, which proved that Dr. 
Bell had been the real-life prototype of Sherlock Holmes. At once, 
Adrian Doyle entered his public defense of his father as being the proto- 
type in the pages of the Edinburgh Evening News: 

“It is neither my wish nor my intention to belittle the remarkable 
characteristics of Dr. Bell, nor to question the attributes of the doctor’s 
influence upon my father. But it is my intention to rectify a most falla- 
cious impression that Sherlock Holmes was, in fact, merely a literary 
reflect of Dr. Joseph Bell. My father’s letters quoted by Mr. Stisted 
open no fresh ground whatever, for as my father’s old friends will agree. 
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one of his most marked and lovable characteristics was the genuine 
pleasure that he derived in placing the major part of the credit for any 
of his successful adventures upon the shoulders of others rather than 
upon his own.” 

This sounded the warring note, although with gentlemanly and dbival- 
rous restraint, out of respect (no doubt) to the sex and age of the enemy. 
It was almost the last time that Adrian Doyle would show such public re- 
straint in dealing with the hosts of the Dr. Bell camp. 

In 1943, the popular English biographer, Hesketh Pearson, published 
an unauthorized life entitled Conan Doyle. In it he wrote: 

"There were living models for both Holmes and Watson. Doyle 
always declared that Dr. Joseph Bell, surgeon at the Edinburgh Infirmary, 
was the model for Sherlock Holmes, but Bell once confessed that Doyle 
owed ‘much less than he thinks to me.' What happened, obviously, was 
that Bell stimulated Doyle’s fiincy, which, once release^ far surpassed 
the original.” 

Hesketh Pearson then went on to describe, at length. Dr. Bell’s de- 
ductive gifts, and several times referred to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s 
debt to his old instructor. (I might add, here, that when Hesketh Pearson 
later read my story of Dr, Bell, he wrote me, “Though this isn’t of the 
least importance . . . you call my Life of Doyle unauthorised. Actually 
the Doyle family, in the person of Adrian, gave me access to private ma- 
terial, which I acknowledged in the Note at the beginning; but of course 
the book was written quite independently and they disliked my honest 
treatment of their father, especially, I fancy, the way I deal with his spir- 
itualism.” 

Whether it was the manner in which Pearson dealt with Sir Arthur’s 
spiritualism, or simply his remark that Dr, Bell had “stimulated" the in- 
vention of Sherlock Holmes, or both reasons, the Pearson biography had 
a particularly inflammatory effect upon Adrian Doyle. In 1945, lance di- 
rected at Pearson, the youngest Doyle published a slender book. The 
True Conan Doyle, aimed, as the American jacket blurb stated, “against 
the self-styled biographers who wrote glibly and voluminously about Ar- 
thur Conan Doyle without ever having known him personally and with- 
out having access to the femily documents.” The jacket blurb then went 
on to state that Adrian Doyle’s rebuttal had “created a furor among Co- 
nan Doyle enthusiasts.” In his monograph, Adrian Doyle began: 

“During the past year, I have been distressed by the number of letters 
that have reached me from both acquaintances and strangers in protest 
against an alleged ‘biography’ of my father by a Mr. Hesketh Pearson. 
As the majority of my correspondents were, naturally, under the im- 
pression that the manuscript was submitted to me before publication, 1 
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must assure them tiiat that was not the case. In its portrayal of my father 
and his opinions, the book is a travesty.” 

Thirteen pages later, Adrian I^yfe anived at the peak of his counter- 
attack: 

"Mr. Hayden CofSn, the American journalist; has offer^ us interest- 
ing confirmation in his recent statement to the press that my father told 
him in a private int«view in 1918 that — ^“If anyone is Holmes, then I 
must confess that it is I.' For half a century, a variety of writers and 
critics have, with insufficient knowledge, confused the public mind by 
placing all the credit, and not a minor part of that credit, for Sherlock 
Holmes at the feet of Dr. Joseph BdH, which is analogous to the ridicu- 
lous position that could arise if the plaudits due to a brilliant virtuoso 
were reserved only for the teacher who gave him the original music les- 
sons. Conan Doyle was too great in himself to be annoyed by this mis- 
conception. Indeed, I know that he derived no small degree of amuse- 
ment from it. And yet he tiirew out a clue when he wrote — ‘a man 
cannot spin a character out of his inner consciousness and make it really 
lifelike unless he has the possibilities of that character within himself.' 

"Dr. Bell's remarkable characteristics brought to their full growth the 
deductive propensities latent in Conan Doyle. They did that, and they 
did no more. If the good doctor had been endowed with the power to 
create extraordinary gifts that were not already innate, tiien the Edin- 
burgh University course of 1876-81 would have produced, among the 
many hundreds of students that passed under his aegis, a spate of in- 
carnated Sherlock HolmesI” 

'This was the situation then — ^the lull before the real storm — ^when I 
published the most contemporary popular biography of Dr. Joseph Bell 
three years later. Adrian Doyle read my article in The Saturday Review of 
Literature, for he promptly wrote that publication: 

“I have in my possession the inside facts of the correspondence and 
friendly association that linked my father and his old professor. Dr. Bell. 
I wish to place it on record that there is not a word of truth in Mr. Irving 
Wallace's statement that Dr. Bell made an assertion that he was Sher- 
lock Holmes. On the contrary, he denied it most flatly, whfle on the 
otiier hand in 1918 my ffither put on record the ffict that Sherlock 
Holmes was none oth» than himself.” 

More amused than irritated, I saw no point in heightening the con- 
flict. I do not mean to sound lofty, not when facing so indomitable a 
combatant as Adrian Conan Doyle, Keeper of the Name, but I felt that 
my story of Dr. Bell, much of it based on documented facts from the Bell 
ffimOy, would withstand any doubts engendered in readers by the Young- 
est Son. 
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When the public reception accorded my Dr. Bell article encouraged 
me to expand upon it and include it as the initial biography in my first 
book, The Fabulous Oriffndls, I foresaw no further difficulties with 
Adrian Doyle. I thought that, having had his say, he considered fte 
matter closed. I was never more mistaken. 

The English edition of The Fabulous Origjmals appeared throughout 
Great Britain in 1956, under the notable imprint of Longmans, Green & 
Co., Ltd. The English edition was widely and favorably received, and 
one major review, written by the renowned and respected Cyril Connolly, 
appeared under the heading “Bonowed From Life” in the Sunday Times 
of London. In his essay, Mr. Connolly considered the Dr. Bdl (hapter 
one of “the three most interesting studies in this book.” He spoke of 
Conan Doyle’s “obsession” with Dr. Bell. He went on: 

“Conan Doyle envied the effortless, eccentric superman who was also 
an aesthete, while he waited in vain for patients in Portsmouth. . . . 
Dr. Bdl practiced deduction and astounded his students. Conan Doyle 
created Sherlock Holmes from him, and when the ffict was known Dr. 
Bell began to be consulted by Scotland Yard, grew more like Holmes 
and claimed to solve the mystery of Jack the Ripper.” 

In Geneva, Switzerland, Adrian Doyle read the Cyril Connolly re- 
view, and, clearly enraged, took down his rusty lance and charged off to 
defend the family honor. His immediate action was to fire off a stem 
communication for publication in Cyril Connolly’s newspaper, the Sun- 
day Times. In the Sunday Times, the son argued the case for his father 
as the real Sherlock Holmes and trasted this would put down “Mr. Wal- 
lace’s ingenuous efforts to re-create a fairy tale.” 

Still brooding perhaps about the injustice done to his father’s creathr- 
ity, determined once and for all to rout and humiliate the Dr. Bell adher- 
ents, either Adrian E)oyle or his relatives got in touch with their solicitors 
in Wobum Square, London. In January, 1957, Mark Longman, of Long- 
mans, Green & Co., received a 1^1 warning from the solicitors of “the 
fomily of the late Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.” The solicitors — ^fearsomely 
named Vertue and Churcher, Amalgamated with Gush, Phillips, Wal- 
ters and Williams — ^wrote that their clients were concerned about “cer- 
tain totally false and damaging statements” in my story on Dr. Bell. 
What disturbed their clients most, the solicitors declared, was that I had 
daimed as a fact that A. Conan Doyle wrote Dr. Bell asking him for Sher- 
lock Holmes plots and thanking him for those received. Unless I could 
provide tangible proof of A. Conan Doyle’s doing this, I was being ad- 
vised to publish an immediate retraction of my statement and offer my 
full apologies to the Doyle family. If I foiled to provide either evidence 
or an apology, then the Doyle fomily was ready to take “action” to pro- 
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tect Ihe value of their copyright and Sir Arthur's memory from hibricated 
writings calculated to damage it. 

Learning of my position, the celebrated Ntiw YorlT copyright attorney, 
Philip Wittenberg, checked the fects in the case and then volunteered to 
defend me against any legal action. He felt confident that the Doyle fern- 
ily did not have a sound case. Whfle Wittenberg stood by, I wrote Long- 
mans, Creen & Co. in London: 

I am enclosing all the evidence that I believe is necessary at this time. 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, in his autobiography, admitted that he had re- 
ceived “suggestions” for stories from Dr. Bell. And, in personal letters written 
to Bell, he confessed to using these suggestions for Sherlock Holmes stories. 
Also, in these letters, he requested that BeU send him more ideas for Sher- 
lock Holmes plots. I am sending you copies of this correspondence. 

Following the submission of this first preliminary evidence, the Doyle 
solicitors, Vertue and Churcher, Amalgamated with Gush, Phillips, 
Walters and Williams, were not heard from again. I felt I had silenced 
the Doyle family for all time. As before, I was mistaken, for I underesti- 
mated the wrath and energy of the Youngest Son. 

In his Swiss retreat at 3 Quai Turrettini, Geneva, Adrian Conan 
Doyle was apparently contemplating his bent lance and sifting through 
a mass of clippings reviewing my book and its chapter on Dr. Bell. At last, 
Adrian Doyle took to his pen. If he could not have my neck in a court of 
law, he would have it in the court of public appeal. His letters went out 
to such diverse newspapers as the Northern Echo, Priestgate, Darling- 
ton; the Bristol Evening World, Bristol; and The Bulletin and Scots Pic- 
torial, Glasgow. 

While both J. L. H. Stisted, on behalf of Dr. Bell's family, and I had 
replied to Adrian Doyle in the Sunday Times of London, and felt our 
presentation of the facts sufficient, we were now shaken by the force and 
detail of Adrian Doyle's fresh and most determined assault. My time was 
valuable to me, and I saw no use in dredging up all the old facts once 
more. I felt any new defense I made would engage me, possibly unto 
eternity, with a seemingly tireless opponent. 

But then I began to read what Adrian Doyle was writing to the British 
press in February and March of 1957, and I knew that I must rally my 
strength for one last battle. There was, after all, much at stake. Possibly 
more for me than for Adrian Doyle. For while the son was defending the 
integrity of a relative, I was defending my own integrity as an author. 

I studied the letter that Adrian Doyle was sending to the press. The 
full version of Adrian Doyle’s letter, as it appeared in the Northern Echo, 
February 5, 1957, read as follows: 
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Sir, 

Omng to my absence abroad, H is only recently that my aUentkm has 
been drawn to a book dUegedly on the subject of Sherbxk Hobnes by a Mr. 
Irving Wdlace. 

I have never denied that Dr. Bell played a distingui^ted part in setting the 
model for Holmeses methods in my fabler's mind and in developing the lat- 
tefs own powers for observation and deduction. But that was dd. As this 
American author quotes an 1892 letter in which my father, with typiai 
modesty, attempted to endow his old professor with the identity of Hobnes, 
it is worth whUe to consider Bed’s reply — **No, no, my dear Conan Doyk, 
you are yourself Sherlock Holmes, and wed you know it.” 

The correctness of Beffs assertion was proved by later events, such as the 
Slater case, the Edalji case, the Missing Dane, etc. Mr. Wallace attempts to 
make play with the fact that Stevenson, when expressing his admiration for 
my father's writings, identified Bed from the Holmes-trick of deduction. Of 
course he did, for this was the very characteristic that first planted in my 
father's imagination the idea of developing his own type of detective. But 
what else did Steverrson write in 1894? “Jn the forefront of every battle for 
justice wid be seen the white plume of Conan Doyle.” It was a prophecy that 
came true. 

It was Conan Doyle, not Bed, who created Sherlock Holmes, and it was 
Conan Doyle, to a far greater degree than Bed, who put into practice 
Holmes’s methods for the solution of crime in red life. This fact was rec- 
ognised almost from the first by such famous criminologists as Dr. Edmond 
Locard, H. Ashton-Wolfe, Dr. Katju, WiUiam J. Bums, and others, some of 
whom came to England for the express purpose of consulting him on diffi- 
cult cases. 

Though Mr. Wallace is ignorant of the red identity of Holmes, the po- 
lice officials knew, certain crimituds knew and so did those who wrote such 
letters to him as (I quote from the archives) : “Sir Corum Doyle, you breaker 
of my shackles, you lover of truth for justice’s sake”; or “I have had an ex- 
traordirutry escape and I dread to think what might have happened. I don’t 
know how to thank you sufficiently ... for ad you have dorw for me”; or 
“There are those who say you have not long to live. I won’t answer for your 
safety a day.” 

We are now told that Bed played a leading part in the Chantrede murder 
case, etc., and yeti am informed by an expert in criminologicd history that 
his name is not even mentioned in any of the documentations which are 
given in fud in Notable British Trials. It seems that the editors of Engfantls 
most renowned encyclopaedia of crime have been startiingly remiss. 

Reasonable criticism one accepts, however much one may disagree with it, 
but I wid not remain silent in the face of downri^t inventions about my 
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father. There ie not a word of truth in Uie tasertion that he wrote “Utter 
after Utter to Bed, addng him, and thankom him, for plots." As curator of 
his records, which mcidentaOy include many thousands of Utters covering 
every period of his life, lamina position to state that he corresponded very 
little with his old teacher. 

In chasing the dtadow rather than the substance, Mr. Wallace has missed 
a golden opportunity. Had he been a researcher, he would have found him- 
self engrossed in my fathefs wonderful archives, where he might have learnt 
of the part that Holmes, or rather his “fabulous original,” played behind the 
scenes of Britain’s natUnud life. Only a few weeks ago a learned professor 
who, at the instigation of a worldfamous university, has been occupied with 
these very researches, preparatory to a fuUy documented ^oo,oooword stand- 
ard reference work on my father, wrote to me: “In spite of Dickson Can's 
fine Life of Sir Arthur, I did not redixe the wide range of influence, M the 
more extraordinary because it was hidden, that your father wielded in no- 
tioTud affairs during that critical period from the turn of the century until the 
end of the Great War.” There, in the facts of that hidden influence function- 
ing on a nobU level and in his country's interests, we have the epitome of 
the living Holmes. 

Yours etc., 

Adrian Conan DoyU 

I knew that I could not permit this attack on my Dr. Bell story to go 
unchallenged. And so, marshaling my research notes, I replied to Adrian 
Doyle carefully and at length. I sent o£F my defense of Dr. Bell as proto- 
type not only to the Northern Echo, where it appeared in full on 
Nfarch 27, 1957, but to every other British newspaper which I learned 
had published Adrian Doyle’s attadc. My letter, as it appeared in the 
Northern Echo, read as follows: 

Sir, 

Several months ago the Northern Echo was kind enough to review my 
book. The Fabulous Originals, which concerned itself with unusual red per- 
sons who inspired the creation of memorabU characters in fiction. Among 
the most notabU of these was Dr. Joseph BeU, consulting surgeon to the 
Boyd Infirmary of Edinburgh, whose remarkable tdents inspired one of his 
students. Sir Arthur Cotton Doyle, to invent Sherlock Holmes. 

Recently, I have been informed there appeared in your pages a letter, 
tigned by Mr. Adrian Conan Doyle, taking strong exception to the facts in 
my book — facts unearthed after years of research and first-hand interviews. 
Since Mr. Doyle disparages my research, my biography of Dr. Bed, and the 
abilities of Dr. BeU himself, I.feel it my duty to have my day in court. 
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White one must, indeed, admire Mr. Dcyht’t fiUtd devotion, one cannot 
hdp hut fed that this very devotion detracts from his objectivity. I have 
made the fuU case for Dr. Bell as the original of Sherlock Holmes in my 
book. I shall do no more than briefly summarise that case here. 

t. The star witness in the case for Dr. BeU remains none other than the 
creator of Sherlock Holmes himself. A. Conan Doyle, in a letter to Dr. Bdl 
dated May 7, 1892, frankly acknowledged the source of his inspiration. He 
admitted that he owed the creation of Holmes to his old instructor’s teach- 
ings and to his demonstrations of deduction, inference and observation, 
A. Conan Doyle further acknowledged Dr. BeU as the prototype in inter- 
views given to the press and in Jus autobiography. 

2. Over a period of years I corroborated A. Conan Doyle’s admission by 
correspondence or persottal interviews with other students who, like Doyle, 
had studied under Dr. BeU in the Royal Infirmary of Edinburgh and who 
knew the role their mentor played in the creation of Sherlock Holmes. 
Among these were Dr. J. Gordon Wilson, Mr. Z. M. Hamilton, and Dr. Har- 
old E. Jones. Even Robert Louis Stevenson, in i 8 g^, after meeting the ’’in- 
genious and very interesting’ Sherlock Holmes in print for the first time, 
asked A. Conan Doyle in a letter from Samoa, ’’Only one thir^ troubles me. 
Can this be my old friend Joe BeU?” 

3. Though A. Conan Doyle’s place in modem literature is secure, though 
he performed wonders in the Eddji and Slater cases, there are stiU those 
who have written that Doyle was ’’singularly unobservant." Dr. BeU, on the 
other hand, performed miracles of observation and deduction before his stu- 
dents, among them Doyle — and his investigations in the Chantrelle, Mon- 
son, and Jack the Ripper murder cases cannot be dismissed lightly. Mr. 
Adrian Doyle remains highly suspicious of Dr. BelXs detecting abilities, since 
an ’’expert" had informed him that the Notable British Trials edition of the 
Chantrelle trmrder made no mention of Dr. BeU. On the other hand, Mr. 
Adrian Doyle’s “expert” neglected to inform him that many other English 
sources did give fair credit to Dr. BelTs role in this case, among them the 
late WUUam Roughead, a leading editor of the Notable British Trials series. 

With little relevance to the issue at hand, Mr. Adrian Doyle has made a 
spirited defence of his father’s “hidden influence" in the affairs of England. 
I do not doubt this, and I never have. A. Cortan Doyle is as admired and be- 
loved in America as in his homeland. This, however, makes him no better a 
candidate for the prototype of Sherlock Holmes than Dr. BeU, who counted 
among his supporters Queen Victoria, Florence Nightingale — and Arthur 
Conan Doyle. 

Mr. Adrian Doyle’s untiring argument for his father as prototype and de- 
tective seems to me unnecessary. His father has his immortdity as author 
of the Sherlock Holmes saga. It is enough. He does not require {run, I fed 
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mre, would he demand, were he alive) the additional honour of being the 
model for his own hero. Undoubtedly, were he alive today, he would repeat 
what he asserted more than a half -century ago — that Hr. Joseph Bell w<a 
the inspiration for Sherlock Holmes. 

Yours etc., 
Irving Wallace 

With the publication of my letter, there came silence and peace, and 
it was wonderful. This zany literary conflict about who was the real Sher- 
lock Holmes ended in 1957, and has not been revived to this day. |t is my 
hope that a mellower Adrian Conan Doyle has come to a closer under- 
standing of what the Dr. Bell heirs feel and what I believe: that Sir Ar- 
thur Conan Doyle deserves all of the credit for being the creator of one 
of the greatest and most enduring characters of fiction, Sherlock Holmes, 
and that Sir Arthur’s university instructor. Dr. Joseph Bell, deserves credit 
for having possessed extraordinary gifts that inspired the invention of 
Doyle’s character. 

I shall conclude with a summary of the controversy, written by the 
Marquis of Donegal in The Sherlock Holmes Journal, tenth issue, pub- 
lished by the Sherlock Holmes Society of London: 

“There, for the moment, the matter rests. . . . Let us call the fair- 
minded layman’s attention to Dr. Bell’s preface to the 1893 Ward, Lock 
and Bowden edition of A Study in Scarlet. 

“Obviously, Dr. Bell’s modesty forbade him to lay direct claim to be- 
ing the ‘prototype.’ But he writes: — (the italics are ours) 

“ ‘Dr. Conan Doyle’s education as a student of medicine taught him 
how to observe, and his practice . . . has been a splendid training for 
a man such as he is, gjifted with eyes, memory and imagination. 

“ ‘Trained as he has been to notice and appreciate minute detail. Dr. 
Doyle saw how he could interest his intelligent readers. . . .’ 

“So, as Jonathan Small asked, in The Sign of Four: — ‘Is there any 
other point you would like to ask about?’ ” 
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T ms IS ABOUT SEX in Japan. 

For five years now, week after week, the Tokyo radio has been 
promising elimination of the geisha girl. The most recent shortwave re- 
ports state that all geisha will soon become members of women’s labor 
battalions. 

I am here to say it will not come to pass. 

In mobilizing their empire for a last-ditch stand in this Second World 
War, the Japanese leaders can go far. 'They can make their people eat 
dried seaweed, canned grasshoppers, bread baked of straw and green 
leaves. They can make their people give up telephones, warm kimonos, 
weekend vacations, autos, tobacco, foreign movies, romantic songs, 
dancing. They can eliminate formal wedding ceremonies. They can re- 
move the saaed metal from a hundred thousand temples. 

All this they can take away, and no trouble. But let them touch the 
geisha — and comes the revolution. 

The reason, of course, is that in Japan sex is a special subject, kept 
apart from all others, as are Bushido, flower arrangement, Sendai chests, 
slave labor, and the emperor. I learned this in Tokyo a year before 
Pearl Harbor, when I visited Mr. Hidezo Kubo, known variously as Pres- 
ident of the Shimbashi Geisha Guild and the yellow woman’s John L. 
Lewis. 

It was only in order to understand the nature of the Japanese better 
that I explored the subject of the geisha girl. 

Japan is a man’s world. The average wife is no more than a passive 
instrument for breeding. Romance and love in the Western sense do not 
warm the Japanese famfly hearth. But there is anodier guise for sex — or 
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semal stimulation. In Japan, tbe geisha girl alone represents a lofty 
world where flirtation and romance are raised to professional arts, mel- 
lowed and refined by centuries of practice. The geisha girl is sex in Japan. 
And she is there to stay. 

I was first introduce to the geisha by a lanky, toothy Indian named 
V. Chodcalingam, who was recommended to me as the one person who 
could show me the Tokyo not to be found in the guidebooks. He deed 
out a living by writing occasional dispatches for the United India Press. 
He spoke several Indian tongues, a perfect Japanese which he had 
learned while at his university, and English. He read banned books and 
argued worid politics in the lobby of the Imperial Hotel. 

It was Chock who took m^ one Saturday night, first to the renowned 
Yoshiwara district of Tokyo. The Yoshiwara is a city within a city, where 
at least 6,000 of Japan’s 70,ocx> licensed “one-night wives” or prostitutes 
— ^who are not geisha — are segregated. Most of them are in semislavery, 
each dwelling in a tiny cage-style house with barred windows. This S3^tem 
has had apologists. In an English-language guidebook published by the 
Hokuseido Press of Tokyo, an Englishman, George Caiger, writes of the 
Yoshiwara: 

“In no other great dty can ladies go through such a quarter in the sure 
knowledge that they will meet with no insult, and see no immodesty or 
vulgarity. . . . Vice is here robbed of its viciousness, for it is dignified, 
and, in the final analysis, a civilized handling of a universal problem.” 

I saw a nightful of this “civilized handling.” We walked through the 
narrow streets, none more than six feet wide, flanked on either side, end- 
lessly, by the miniature houses. Sometimes, I could observe the young 
ladies reading or sewing indoors. Other times, they stood at their win- 
dows and called “Ha-ro,” a corruption of “Hello.” Most of the girls were 
decorous, only a very few obscene. 

We went into one of the larger houses, down the wooden corridors, 
past the sliding partitions. I met four or five of the girls. They were all in 
mthless bondage — but all resigned to it. Most came from farms. There 
were frequent bad seasons on the farms, and if a father wished to sur- 
vive, he would borrow perhaps $300 from the men of Yoshiwara, and 
turn over his fifteen-year-old daughter as security for the loan. The daugh- 
ter would work off this debt with her body. After four or five years, the 
debt might be repaid, and then the daughter could return to the farm. 
But usually, she just remained. 

Chock assured me, however, that the Yoshiwara was not the real sex 
story of Japan. The most important part of the story, he said, was the 
geisha. Everyone talked so much about the geisha that the subject was 
considered a clich6. “But no one’s really covered it,” he said. “And 
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when you lealize Ihe geishas have one of the most powerful unions-~" 

'Tou mean they’re organized?” 

Chock nodded. “Best onion in Japan. And I know tiie head man. His 
name is Hidezo Kubo, president of the Shimbashi Geisha Guild.” 

So I went with Chock to see Mr. Kubo. 

»« 

Hidezo Kubo was a slight, grayish, immaculate man attired in a Palm 
Beach suit. He was bald except for a thin semicircle of hair. He wore 
metal-rimmed spectacles and a quiet mustache. He was sixty-five years 
old. 

He sat, in the best Little Napoleon manner, behind a massive, aseptic 
walnut desk. His large office contained two fat safes, three busts of Japa- 
nese war heroes, an old gramophone. Also, there was a microphone and 
switch. "It is our speaker system,” Mr. Kubo explained. “It connects me 
with each of our four floors.” 

Mr. Kubo’s sanctum was on the second floor of the guild’s four-story 
modernistic building in the heart of Tokyo. From this office, Mr. Kubo, 
possessing the world's strangest and perhaps in ways most enviable job, 
controlled the daily doings of 280 first-rate geisha houses in the Shim- 
bashi district of the island’s capital. Mr. Kubo was, indeed, the middle- 
man to end all middlemen. 

In Tokyo, there were three million males. 'The love life of most of these 
males consisted largely of visiting the 13,793 geisha girls residing in 
4,526 geisha houses located in Tokyo’s fifty-four geisha districts — of 
which the most expensive and exclusive was Mr. Kubo’s Shimbashi dis- 
trict. 

Actually, Mr. Kubo’s guild was a clearinghouse in sex. Whenever a 
male, or a group of males, desired female companionship, they phoned 
Mr. Kubo or any one of his eighty office employees. Then Mr. Kubo, in 
turn, advised his geisha to be prepared for visitors at their machiai or 
waiting house, that evening, or ordered them to be on hand at the ryoriya 
or restaurant. 

“But, I must make one thing clear to you,” said Mr. Kubo from behind 
his walnut desk, “and it is important. In fact, it is why I wished to see you 
even on a Sunday afternoon. It is that our geisha girls are not prostitutes 
— and our Shimbashi district is not a red-light districtl” 

I started to comment on this point, but he was just beginning his edu- 
cational discourse. His spectacles wavered on his nose as he spoke. 

“Oh, yes, it is unfortunately true,” he continued, “that some of the 
third-rate geisha, in cheaper districts, who are unaccomplished in the tra- 
ditional arts, have lowered themselves by becoming mere prostitutes. 
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Hiese cheap gasha have given all geisha a bad name with foreigners. 

'T do not say that every one of my eight hundred girls here is a virgin. 
After all, their virginity is a private matter, jest as it is with American en* 
tertainers like your movie actresses in Hollywood. From what I have 
heard about your movie actresses, I would venture to say that our geisha 
use their bodies far less for purposes of advancement. 

“The main point is this — our geisha do not make a living by romancing 
with guests. They make a living purely from reciting songs, dancing, 
playing the samisen, conversing wittily. Just last week, there was a profes- 
sor here from one of your big American universities. He spent one night 
with our girls and left convinced they were not prostitutes.” 

I asked the professor’s name. Mr. Kubo started to tell me, stopped, 
then wagged his head. 

“No, I'd better not tell. Anyway, if the professor could be convinced, 
maybe you too will go home and help conect the impression in America 
that the geisha are prostitutes. In keeping with the New Order in Japan, 
and to lift the unfair stigma attached to the word geisha, we in the guild 
are planning to call our girls by a different name. Maybe that will help.” 

The geisha have had a long history in their straggle to rise above pros- 
titution. In 1761, retired courtesans became the first geisha. For almost a 
century, they were nothing more than expensive -fiUes de joie. Finally in 
1830, foe samurai, foe specially privileged feudal-brutal knights of Japan, 
began patronizing and defending foe geisha, and thus gave them re- 
spectability. After that, the geisha foemselves made a fight to break away 
from outright prostitution. Those who preferred the life of foe red light 
disappeared into Yoshiwara, while those who preferred to be entertainers 
enlisted in the rapidly rising Shimbashi. By 1890, foe geisha were con- 
sidered so chaste that if one of their number permitted herself a bed 
partner on company time, she was driven from the district, while her 
best kimono was taken from her and hung in disgraceful display from 
foe center of foe waiting house for all to see. 

Mr. Kubo informed me further that there were six classes of geisha. 
His own charges fell into the upper two bradrets. The first class was called 
jimae, and its young ladies owned their own private houses. The second 
class was called wake, and it included the young ladies who divided their 
incomes fifty-fifty with foe house owners. In foe third class were foe girls 
called schichisan, who kept three-tenths of their earnings. “The rest,” 
said Mr. Kubo, “are foe lower-class geisha, who give us a bad name. We 
nickname them the pillow geisha. I do not have to explain.” 

All this anti-prostitution talk left me honestly befuddled, and still skep- 
tical. I had been to three expensive geisha parties, two sponsored for 
me by the Japanese government, and anofoer, quaintly enough, spon- 
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sored by the Japanse-Amoican Friendship Society. Eadi of these par- 
ties ended with my friends, stimulated by potent s^e^ wandering off for 
the night with their respective first-class geisha. 

But I suppose such activity, as Mr. Kubo insisted, was purely extracur- 
ricular. I recall reading a bwk, Geisha Girl, written by Mr. Aisabuto 
Aldyama, published in Yokohama. One passage explained: 

"The geisha may be taken for an independent artist unique in nature 
providing her chastity be kept intact. It is, nevertheless, a deplorable 
fact that she is often deprived of her virtue by wanton guests who lay 
manifold nets over her in a way that makes it practically impossible to 
escape.” 

I asked Mr. Kubo if it was true that most girls were driven into the ca- 
reer of geisha because of economic necessity. “In this respect. I've heard 
it’s just like Yoshiwara,” I said. 

Mr. Kubo bristled indignantly. “We have no slavery,” he replied. 
“There are some cheap districts that give parents 500-yen loans and re- 
ceive their daughters for five years to work off the loans, but that is mere 
prostitution again. Here, in Shimbashi, our district is so famous, so 
wealthy, so well patronized, that girls come to us of their own free will to 
audition. We study the new girls. Finally, we select fifty a year for quali- 
ties of appearance, voice, health, intelligence. Sometimes, we learn of a 
young geisha in Kobe or Osaka who is very popular, and we buy up her 
contract. But usually we depend upon developing new girls. We take 
them between twelve and twenty-one; most have attended high school, 
some have even gone to college. We teach them singing, dancing, con- 
versation; we teach them to play the samisen, our traditional three- 
stringed instrument which resembles your guitar; and we teach them the 
drums, flute, cymbals. 

“Here, in Shambashi, a geisha need develop only one of these talents 
well. If she becomes expert in it, she can make a good deal of money.” 

I wondered what a good deal of money might be. 

“To hire one geisha from us for one hour’s entertainment,” said 
Mr. Kubo, “the customer must pay 4.40 yen, or one dollar in your Ameri- 
can money. Out of this 4.40 yen, 79 sen goes to the restaurant where the 
geisha entertains, 36 sen goes to us here in the guild, and the remaining 
3.25 to the geisha herself. If the geisha entertains two hours, her cus- 
tomer pays 6.50 yen — of which 1.30 goes to the restaurant, 42 sen to us, 
and the remaining 4.78 to her. 

“Thus, if a geisha is well accomplished and popular, she earns from 700 
to 800 yen a month. That is about $200 a month American money. An 
unpopular geisha would earn only one-tenth of that.” 

It wasn’t until much later that I learned how impressive these earnings 
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itf a fiistdass geisha were— by Japanese standards they were fabuloos, 
considering that the average Japanese girl in the cotton mill received ex- 
actly $$.88 a month. 

Mr. Kabo had been mentioning the fees collected by his Geisha Guild, 
and I thought it time to inquire into tire exact function of this guild. 

“First let me explain how we came about,” said Mr. Kubo. “At the 
turn of the century, there were five types of places frequented by geisha. 
There were restaurants, waiting houses, meat markets, fiish stores, and 
houseboats. You have seen the b^ dry ditches through Tokyo? They 
used to be caiuils traveled by houseboats. Then, at the time of Premier 
Ito, the country was filled with revolt, with terror and assassination. Po- 
litical refugees fled to these five different types of places, and while in 
hiding, while discussing and planning their future political action, they 
were entertained by the geisha. Finally, the government combined these 
five different places into two — ^Japanese-style restaurants and waiting 
houses. And the government established a Geisha Guild to transact all 
business between the individual geisha, and the establishments and their 
customers. 

“The Shimbashi Guild is a subsidiary of the main guild. Its purpose is 
to keep the geisha from being exploited, to create better working condi- 
tions and higher wage minimums, to see that the geisha receives proper 
treatment, and to offer her services to the accredited restaurants and 
houses. The geisha is not at all mistreated. She has a voice. She can even 
strike — ^in fact, has gone on strike.” 

In one of the most incredible episodes in modem Japanese history, the 
traditional geisha went on strike. On February 26, 1957, Domei, the Japa- 
nese news agency, reported the first geisha strike: 

“Declaring they were exploited by their management, which refused 
them the right to form a new trade union, some eighty geisha girls of 
Osaka have staged a spectacular walkout unparalleled in Japanese his- 
tory. Leaving the gay quarters of Osaka, the strikers marched in a body up 
tortuous mountain slopes to the Gyokuzo Temple, where priests gave 
sanctuary to the valiant strikers in their little temple . . . 

“There the strikers issued a manifesto declaring their determination to 
fight to the death to gain their twin demands — ^the right to form their 
own trade union and permission to select their own gentlemen friends. 
'We are not cheap Japanese goods for sale to all comers at bargain rates,’ 
they prodaimed.” 

By the end of the second day of the strike, the group of eighty geisha 
grew until it numbered three hundred. All night life in Osaka was halted. 
After two weeks, the diief of the Osaka police called an emergency con- 
ference and around a table thirty angry employers and thirty triumphant 
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geisha met and argued. In the end, the geisha got their special union, and 
won the right they still possess to accept or reject male companions of- 
fered them. 

Mr. Kubo said tiiat his own guild tried to improve the quality of geisha. 
Of course, he admitted, there was not much time for guidance and 
schooling. The girls often worked from six in the morning until nine at 
night at private parties in restaurants, and then from nine to midnight at 
the waiting houses. But every afternoon, the guild conducted a three- 
hour instruction period. If a girl had the time, she could attend daily, at a 
fee of only one yen a month. These classes could help her improve her 
classical dancing, or teach her to converse with more intelligence on poli- 
tics and sports. 

“Also,” added Mr. Kubo, “once a year at our private theater, the Shim- 
bashi Embujo, we put on a show. It gives visitors a chance to see how 
some of the girls have improved, and gives new stars publicity. The most 
popular hundred and twenty in this show receive diplomas of accom- 
plishment, which you can see framed on the walls of the rehearsal rooms 
downstairs.” 

“Who are some of your most famous geisha?” I inquired. 

“Generally, they are all famous,” Mr. Kubo answered with a flash of 
levity. Then sobering, “We have one famous one, Kiharu, who speaks 
English.” 

I said that I had met her. 

“Yes? She is charming. Don't you think so?” said Mr. Kubo. “Her fa- 
ther was a physician. He died and left his family poor. So Kiharu, who 
had studied singing and languages, became a geisha to support her fam- 
ily. She is twenty-six now, and the Foreign Office uses her always to en- 
tertain you American visitors. I now have five or six other young girls all 
studying English, so they can take care of American and British parties.” 

Mr. Kubo recalled some of the other famous Shimbashi geisha. There 
was Okoi, who had had a stockbroker and a wrestler for her lovers, and a 
Kabuki actor for a husband until he deserted her. Eventually, Okoi’s tal- 
ents attracted Prince Taro Katsura, Prime Minister of Japan, and he took 
her for his mistress. Throughout the Russo-Japanese War of 1904, Okoi 
was the confidante of the prime minister and his advisers. 'N^en the 
prime minister fell into disfavor after the war, his geisha mistress was 
equally condemned, and had to go into hiding. After Katsura died, Okoi 
retired to a nunnery, where she herself died in the mid-i94o’s. 

An even more legendary Shimbashi geisha was the beautiful Ohana, 
who became the mistress of the late Prince Saionji, last of ttie elder 
statesmen and intimate adviser of Hirohito. At the time of tbe Versailles 
Peace Conference, Prince Saionji took his geisha to Paris with him, and 
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President Woodrow Wilson, charmed by her demeanor, presented her 
with a pearl necklace. There was considerable embarrassment later, 
when President Wilson learned of the young lady's occupation and posi- 
tion. “Today,” said Mr. Kubo, “Ghana is retired. She''is abbess of a nun- 
nery near Tokyo. Of course, all our girls aspire to such fame. They all 
dream of growing up to be another Okichi— you know, like Gho-Cho-San 
in Puccini’s Madame Butterfly" 

Unlike Puccini’s operatic geisha, Okidii was a real person, and her 
Lieutenant Pinkerton was also real and his name was Townsend Harris. 
He was the first United States consul general to the Japan which Ad- 
miral Perry had just opened to the West. To please the middle-aged 
Harris, Japanese officials took a leading eighteen-year-old geisha, Okichi, 
away horn her carpenter sweetheart and introduced her to the American 
consul. Okichi, known for her comdiness and her singing, entranced the 
American, and she, in turn, found him attractive and eventually fell 
deeply in love with him. However, when new American officials arrived 
in Japan, Townsend Hanis was forced to send away his geisha mistress 
temporarily. As he became busier and busier, she became lonelier and 
lonelier. Soon, she took to drinking, became an alcoholic, and Harris 
could do nothing but give her up. Some years after his death in Brooklyn, 
Okichi suffered a stroke and committed suicide. 

“But it is Okichi’s Madame Butterfly years that our girls dhioose to re- 
member and envy,” said Mr. Kubo. 

Then, a little teasingly, Mr. Kubo asked me if I had met any of the 
male geisha. I had not, and I was unable to hide my amazement. 

“We have many male geisha, or hokan, as we call them,” said Mr. Kubo. 
“It will surprise you maybe to know we have one American citizen who 
is an official geisha working for the Asakusa Guild. He specializes in 
Japanese dancing and even has a male patron!” 

After that, we discussed the future of the individual geisha, and 
Mr. Kubo was cheerful. He said that he lost as many as twenty-five girls a 
year to marriage. I later learned that this was an exaggerated figure. For 
while most of the geisha acquired generous patrons, few ever have the op- 
portunity to marry those patrons. Most geisha are resigned to achieving, 
with good fortune, the role of mekake or “second wife.” The best that 
the average geisha might hope for was ownership of her waiting house — 
and security. 

It was already late, the Sunday afternoon almost gone, and I saw that 
it was time to leave. I looked at Chock, who had been interpreting for 
me, and Chock told me that he would like to ask a question of his own. 

“I’ve been with a lot of geisha,” said Chock. “Now I want you to tell 
me a secret, Mr. Kubo. What type of man do the girls like?” 
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Mr. Kubo answered this one in the stereotyped tradition of die best 
Hollywood press agent. 

“Our girls like decent men,” he said. “They have told me they like men 
who are clean, who are frank and goodheart^. I say to you that if a very 
rich munitions manufacturer comes to a geisha and puts all his indecent 
blood money before her, she will scorn him and turn to more decent 
men.” 

I had a faint suspicion that Mr. Kubo’s reply had been colored by a 
personal antipathy toward munitions makers. 

Mr. Kubo went on. “Our geisha have been with the most brilliant 
men in the world, so they are more intelligent than the average girls, and 
harder to please. The patrons of our girls almost fill Japan's Who’s Who. 
Men of the cabinet like Prince Konoye, Matsuoka, Tojo, men like 
Mitsui, all have girb in Shimbashi. Politicians, nobility, intellectuals, 
they are all our customers. Only munitions makers, newly rich — ” 

There it was again. 

“ — ^rich on others’ blood, they rarely come a second time, because our 
girls have nothing in common with them and are cold to them.” 

Before leaving, I thought it might be tactful to flatter Mr. Kubo with a 
few personal questions. So I asked how he got into this unique business. 

“After the big 1923 earthquake disaster, I gave up my flour store, and 
organized several geisha houses,” replied Mr. Kubo. ‘Today, I work 
from ten in the morning until eight at night, but I am not paid a penny. 
It is an honorary job. Some of my employees, however, make as much as 
250 yen a month. My own money comes from several geisha houses I 
own. You may be interested to know, too, that I am a happily married 
man with five children. Yes, three of my sons are doctors, all of them to- 
day serving on the Chinese war front. Two of the sons are now lieuten- 
ants.” 

Mr. Kubo accompanied us downstairs, and then continued speaking 
while we pulled on our shoes. 

He said to me, “I have enjoyed our talk very much. You will be sure to 
write they are not prostitutes. And by the way, I have a favor for you. I 
have one or two special girls. You may take them for a weekend to one of 
the resorts. They will wear Western-style dress. Usually our fee for a 
weekend with foreigners is high, but you are a friend — ” 

I said, “Thanks, Mr. Kubo, I’ll take a rain check on that.” , 

It’s four years now, and I still have that rain check. I’m giving it to 
some of my buddies. 

They intend to be in Mr. Kubo’s vicinity very soon. 
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

It was in August, 1940, sixteen months before the Japanese attach on 
Pearl Harbor, that I was in Tokyo, researching and writing as a free-lance 
magazine contributor. I had just completed a fascinating interview, in a 
resort villa at the foot of Mount Fujiyama with ninety-year-old Mitsuru 
Toyama, head of a group of extremists and professional assassins known 
as the Black Dragon Society, and our talk had dealt mostly with the possi- 
bilities of war. But once ^ck in Tokyo, I was tired of political inter- 
views, eager to do something frivolous and diverting. I considered trying 
a story on the institution of the geisha, then decided that too many other 
writers had touched upon it in recent years. But when Chockalingam 
told me that the geisha girls had a union, I knew that this was my divert- 
ing subject after all, and with Chock I went to see Hidezo Kubo. 

I meant to write the story at once, but more topical subjects kept me 
from it. And then, the following year I was married, and then, after an- 
odier year I was in the army, and my notes on Mr. Kubo lay untouched 
in a drawer of my desk. But while I was in the Signal Corps, where every 
morning I received copies of monitored Japanese shortwave broadcasts, I 
came across the announcement that the Japanese were considering do- 
ing away with the geisha girl for the duration of the war. At once, my in- 
terview with Mr. Kubo came to mind, and on my first free Sunday away 
from the army base, I wrote the story. It appeared in the September, 1945, 
issue of Tricolor magazine, an attractive monthly then produced in New 
York but since become defunct. 

In my story, I had doubted that the Japanese government, despite the 
pressures of war and austerity, would ever succeed in eliminating the gei- 
sha girl. I was proved right. Although the geisha unions were suspended, 
the geisha girl continued to exist in a limited fashion as one of Japan's 
few luxuries throughout the Second World War, and she survived that 
war and her homeland’s defeat intact. Yet in the postwar years, numer- 
ous prophets of doom went on predicting the demise of the geisha, in- 
sisting that she would give way before the advent of the emancipated, 
Americanized, new Japanese woman. In November, 1958, Time maga- 
zine headlined a story “The Vanishing Geisha,” which reported that 
nude shows and more stringent tax laws (that made a geisha party in- 
eligible as a deductible business expense) were lessening the attraction 
of the geisha, and concluded, “The plain fact is that the stylized coquetry 
of the classic geisha is no longer fashionable. ‘Frankly,’ said one Japanese 
businessman last week, ‘they have become a bore.’ ” 
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Curious to Icnow if the geisha was on her way out — ^in feet, curious to 
know what had happened to the geisha in the two decades since I wrote 
about her and her improbable union — I began to investigate the situation 
in Tokyo today, with the assistance of Mrs. Keiko Akamatsu, the trans- 
lator of several of my novels into Japanese. I am pleased to report that, 
while the situation of the geisha is not precisely what it was in 1940, she 
continues to survive, even to flourish, as a part of Japan’s culture. More- 
over, she is still tmionized, perhaps more strongly than before, and the 
Shimbashi Geisha Guild has become more powerful than it was when I 
visited it. 

At the present time, there are fifty-two geisha guilds in the city of To- 
kyo. They are still divided into six classes, and the Shimbashi Geisha 
Guild still remains in the “first-rate” class. There are 2,216 geisha houses 
in Tokyo today, half the number I found in 1940, and there are now 
4,408 female geisha practicing their art, one-third the number I wrote 
about at an earlier time. 

I learned that my old friend Hidezo Kubo, the managing director of 
the Shimbashi Geisha Guild whom I had interviewed in 1940, had stayed 
on in that job until 194;. There had then been some kind of disagree- 
ment between Kubo and his associates, and he had been forced to leave 
die guild and Tokyo itself. In the years that followed, he managed a sin- 
gle geisha house at To-no-sawa, in Hakone, Kanagawa Prefecture, and 
there he is said to have died in July, 19^6. 

Meanwhile, his Shimbashi Geisha Guild, closed down with all others 
toward the end of the war, was fully resurrected along more modern and 
enlightened lines in 1951. Kubo’s old guild, I learned, had not been 
entirely devoted to the interests of the girls, had been “conspicuously 
feudalistic in character,” and had existed “mainly for the convenience of 
its police contacts.” 

The new guild, headed by Mrs. Ham Shirohara, eighty-six yean old, 
and Miss Shizu Nagai, an active and much desired geisha who would not 
give her age, is devoted strictly to the welfare of its 400 geisha girls who 
belong to seventy geisha houses in the district. The guild is strong, since 
it possesses an agreement with the Japanese Restaurant Association that 
permits only guild girls to work at parties in the ryotei or restaurants in 
the area. 

The new guild manages almost everything for its girls. Before the war, 
parents sold their girls into the geisha world. This is now forbidden by 
law. Today, a potential geisha of twenty (eighteen years old, if she has 
her parents’ permission) need only apply to the mistress of a geisha house 
that belongs to the guild. If she seems promising, she is trained in the 
arts of entertainment for one year, instead of the prewar minimum of 
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ten yeais. If she passes an examination at the end of the year she agrees to 
pay the house mistress 25,000 yen, and then she is a full-fledged gmld 
geisha, ready to work at onion minimums. 

The modem geisha usually spends her mornings sleeping, her after- 
noons perfecting her skills in the traditional songs and dances or in ac- 
quiring modem skills such as golf, tennis, bowling, WesterU dance steps, 
or reading for badcgiound in order to converse with male customos in- 
terested in discussing the Common Market, the New York Yankees, Red 
China’s nuclear advances, or what not. In the evenings, the geisha works, 
spending time with customers in the private room of a restaurant from 
six o’clock until somewhere between ten o’clock and midnight 

Hie new guild sees that its member houses obtain proper employment 
for each girl. But it also takes care of each girl’s continuing education, 
health, tax problems, social security insurance. Above all, the guild sees 
that its geisha girl member is not underpaid. 

The standard pay for the services of a Shimbashi geisha girl is about 
950 yen — almost three dollars — ^an hour. The greatest part of her income, 
however, comes from oshugi — tips — and these can often be generous. A 
really top-flight geisha girl, I am told, can earn 300,000 yen or $800 a 
month. However, all of this income is not profit. She has many expenses 
such as her guild fee, house commission, training tuition, and the upkeep 
of a kimono and obi wardrobe that may cost as much as 300,000 yen. 

As before, my Shimbashi Geisha Guild informants were most sensitive 
about my questions concerning sex and the modem geisha girl. “Much 
to our bewilderment and regret,’’ a guild official said, “foreigners are still 
often apt to mix up geisha and prostitutes. Even in 1940, few people 
went to visit a geisha merely to satisfy sexual desire. If a man wanted a 
girl, he would go to a Kuruwa, a licensed prostitution quarter like Yoshi- 
wara, and enjoy an oiran, a high-class prostitute. Often, when a man vis- 
ited such a prostitute, he would call a geisha to entertain him with 
dance and songs before he went to bed with the prostitute.’’ 

In 1956 , 1 learned, the Prostitution Prohibition Law went into effect. 
The prostitute was outlawed, and 60,000 women were put out of business, 
as were 16,000 keepers of brothels. Since there are no longer any licensed 
prostitutes in Japan, and since the geisha is not supposed to traffic in sex, 
I wondered where the single Japanese male or errant married man found 
his illicit pleasures. Presumably, I would guess, he found them where his 
American counterpart found them, among emancipated single or mar- 
ried women, who also wanted pleasure, and not pay. 

Still, I was not satisfied with what I heard. Did or did not any 
geisha have anything to do with professional sex? “That is a very deli- 
cate question,” I was told. “But it can be said that many of the ‘third- 
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rate’ geisha with poor artistic accomplishments were and are apt to de- 
grade themselves easily under the name of love. There is a Japanese ex- 
pression, 'ddrumu-geisha,' to indicate that some of the geisha are very easy 
to roll over like a dtpvma—a traditional ronnd-shaped doll. Yet, having a 
geisha as an object of such desire would be so eq)ensive that most ihales 
might better enjoy playing with girls or hostesses of cabarets or sa- 
loons.” 

When I asked Mrs. Akamatsu, my translator, what she thought the fu- 
ture of the geisha to be, she replied: 

“The problem is that the first-rate geisha is expensive. In prewar Japan, 
there were quite a number of customers who enjoyed and patronized 
geisha and their arts as such, and not for physical love or desire. Today, 
such customers are fewer in number, while there are an increasing num- 
ber of wealthy people who have no eye or ear for traditional dances and 
music, and utilize the geisha only for business entertainment. 

“In order for the geisha and their world to survive the ever-changing 
realities of the present in this country, they will have to concentrate on 
cultivating their art accomplishments so that they can claim to be retain- 
ers of the traditional cultural assets of Japan. Otherwise, with moderniza- 
tion, the social meaning of their existence will be lost. 

“I think the challenge to the geisha world today must be more or less 
the same as the one faced by the Kabuki play. Their survival will depend 
on how they succeed in handing down the excellent cultural heritage of 
the nation while, at the same time, acting up to the tastes of contempo- 
rary people.” 

And then, Mrs. Akamatsu added: 

“By the way, about the matter of calling the geisha union by the term 
of ‘guild’ — a Shimbashi Guild ofiBcial felt that the term ‘guild’ suggested 
something very feudal, and that it was no longer a fit term for the pres- 
ent setup, and he suggested that you use ‘Shimbashi Geisha Association’ 
instead. Can you do this?” 

Yes, I can. I will agree to call the girls members of a progressive associa- 
tion if, in turn, they will do something for me — ^never let me catch diem 
in shirttails and slacks, dancing the cha-cha-cha or watusi, with bearded 
beatniks in a Tokyo discoth^ue. 
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THE CHAIR 
IN THE OVAL OFFICE 


I STOOD beside the vacant chair, stared down at it, and was strangely 
moved. 

It was a black leather, high-backed, executive swivel chair, further pad- 
ded in the seat with an ordinary striped cushion, and it rested behind 
the aged carved oak desk, known as the Buchanan desk, in die Oval Of- 
fice of the White House in Washington, D.C. It was the chair that be- 
longed to the President of the United States, who, that balmy mid- 
September afternoon nine weeks before a journey to Dallas, was John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy. 

Someone had come up beside me. It was Pierre Salinger, press secre- 
tary to the President. 

“Go on, sit down in it,” he said. “You’re here to write a novel about 
how it feels to be President, so sit down in it, and make believe, and I’m 
sure you’ll find what you’re after.” 

And so I sat down in President Kennedy’s chair, and although I did 
not fit it for size, I knew instantly that Salinger was right. He had said 
that I would feel something, and I did. What I felt that moment, I have 
felt frequently in moments of the days since, and I believe that feeling 
will continue to recur until the day I die. It is a feeling I would wish for 
every American alive. 

With my bulk occupying the chair in the Oval Ofiice, I crossed my 
arms on the small green blotter that was centered on the desk and con- 
templated what was immediately before me. First, I saw a long desk lamp 
with a fluorescent light. On one side of it was a cluster of gadgets, knick- 
knacks, souvenirs, some reflecting personal high spots in the President’s 
life, or the lives of his family, others obviously the gifts of visiting digni- 
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taries from fax lands. On tihe other side of the lamp were six books held 
upright, one of them written by the President himself. And then my eye 
was caught by something resembling a menu holder in which had hem 
inserted a card bearing the typewritten heading the nxsamn^s en- 
gagements, and beneath these words were typed the houra and appoint- 
ments for that day. 

At my right elbow lay a manila folder bulging with papers to be stud- 
ied, and perhaps signed, and next to it was a green-matted writing board. 
At my left elbow stood a green telephone console with eight punch keys. 
Then I became aware of the other telephones — there were two or three— 
and the simple blade one, such as most of us possess in our homes, which 
was described to me as "the famous hot line.” 

This was the immediate world before the President’s chair. Beyond, 
and all about, there was more. Riding the swivel chair, I decided to let 
my gaze make one unbroken orbit of the President’s ofiBce, a room first 
brought into use in 1909. To my left was the door to the President’s en- 
gagements secretary’s office. Then there was an open door with a chain 
across it, and behind the chain, in the tiled corridor, a Secret Service 
agent sat at a desk, a White House policeman standing beside him, and 
both were watching me, while engaging themselves in conversation. 

Wheeling slowly, I could see, directly across the desk and the expanse 
of the quiet office, its cane back to me, the padded Presidential rocker, 
flanked by two upholstered sofas, each holding three extra pillows. And 
breaking the far wall was the fireplace, two three-masted ship models on 
its mantel, and a naval painting of the sea battle between the American 
Bonhomme Richard and British Serapis above. A door near the fireplace 
led to the tiny office of the President’s personal secretary, an efficient, 
cautious, loyal woman married to a Veterans Administration officer. 

Revolving slowly to the right, I could see through the three French 
doors, one of them open, that led onto the colonnaded walk along the 
magnificent Rose Carden. Beyond the garden, in a second-floor bed- 
room of the White House, above the hoary magnolia trees, President 
Kennedy lay dozing, taking his after-lunch nap. From studying his 
shaded window, my eyes dropped to two Secret Service agents, young, 
athletic, conservatively suited, their shoulder holsters hidden, at guard 
on the colonnaded walk. 

I swung completely around to take in the rear of the Oval Office, be- 
hind the swivel chair. There was a table with a half-dozen newspapers — I 
could make out The New York Times, the Washington Post, the Balti- 
more Sun — ^and there was a metallic gray Dictaphone machine. On 
either side of the table rose a flag, one the American flag, the other the 
Presidential flag, and off through the three green-draped windows, I 
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could see a police guardhouse, and past it, on the South Lawn, the 
putting green Eisenhower had used, and among the trees the swings, 
slides, and square white playhouse used by tl^e Kennedy children. 

I came around, and I was back whae I had started. 

My visual orbit had been fleeting, and yet, 1 sensed, for me it had been 
unforgettable. It had been an inspiration of my maturity. 

There was activity now in the Oval OfEce. Several famous aides came 
poking in and out. A secretary crossed hastily. Then, more Seaet Service 
agents. To all of this I was almost oblivious. Sitting in President Kenne- 
dy’s chair, I tried to define my emotion. 

I thought: This chair was, in a sense, manufectured by a group of 
wigged men who rode in buggies to a place in Philadelphia to declare 
their independence from tyranny and to declare a democracy of men 
where all would be equal under the law of Cod. Today, this chair had 
become the center of the world, the seat of freedom to which all Ameri- 
cans elevate one of their own to represent them in their continuing 
yearning for peace, security, absolute individual liberty. 

I pushed myself out of that black leather chair, and once more stood 
beside it, staring down at it with feelings 1 had not known I still possessed. 
As we grow older — ^and I had enjoyed and suffered forty-seven years of 
living when I stood beside that chair— we become more cynical about 
our fellow men and their promises, more disenchanted by the possibili- 
ties of each new day, and often we are either too bruised by life’s trials, 
or too worldly and sophisticated, for the old words and dreams we no 
longer believe can be true. 

I’m not sure that I felt that way before that moment, but however I 
felt, it was not as I felt when I left the chair in the Oval Office. My skepti- 
cism about the wheeling and dealing in and around the White House, 
about the bartering and politics, about the gossip inevitably sunounding 
all our leaders and high places, had fallen away from me. I felt renewed 
by my vision of the goodness and purpose of our nation and its way of 
life. The meaning of the chair, Everyman’s chair and no one’s throne, 
was clear to me. My youthful patriotism, my belief in the rightness and 
practical possibilities of virtue in our system, was entirely restored. 

As I slowly walked away from that chair, and from the Oval Office it- 
self, I was moved by a powerful emotion. It was as if I knew that the com- 
munity of men and women in which I lived, of which I was a part, the 
ones who made the chair in the Oval Office possible and gave it its mean- 
ing, was the best community yet devised by the mind of man, and could 
be better and would be better still and tliat I would do my part. 

Suddenly, I felt less selfish, intolerant, narrow, helpless. Suddenly, I 
fully understood my citizenship, my allegiance to the cause of freedom. 
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and my role in tihe community. I counted as an individual. My neighbors 
count^. Because that chair counted. 

All of us, I thought, must make an efiEort to keep that chair in the 
White House not only a chair of strength and decision, but a diair of 
wisdom and justice. I wondered: What could be done by each of ik? Par- 
ticipate in government, vote, I had long been taught. Good, I thought, 
but not good enough. And then I knew what was demanded of us — 
that each of us, in his way, must work as an individual to abolish hatred, 
violence, intolerance, hypocrisy, despair, inequality in the United States. 
To abolish these blights in our land, each of us, I knew, would have to 
abolish the evils within his own self. 

And what dse must be done? Well, I had come to Washington, D.C., 
to the White House, to the Oval OfiBce in the West Wing, and finally to 
the President’s chair because I wanted to write an intimate and difficult 
fictional book about the Presidency. At no time, before sitting in that 
chair, had I been certain I could or would write this book. But then, after 
rising from the chair, I knew that I must write it, and that I was ready to 
write it, at last. And so, for better or for worse, I wrote it, because I now 
believed in my fellow men and my country and our system more than I 
ever had before, and because I wanted to become better than I was, 
and perhaps move others as I had been moved. 

The journey to that remarkable moment in the chair in the Oval Office 
was hesitant, roundabout, slow — yet adventurous. It consisted not of 
dramatic physical adventures such as certain people we read about have. 
It consisted of smaller inner adventures such as men who dream— or write 
— are more likely to have. 

For me, it began on the midnight of a Saturday in June, 1963, as I was 
scanning the next morning’s newspapers with all their calamitous news 
about civil rights strife in altogether too many of the fifty states of the 
United States. For several years I had wanted to write a novel about this 
racial conflict, and had considered and rejected a number of ideas. Now, 
suddenly, I sat up. I had the idea I had been searching for. I had it 
whole. It had come to me as a question : What would happen to all of us 
if a Negro congressman, because of a sudden accident and the law of suc- 
cession, became President of the United States for an unexpired term? 
What would happen to the United States? How would the event affect 
nations and peoples abroad? What would happen to the Negro President 
himself? And to those whites, men and women, whose lives converged 
upon his life? To find the answers, I would have to write a work of fiction, 
a novel with a factual background, a novel to be called The Man. That 
was it, for me a story that must be told, if I could tell it — ^if I had the per- 
ception, sensitivity, stamina and, above all, the courage. 
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Uncertainly, I fumbled forward in (he days and weeks that followed, 
trying to convert dream into reality. I researched in Los Angeles and New 
York. Under die shading umbrella of an outdoor caf^ on the Champs- 
£lys6es in Paris, I worked out the characters dnd story. In hotd rooms of 
Frankfurt and Juan-les-Pins I wrote scenes. By the time I reached Rome, 
I had come to a halt. I was not sure I could make the background — 
mainly scenes in the White House — authentic enough to be believable. 
Perhaps I did not fully understand its role in our lives. 

In numerous visits to Washington in the past I had, as a plain tourist, 
taken the limited morning tour of the East Wing of the White House. 
But whQe what I had seen was impressive, I retained the memory of a 
museum. A real President worked in the downstairs West Wing offices, 
and lived as a human being in the upstairs second-floor apartments, both 
areas barred to tourists. To go forward, I knew that I must see what oth- 
ers could not see. My project hung in the balance. 

I wrote to several friends in Washington, and asked how I could go 
about living inside, getting tiie real feel of the White House for a week or 
two. Soon, I had one reply from a friend in the State Department. At a 
reception given by Secretary of State Dean Rusk, (his friend had run 
into the President’s press secretary, Pierre Salinger, and he had rdayed my 
wishes. Salinger had replied, “Tell Mr. Wallace I’ve read a couple of his 
books — and I’m looking forward to meeting him.’’ 

At once I wrote to Salinger and outlined my needs. He responded in- 
stantly; Come to Washington, call him, and he would do what he could. 

On September i6, 1963, I anived at the Pennsylvania Avenue en- 
trance to the White House. After being cleared by two policemen, I 
walked up the curving driveway and entered the West Wing lobby or 
Reading Room, teeming with perhaps one hundred newspapermen. As I 
came in, Salinger, his amiable round face, cigar, white shirt visible in the 
midst of the reporters, was answering questions on the savage slaying of 
the children in that Birmingham church. Finishing, Salinger saw me, 
recognized me somehow, and called out, “See you in five minutes!” 

In five minutes I was sitting across the desk from Salinger in his large, 
cluttered ofiBce. I explained the theme of my novel, and what I would 
need to go on. He challenged me on several points, but was otherwise in- 
trigued by my idea. I told him, “I don’t want to go through here as a 
tourist. I want to go through the offices and private apartments making 
believe I am President, which is what the hero of my novel will be.” Sal- 
inger agreed to cooperate. Visiting die President’s Oval Office and the 
rooms around it would not be difficult since President Kennedy usually 
napped or rested in his private quarters upstairs from two-diirty in the 
afternoon to four-thirty. Howevor, visiting his private living quarters pre- 
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sented some obstacles. The Kennedys fdt tihat their private living area 
should not be turned into a goldfish bowl. Still, Salinger thought that 
since I was writing fiction, something might be done. 

We set up a series of appointments, and it was on the following after- 
noon that I made my fint of a half-dozen visits to the President's Oval 
Office — and sat in that chair. 

The inspiring moment in that chair was intensified by other intimate 
and electric moments that followed in the next days. First Salinger, then 
a White House policeman, took me on a complete visit to every portion 
of the ground floor of the White House itself. I saw the housdceeper’s 
office, the private flower shop, the physician’s office, the modem stainless- 
steel kitchen, the private movie projection room that has chairs for fifty 
people spaced over its blue carpet. Returning to the Oval Office — I 
counted thirty-three steps along an outdoor colonnaded walk to get there 
— ^the policeman said to me, “We’ll all read whatever you write, you 
know. The Secret Service studies all novels about the White House. They 
want to know how much the book might tell the public about inside de- 
tails of the layout here — in case some nut reads it, gets a notion on how 
to get into here and attempt to assassinate the President.” 

Later, having requested an interview with the President’s personal 
secretary of eleven years, Mrs. Evelyn N. Lincoln, whose office was next 
door to the President’s own, I was introduced to her. Mrs. Lincoln was 
nervous. Recently, I had occasion to remind IVhrs. Lincoln of our inter- 
view. “I promised you,” I wrote her, “that I would not use you as a char- 
acter in my fiction — and I have not — ^but said that I wanted to know 
something of the routine of the President’s personal secretary and 
would use that background — ^and I have used it. You will not, I am cer- 
tain, recognize anything of yourself in that key fictional character in my 
book. Miss Edna Foster, but I am sure you will recognize, perhaps with a 
sigh, something of the pressure and travail of your recent position.” 

Memories now come to mind of our talk. Her gray electric typewriter, 
the television set behind her desk, the ovo^ow of Presidential souvenirs 
on her shelves. Above all, I recall the magnified peephole built into her 
door, through which she could peek into the 0^1 Office to see if die 
President was occupied with visitors or alone. Mrs. Lincoln told me that 
a White House limousine which picked her up in front of her apartment 
at seven-thirty every morning deposited her here in the West Wing, 
where she often toiled until eight-thirty at night. She handled all of the 
President’s personal letters, phone calls, and dates. “I don't know if I 
should tell you this,” she said, “but I even get his suits for him, and see 
that they are sent to him on time. Of course, he has definite tastes, 
and orders what he wants, but I follow through.” 
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The days that followed were a kaleidoscope of impressions of visits to 
every nook and cranny of the nation's first house, liie most exciting of 
all was the early evening when President Kennedy’s I^egro valet, Preston, 
in a black suit and a white escorted me through the rarely seen sec- 
ond-story apartments where the President and First Lady lived, shut off 
from the outside world. Little things, not big ones, remain in mind: the 
white match covers with “The President’s House” imprinted in gold, in 
an ashtray in the Lincoln Bedroom, where Mrs. Rose Kennedy often 
slept; the leather-topped table behind a yellow sofa where the President 
worked in his living room late at night, while his wife curled up on the 
sofo and read beneath the brilliant Cezannes on the wall; the green pads 
on the white patio furniture outside on the Truman Balcony, where the 
President could stretch out during soft summer evenings, chatting off die 
record with Lyndon B. Johnson and Congressional leaders; the giant 
humidor in the President’s bedroom where he kept his cigars. 

As for President Kennedy himself, I saw him three times in diose days 
— did not interview him, but rather, saw him in action and close up. The 
first occasion was a morning in the Cabinet Room, when he made some 
public remarks after the swearing in of new representatives to the eight- 
eenth United Nations General Assembly. Afterward, he and Adlai 
Stevenson joked. I saw his remarks, later, in the official transcript but not 
the jokes. 

The next occasion was more memorable. I was invited to the Oval 
Office to watch President Kennedy deliver a television broadcast to the 
nation on the tax cut he so much wanted. It was to be, although none of 
us knew it at the time, his last national television address. I watched as 
his desk was cleared of its gadgets, a black curtain hung behind it for a 
backdrop, and two pillows placed on his chair (I asked if this was to 
make him taller, and I was told no, it was to make him more comfortable, 
because of his bad back) . I watched him enter the office, much huskier 
than I had imagined, and he nodded and greeted me, and I returned his 
greeting. I watched him run through his first paragraph for still photog- 
raphers, and after the photographers were shown out, the red lights on 
the big television cameras blinked on, and the speech was under way. 

The third and last time I saw him, on a late afternoon, he was walk- 
ing, alligator briefcase under his arm, across the lawn of the Rose Carden 
toward the huge helicopter squatting on its steel pad on the South Lawn, 
readying to fly to New York and the United Nations. 

A few days later, I was back in Los Angeles, filled with the spirit of 
what I had seen, undramatic and yet more dramatic than anything I had 
ever witnessed, and I knew that I must write my book about all this, and 
could write it — ^and I did. 
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But there is one last part of the story to tdl, so mystical, so strange, that 
I almost hesitate to recount it. Yet, tdl it I must, for it is part of the whole 
adventure. 

I had been writing my novel feverishly. At the end of the first chap- 
ter, my fictional Negro succeeds to the unexpired term of the dead fic- 
tional President. I wanted to show my fictional President, Douglass Dfl- 
man, sworn in by the Chief Justice, show him with his hand on the Bible, 
and I wondered to what passage he might open the Bible. My mind 
ranged across all the pertinent Bible quotations I could remember, and 
then fastened on one. I looked it up to be sure I had it right. And then I 
wrote it. Here is exactly what I wrote: 

“She heard Eaton inquire of Senator Dilman, ‘Do you wish this open 
on any particular passage?' 

“She heard Dilman reply, ‘Psalms 127:1.' Slowly, Eaton leafed 
through the book, and then he said, ‘Is this it? “Except the Lord build 
the house, they labour in vain that build it: except the Lord keep the 
city, the watcWan waketh but in vain." ' He glanced inquiringly at 
Dilman, and Dilman swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing, and said, 
Tes, sir, that is it.' " 

One week later— it was noon, and I had just resumed work— my wife 
called from an appointment at her beauty parlor and cried out, “Presi- 
dent Kennedy has been shot in Dallas!" With disbelief, I turned on my 
radio. An hour later, stunned with the nation and the world, I learned 
that he was dead. 

All that shocking afternoon was a blur, and late diat night, sitting on 
the edge of my bed, exhausted, numbed, I watched and heard the mourn- 
ful television reports. Then, suddenly, a commentator was on, and he was 
saying that when the President was killed, his motorcade had been 
headed toward the Dallas Trade Mart, where he was to address a lunch- 
eon of the Dallas Citizens' Council. President Kennedy's speech had been 
prepared. It would never be delivered. The commentator felt that this 
last speech by John Fitzgerald Kennedy should be read now. So he read 
the speech, and when he reached the final paragraph, he read that the 
President had written that our generation was “die watchman on the 
walls of world freedom," and that we must forever exercise strength 
tempered by wisdom and restraint to achieve peace on earth. And then, 
the commentator read the President's last words of his last speech: 

“That must always be our goal, and the righteousness of our cause 
must always underlie our strength. For as was written long ago: ‘excqit 
the Lord keqi the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.' " 

I sat chilled. Except the Lord keep the city, the -watchman waketh but 
in vain. Inspired by a chair in the Oval Office I had written those words 
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for a fictional President succeeding an imaginary dead President a week 
before. And here were the final words of our own President. The coin- 
cidence was as incredible and mysterious to me as the mystery of ex- 
istence itself. 

The life of the nation went on. We all went on. And months later, 
seddng aimther appropriate quotation for my book, I found one I had 
jotted on the bade of a folded envelope as I had left the Oval Office. 
Now, firmly, I wrote it into my story, and it was the essence of all that I 
had learned from the vacant chair in the Oval Office— and perhaps, from 
the one who had filled it so well, so briefly. Writing, I had a white law- 
yer, the Negro President’s best friend, say to him: 

“The American people have finally learned what a great Kansas editor 
tried to teach them years ago, that liberty is the only thing you cannot 
have — ^unless you are wOling to give it to others.’’ 


WHAT HAS HAPPENED SINCE . . . 

This article was the last one I wrote after I won my freedom from be- 
ing only a Sunday Gentleman. 

For several years, the editors of the Family Weekly, a popular maga- 
zine supplement published in New York and distributed to subscribing 
newspapers throughout the United States, had been asking me if I 
would contribute a brief memoir to a series they had been mnning. The 
series was called “My Most Inspiring Moment,” and a great number of 
renowned authors in the Unit^ States and Great Britain had already 
contributed to it. 

Since I had noticed that most authors' inspiring moments fall into the 
pattern of recollections about an uplifting or edifying experience shared 
with their parents, or a brave handicapped friend, I did not feel that I 
could enhance the series with more of the same. And so I told the editors 
that if I should ever have an idea that was different and that absorbed me, 
I would contribute to their series. 

I then forgot about the matter. However, the editors of Family Weekly 
did not. From time to time, they wrote to ask me if I had yet found an 
idea about which I wanted to write, and always I said that I had not, not 
yet. One such inquiry from them came some months after President 
Kennedy’s assassination, at a period when I was finishing my writing of 
The Man. As usual, I replied that I had nothing in mind, not yet. But 
then, shortly after answering, suddenly, thinking of how my visit to the 
White House had inspired me to complete my novel, I realized with ris- 
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ing excitement that there was something I wanted to write abou^ some- 
thing I burned to write about and have readers across the nation read. 

Immediately, I picked up the tdephone and spoke to the chief editor 
of Family Weeldy in New York City, and sketched out tiie personal story 
I wanted to call ‘The Chair in the Oval Office.” He was enthusiastic 
about it, and insisted upon my setting a delivery date so that he could 
schedule its publication in advance. I promptly made notes, but dien 
became caught up in rewrites of my novel, and it was not until the 
summer of 1964 that I finally sat down to write this story. I wrote it in 
Paris, rewrote it in Cannes, and mailed it off. The editors accepted it, 
moved and pleased by it, and scheduled the story to be printed in the 
issue of their supplement that would appear in newspapen across the 
United States on the first anniversary of President Kennedy's death. 

It did not appear in print on the first anniversary of President Ken- 
nedy’s death. Nor did it appear in print in any issue of that supplement at 
any later date. Perplexed, I asked my literary agent what had happened. 
He in turn asked the editors what had happened. They were evasive. For 
“reasons” beyond their control, they had found that they could not pub- 
lish it at all. 

This was not a satisffictory answer, and I remained mystified until, on 
a visit to New York, I accidentally ran into one of the editors at a social 
gathering. I asked him bluntly what had happened to “The Chair in the 
Oval Office.” He said, somewhat sadly, that the story had been sup- 
pressed. He said that when certain Southern newspaper publishers, who 
subscribed to and helped support the supplement, learned about the con- 
tents of my story, they protested. They did not intend to use it. As a re- 
sult, the supplement’s editors decided to withdraw the article. 

This was the explanation given me. I do not know if it is the true one, 
or the entire one. 1 only know that a story so often solicited, and eagerly 
accepted, was inexplicably kept from being published — until its appear- 
ance now in this volume. 

I am pleased to close this book with my White House adventure, be- 
cause I feel that its point is more meaningful today than ever before: 
“Liberty is the only thing you cannot have — ^unless you are willing to give 
it to others.” 

John F. Kennedy understood this fully. I grieve over our loss of him 
for many reasons, but this is one of the major reasons, that he understood 
the definition of liberty fully and might have brought more of us to an 
understanding of it more swiftly had he lived. Yet, I suspect, the chair in 
the Oval Office of the White House will be better occupied in the fu- 
ture, to the benefit of all of us, because he sat there once, briefly. 

Recently, in a London periodical, I came across W. H. Auden’s 
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for J.F.K/' It seemed to me a fitting note upon whidi to con- 
dude this story. 


Why then? Why there? 

Why thus, we cry, did he die? 
The heaventare silent 

What he was, he was; 

What he is fated to become 
Dependsonus 

Remembering his death. 

How we choose U> live 
Will decide its meaning. 

When a just rtum dies. 
Lamentation and praise. 
Sorrow and joy are one. 


44 > 




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


publishers listed below gave their permission for me to reprint those 
of my articles which originally appeared in the pages of their publications 
in abridged form, as well as permission to reprint those artides of mine that 
diey owned but had not published. I have listed the titles of the articles as 
Aey were used in their magazine publication. Where these original titles 
have been changed for this book, I have placed my new titles in parentheses. 

CroweU-CoUier Ptiblishing Company, New York: “What’s Krupp Up to 
Now?” (‘Tycoon”), 1953; “The Seven Secret Cells of Spandau” (“The 
Seven Secret Prison Celk”), unpublished. 

Curtis Ptiblishing Company, Philadelphia: “The Man Who Swindled 
Goeiing,” copyright 194^ “The Great Globe Trotter” (“Everybody’s Rover 
Boy”), copyright 1947; “Nabob’s Chariot” (“Millionaire’s Chariot”), copy- 
right 1947; “Adventure’s Favorite Train” (“Intrigue Express”), copyright 
1947; “Operation of the Last Resort” (“They Cut Away His Conscience”), 
copyright 1951. 

Newspaper Magazines, Inc., New York: “The Chair in the Oval Office,” 
unpublished. 

Reader^ s Digest, Pleasantville, N. Y.: “France's Greatest Detective” 
(“Monsieur Bertillon”), 1950; “Frank Merriwell: Paragon of the Paper- 
^cks” (“Paragon of the Paperbacks”), 1953; “Tourist’s Bible,” unpub- 
lished. 





